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(i)  The  LIFE  and  DEATH  of 

King  RICHARD  II. 


ACT  L 

SCENE,    the  COURT. 

Enigr  King  Richard,  John  of  Gaunt,  with  other 
Nobles  and  Attendants 

King  R I  c  »  A  R  D  '. 

LD  John  of  Gaunt,  time-honour'd  Lan^  ^ 
cafter. 

Haft  thou,  according  to  thy  oath  and 
bond. 

Brought  hither  Henry  Hereford  x\\y  boIA 
fon, 

(0  The  Life  and  Death  of  King  Richard  11.]  But  tfiis  Hifto- 
ry  comprizes  little  more  than  the  Two  laft  Years  of  this  un- 
fortunate Prince.  The  Action  of  the  Drama  begins  with  Bo^^ 
lingbrokis  appealing  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  on  an  Accufation 
of  high  Treafon,  which  feH  out  in  the  Year  1398^  and  it 
dofes  with^  the  Murder  of  King  Richard  at  Pomfrei-Cudle  to- 
wards the  End  of  the  Year  1400,  or  the  Beginning  of  tlie  en- 
fuing  Year, 

A  3  Here 
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Here  to  make  good  the  boift'rous  late  Appeal, 
Which  then  our  leifure  would  not  let  us  hear, 
AgainJd  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  nomas  Moivbray  P 
Gaunt,  I  have,  my  liege. 

K,  Rich.  Tell  me  moreover,  haft  thou  founded  him; 
If  he  appeal  the  Duke  on  ancient  malice. 
Or  worthily,  as  a  good  Subjedl  fhould, 
€)n  fome  known  ground  of  treachery  in  him  ? 

Gaunt,  As  near  as  I  could  fift  him  on  that  argument, 
On  fome  apparent  Danger  feen  in  him 
Aim'd  at  your  Highnefs ;  no  invetVate  malice. 

K,  Rich.  Then  call  them  to  our  prefence;  face  to  fa«e, 
And  frowning  brow  to  brow,  Our  felves  will  hear 
Th'  accufer,  and  th'  accufed  freely  (peak  : 
High-ftomach'd  arenhey  Both,  and  full  of  ire ; 
Jn  rage,  deaf  as  the  fea ;  hafty  as  fire. 

Enter  Bolingbroke  and  Mowbray. 

Bcling.  May  many  years  of  happy  days  befal 
My  gracious  Sovereign,  my  moft  loving  Liege  ! 

Mo^-wh.  Each  day  llill  better  other's  happinefs ; 
Until  the  heavens,  envying  earth's  good  hap, 
^dd  an  immortal  title  to  your  Crown ! 

K.  Rich.  We  thank  you  both,  yet  one  but  flatters  vie,. 
As  well  appeareth  by  the  caufe  you  come  ; 
J^amely,  t'appeal  each  other  of  high  Treafon. 
Coufm  of  Hereford,  what  doll  thou  objedl 
Againft  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Mo^^lray? 

Bolijig.  Firft  (Heaven  be  the  record  to  my  fpeech !) 
In  the  devotion  of  a  Subjed's  love. 
Tendering  the  precious  fafety  of  my  Prince, 
And  free  from  other  mif-begotten  hate, 
Come  I  Appellant  to  this  princely  prefence. 
Now,  Thomas  MonjuLray,  do  I  turn  to  thee, 
And  mark  my  Greeting  well ;  for  what  I  fpeak, 
My  body  fhall  make  good  upon  this  earth. 
Or  my  divine  foul  anfwer  it  in  heav'n. 
Thou  art  a  traitor  and  a  mifcreant 
Too  good  to  be  fo,  and  too  bad  to  live ; 
Since,  the  more  fair  and  cryftal  is  the  Sky, 
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The  uglier  feem  the  Clouds,  that  in  it  fly. 
Once  more,  the  more  to  aggravate  the  Note, 
With  a  foul  Traytor's  Name  fluff  I  thy  throat ; 
And  wifh,  fo  plcafe  my  Sovereign,  ere  I  move, 
What  my  Tongue  fpeaks,  my  Right-drawn  Sv/ord  may 
prove. 

Monvb,  Let  not  my  cold  words  here  accufe  my  zeal ; 
'Tis  not  the  tryal  of  a  woman's  war, 
The  bitter  clamour  of  two  eager  tongues, 
Can  arbitrate  this  caufe  betwixt  us  twain ; 
The  blood  is  hot,  that  muft  be  cool'd  for  this. 
Yet  can  I  not  of  fuch  tame  patience  boaft, 
As  to  be  hufht,  and  nought  at  all  to  fay. 
Firft,  the  fair  RevVcnce  of  your  Highnefs  curbs  me, 
From  giving  reins  and  fpurs  to  my  free  fpeech  ; 
Whicli  ehe  would  poll,  until  it  had  returned 
Thefe  terms  of  Treafon  doubled  down  his  throat. 
Setting  afide  his  high  blood's  Royalty, 
And  let  him  be  no  kinfman  to  my  Liege, 
I  do  defie  him,  and  I  fpit  at  him  ; 
Call  him  a  fland'rous  coward,  and  a  villain  i 
Which  to  maintain,  I  would  allow  him  odds. 
And  meet  him,,  were  I  ty'd  to  run  a-foot 
Even  to  the  frozen  ridges  of  the  Alps, 
Or  any  other  ground  unhabitable,  {2) 
Where  never  Englijhman  durft  fet  his  foot. 
Mean  time,  let  this  defend  my  Loyalty  j; 
By  all  my  hopes,  moft  falfly  doth  he  lie. 

Bating,  Pale  trembling  Coward^  there  I  throw  my 
Gage, 

Difclaiming  here  the  kindred  of  a  King, 
And  lay  afide  my  high  blood's  Royalty  : 

(2)  Or  any  other  Ground  inhabitable.]  I  don't  know  that  this 
Word,  (like  the  Frenzb  Term,  inhabitable,)  will  admit  the  two 
different  Acceptations  of  a  Place  to  be  dwelt  in,  and  not  to  be 
divelt  in :  (or  that  it  may  be  taken  in  the  latter  Senfc,  as  inha- 
bitabilii  (among  the  Latines)  Signifies  uninhabitable ;  tho'  inhabit 
tare  fignifies  only  to  inhabit :)  and  therefore  I  have  ventur'd  to 
read, 

Or  any  oihtr  Grcund  unhabitable, 

A  4  (Which 
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(Which  fear,  not  revVence,  makes  thee  to  except :] 
Jf  guilty  Dread  hath  left  thee  fo  much  flrength. 
As  to  take  up  mine  Honour's  pawn,  then  floop. 
By  that,  and  all  the  rights  of  Knighthood  elfe. 
Will  I  make  good  againft  thee,  arm  to  arm. 
What  I  have  fpoken,  or  thou  canfl:  devife. 

Mo^vh.  I  take  it  up,  and  by  that  Sword  I  fwear, 
Which  gently  laid  my  Knighthood  on  my  fhoulder, 
I'll  anfwer  thee  in  any  fair  degree. 
Or  chivalrous  delign  of  knightly  tryal ; 
.And  when  I  mount,  alive  may  I  not  light. 
If  I  be  traitor,  or  unjuflly  fight! 

K,  Rich.  What  doth  our  Coufm  lay  to  Mon^lrayh 
charge  ? 

It  muft  be  great,  that  can  inherit  us 
So  much  as  of  a  thought  of  fll  in  him. 

Baling.  Look,  what  I  faid,  my  life  fli all  prove  it  true  j 
That  Mo<ij:bray  hath  receiv'd  eight  thoufand  nobles. 
In  name  of  lendings  for  your  Highnefs'  foldiers, 
The  which  he  hath  detained  for  lewd  imployments; 
Like  a  falfe  traitor  and  injurious  villain, 
Befides,  I  fay,  and  will  in  battel  prove. 
Or  here,  or  elfewhere,  to  the  furtheft  verge. 
That  ever  v/as  furvey'd  by  Er^gUJI?  eye; 
Thr.t  all  the  treafons  for  thefe  eighteen  years, 
vJomplotted  and  contrived  in  this  Land, 
Fetch  from  falfe  Mon^vbray  their  f  rfl  head  and  fpring. 
Further,  I  fay,  and  further  will  maintain 
Upon  his  bad  Life  to  make  all  This  good, 
''i'hat  he  did  plot  the  Duke  of  Gkiuefierh  death  ; 
8'jggeft  his  foon-believing  adverfaries ; 
And  ccnfequently,  like  a  traitor- cowarti, 
Shiic'd  out  his  innocent  foul  through  ftreams  of  blood ; 
Which  blood,  like  facrificing  ^^^As  cries 
Even  from  the  tonguelefs  caverns  of  the  earth. 
To  me,  for  jullice,  and  rough  chaftifement. 
And  by  the  glorious  Worth  of  my  Defcent, 
This  arm  fiiall  do  it,  or  this  life  be  fpent. 

K.  Rich.  How  high  a  pitch  his  refolation  foars  f 
Ihomai  of  Norfolk,  what  fay'ft  thou  to  this  r 
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Moivh,  O,  let  my  Sovereign  turn  away  his  face, 
And  bid  his  ears  a  little  while  be  deaf. 
Till  I  have  told  this  Slander  of  his  blood, 
How  God  and  good  men  hate  fo  foul  a  liar* 

K,  Rich,  Mo'wbrayy  impartial  are  our  eyes  and  ears# 
Were  he  our  brother,  nay,  our  Kingdom's  heir. 
As  he  is  but  our  father's  brother's  fon 
Now  by  my  fcepter's  awe,  I  make  a  vow. 
Such  neighbour-nearnefs  to  our  facred  blood 
Should  nothing  priv'lege  him,  nor  partialize. 
Th'  unftooping  firmnefs  of  my  upright  foal. 
He  is  our  Subjedl,  Mcivbray^  fo  art  thou  5 
Free  fpeech,  and  fearlefs,  I  to  thee  allow. 

Monjoh,  Then,  Bolingbroke,.  as  low  as  to  thy  hearty. 
Through  the  falfe  pafTage  of  thy  throat,  thou  lieft ! 
Three  parts  of  that  Receipt  I  had  for  Calais ^ 
Disburft  1  to  his  Highnefs'  foldiers  ; 
The  other  part  referv'd  I  by  confent, 
For  that  my  fovereign  Liege  was  in.my  debt; 
Upon  remainder  of  a  dear  account. 
Since  laft  I  went  to  France  to  fetch  his  Queen. 
Now,  fwallow  dowa  that  Lie. — For  Gloucejier  z  deaths . 
I  flew  him  not ;  but,  to  mine  own  difgrace, 
Negleded  my  fworn  duty  in  that  cafe. 
For  you,  my  noble  lord  of  Lancajier, , 
The  honourable  father  to  my  foe. 
Once  did  I  lay  an  ambufh  for  your  life, 
A  trefpafs  that,  doth  vex.my  grieved  foul  j 
But  ere  I  laft  receiv'd  the  Sacrament, 
I  did  confcfs  it,  and  exaiflly  begg'd 
Your  Grace's  pardon  ;  and,  I  hope,  I  had  it, 
This  is  my  fault ;  as  for  the  reft  appeal'd^ 
It  ilTues  from  the  rancor  of  a  villain, 
A  recreant  and  mofl:  degen'rate  traitor  i . 
Which  in  my  felf  I  boldly  will  defend. 
And  interchangeably  hurle  down  my  gage 
Upon  this  overweening  traitor's  foot;. 
To  prove  my  felf  a  loyal  gentkman, 
%ym  in  the  bell  bkod  chamber'd  in  hi&  bof»n?> 

A  1  ■     .  |a 
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In  hade  whereof,  mofl  heartily  I  pray 
Your  Highnefs  to  affign  our  tryal-day, 

K.  Rich.  Wrath- kindled  Gentlemen,  be  ruFd  by  ine  ; 
Let's  purge  this  Choler  without  letting  blood  : 
This  we  prefcribe,  though  no  phyfician ; 
Deep  malice  makes  too  deep  incifion  : 
Forget,  forgive,  conclude  and  be  agreed ; 
Our  Do6lors  fay,  this  is  no  time  to  bleed. 
Good  Uncle,  let  this  end  where  it  begun  ; 
We'll  calm  the  Duke  of  Norfolk ^  you  your  Son. 

Gaunt,  To  be  a  make-peace  fhall  become  my  age  ; 
Throw  down,  my  Son,  the  Duke  of  Norfolk's  gage. 

K.  Rich.  And,  Norfolk,  throw  down  his. 

Gaunt,  When,  Harry,  when? 
Obedience  bids,  I  fhould  not  bid  again. 

K,  Rich.  Norfolk,  throw  down,  we  bid ;  there  k  na 
boot. 

^      Mc^b.  My  felf  I  throw,  dread  Sovereign,  at  thy  foot* 
My  life  thou  fhalt  command,  but  not  my  Shame  j 
The  one  my  duty  owes ;  but  my  fair  Name, 
(Defpight  of  death.  That  lives  upon  my  Grave,) 
To  dark  dilhonour's  ufe  thou  fhalt  not  have, 
I  am  difgrac'd,  impeached,  and  baffled  here, 
Pierc'd  to  the  foul  with  llander's  venomM  fpear  : 
The  which  no  balme  can  cure,  but  his  heart-blood 
Which  breath'd  this  poifon 

K.  Rich.  Rage  muft  be  withflood: 
Give  me  his  gage  :  Lions  make  Leopards  tame. 

Mo^h,  Yea,  but  not  change  their  fpots  :  take  but  mf 
fhame. 

And  I  refign  my  gage.    My  dear,  dear  lord^ 

The  pureft  treafure  mortal  times  afford. 

Is  fpotlefs  Reputation  ;  That  away, 

Men  are  but  gilded  loam,  or  painted  clay. 

A  jewel  in  a  ten- times- barr'd-up  chell. 

Is  a  bold  fpirit  in  a  loyal  breaft. 

Mine  Honour  is  my  life,  both  grow  in  one ; 

Take  honour  from  me,  and  my  life  is  done. 

Then,  dear  my  Liege,  mine  honour  let  me  try  ; 

3r3  That  I  live,  and  for  That  will  I  die, 

A  RicL 
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if.  Rich.  Coufin,  throw  down  your  gage ;  do  you 
begin. 

Baling.  Oh,  heav'n  defend  my  foul  from  fuch  foul  fin  f 
Shall  I  Teem  creft-fairn  in  my  father's  fight. 
Or  with  pale  beggar  face  impeach  my  height. 
Before  this  out-dar'd  Daftard  ?  Ere  my  tongue 
Shall  wound  my  Honour  with  fuch  feeble  wrongs 
Or  found  fo  bafe  a  parle,  my  teeth  fhall  tear 
The  flavifh  motive  of  recanting  fear, 
And  fpit  it  bleeding,  in  his  high  difgrace. 
Where  fhame  doth  harbour,  ev'n  in  Moivbrays  face. 

\^Exit  Gaunt, 

K.  Rich,  We  were  not  born  to  fue,  but  to  command> 
Which  fince  wc  cannot  do  to  make  you  friends, 
Be  ready,  as  your  lives  fhall  anfwer  it,. 
At  Coventry  upon  Saint  Lamhert\  day. 
There  fhall  your  Swords  and  Lances  arbitrate 
The  fwelling  difference  of  your  fettled  hate :. 
Since  we  cannot  atone  you,  you  fhall  fee 
Juftice  decide  the  Vidor's  Chivalry. 
Lord  Marftial,  bid  our  officers  at  Arms 
Be  ready  to  direcl  thefe  home-alarms.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Duke  of  Lancafler'f- 

F  a  lace. 

Enter  Gaunt  and  Dutchefs  of  Gloucefler. 

Gaunt.  \  Las !  the  part  I  had  in  GloJler\  blood 

jfj^  Doth  more  follicit  me,  than  your  Exciaima,, 
To  flir  againft  the  butchers  of  his  life. 
But  fince  corredion  lyeth  in  thofe  hands, 
Which  made  the  fault  that  we  cannot  correal. 
Put  we  our  Quarrel  to  the  Will  of  heav'n  y 
Who  when  it  fees  the  hours  ripe  on  earth, 
Will  rain  hot  vengeance  on  offenders'  heads. 

Dutch,  Finds  brotherhood  in  chcre  no  fh^rper  fpur  ?: 
Hath  love  in  thy  old  blood  no  living  fire  ? 
Mdward\  fev'n  fons,  whereof  thy  felf  art  one^. 
Were  as  fev'n  vials  Qf  his  fac-red  blood  y. 

Or 
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Or  fev'n  fair  branches,  fpringing  from  one  root: 

Some  of  thofe  fev'n  are  dry'd  by  Nature's  Courfe  i 

Some  of  thofe  branches  by  the  Deft'nies  cut ; 

But  Thomas,  my  dear  lord,  my  life,  my  Glo'JIer, 

(One  vial,  full  of  Eduoard^  facred  blood ; 

One  fiouriftiing  branch  of  his  mod  royal  root ;) 

is  crack'd,  and  all  the  precious  liquor  fpilt; 

Is  hackt  down,  and  his  fummer  leaves  all  faded. 

By  Envy's  hand  and  Murder's  bloody  axe ! 

Ah,  Gmini  !  his  blood  Vv^is  thine ;  that  bed,  that  WOmb, 

That  metal,  that  felf -mould  that  fafhion'd  thee, 

Made  him  a  man  ;  and  though  thou  liv'ft  and  breath'ft. 

Yet  art  thou  flain  in  him ;  thou  doft  confent 

Jn  fome  large  meafure  to  thy  father's  death ; 

In  that  thou  fecft  thy  wretched  brother  di-e, 

Who  was  the  model  of  thy  father's  life ; 

Call  it  not  patience,  Gau7it,  it  is  defpair. 

In  fufFVing  thus  thy  brother  to  be  flaughter'J, 

Thou  (hew 'ft  the  naked  pathway  to  thy  life.,. 

Teaching  (tern  murther  how  to  butcher  thee. 

That  which  in  mean  m.en  we  entitle  Patience, 

Is  pale  cold  Cowardife  in  noble  breaHs. 

What  lliall  I  fay  ?  to  fafeguard  thine  own  life. 

The  bed  way  is  to  'venge  my  Glofierh  death. 

Gaunt,  God's  is  the  Quarrel ;  for  God's  Subllitute, 
His  Deputy  anointed  in  his  fjght. 
Hath  caus'd  his  death  ;  the  which  if  wrongfully. 
Let  God  revenge,  for  I  may  never  lift 
Axi  angry  arm  againfl  his  Minilter. 

Dutch,  Where  then,  alas,  may  I  complain  my  felf? 

Gaunt.  To  heav'n,  the  widow's  Champion  and  De- 
fence. 

Butch,  Why  then,  I  v/ill :  farewel,  old  Gaunt ^  fare- 
wel. 

Thou  goTt  to  Cg^' entry,  there  to  behold 
Our  Coufm  H  reford  and  fell  Mo^ivkray  fight, 
O,  fit  my  husband's  wrongs  on  Herfford'%  fpear. 
That  it  may  enter  butcher  Mc^^jhrayh  bread  ! 
Or,  if  misfor:une  mifs  the  Hrft  career. 
Be  Mcn^^h  fy^  fins  fo  heavy  in  his  bofom. 

That 
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That  they  may  break  his  foaming  Courfer^s  back, 
And  throw  the  rider  headlong  in  the  lifts, 
A  caitiff  recreant  to  my  coufm  Hereford! 

arewel,  old  Gaunt ;  thy  fometime  brother*s  wife 
With  her  companion  Grief  muft  end  her  life. 

Gaunt.  Sifter,  farewel ;  I  maft  to  Coventry. 
As  much  Good  ftay  with  thee,  as  go  with  me  ! 

Dutch.  Yet  one  word  more ;  grief  boundeth  whe?e 
it  falls, 

Not  with  the  empty  hollownefs,  but  weight : 
I  take  my  leave,  before  I  have  begun  ; 
For  forrow  ends  not,  when  it  feemeth  done. 
Pommend  me  to  my  brother,  Edmund  Tork  : 

Lo,  this  is  all  nay,  yet  depart  not  fo  ; 

Though  this  be  all,  do  not  fo  quickly  go  : 

I  fhall  remember  more.    Bid  him  oh,  what  i 

With  all  good  fpeed  at  Plajhie  vifit  me. 

Alack,  and  what  fhall  good  old  York  fee  there 

But  empty  lodgings,  and  unfurnifti'd  walk, 

Un-peopled  offices,  untroden  ftones  ? 

And  what  hear  there  for  welcome,  but  my  groans  ? 

Therefore  commend  me,   let  him  not  come  there 

To  feek  out  forrow  that  dwells  every  where  ; 

All  defolate,  will  I  from  hence,  and  die ; 

Thp  laft  Leave  of  thee  takes  my  weeping  eye.  {^Exeunt* 

;      S  C  E  ibe  Lijis,  at  Coventry.. 

Enter  the  Lord  Marjhal^  and  the  Duke  of  Aumerle* 

Mar^^lTY  lord  Aumerle^  is  Harry  Hereford  arm'd  ^ 
JLVX  Aum.  Yea,  at  all  points,  and  longs  to  en- 
ter in. 

Mar.  The  Duke  of  Norforky  fprightfully  and  bold. 
Stays  but  the  Summons  of  th'  Appellant's  trumpet. 
Jum.  Why,  then  the  Champions  are  prepar'd,  and; 
ftay 

For  nothing  but  his  Majefty's  approach.  {plourijh. 
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^he  trumpets  found y  and  the  King  enters  njoith  his 
lies :  ivben  they  are  fety  Eiiter  the  Duke  of  Norfolk 
in  armsy  Defendant, 

K,  Rich.  Marfhal,  demand  of  yonder  Champion 
The  caufe  of  his  arrival  here  in  arms ; 
Ask  him  his  name,  and  orderly  proceed 
To  fwear  him  in  the  juftice  of  his  Caufe. 

Mar.  In  God's  name  and  the  King's,  fay  who  thoii 
art  ?  [To  Mowb. 

And  why  thou  com'ft,  thus  knightly  clad  in  arms  ! 
Againft  what  man  thou  com'ft,  and  what  thy  quarrel  ? 
Speak  truly  on  thy  Knighthood,  and  thine  Oath, 
And  fo  defend  thee  heaven,  and  thy  valour  ! 

Mo^b,  My  name  is  Thomas  Monjohray^  Duke  of  Norfotk^, 
Who  hither  come  engaged  by  my  oath, 
(Which,  heav'n  defend,  a  Knight  fliould  violate  !) 
Both  to  defend  my  Loyalty  and  Truth, 
To  God,  my  King,  and  my  fucceeding  Iffue, 
Againfl  the  Duke  of  Hereford^,  that  appeals  me  i 
And  by  the  grace  of  God,  and  this  mine  arm. 
To  prove  him,  in  defending  of  my  felf, 
A  traitor  to  my  God,  my  King,  and  me  % 
And,  as  I  truly  light,  defend  me  heav'n ! 

The  trumpets  found.  Enter  Bolingbroke,  Jfpellant^ 
in  armour, 

K.  Rich,  Marftial,  ask  yonder  Knight  in  arms,, 
Both  who  he  is,  and  why  he  cometh  hither. 
Thus  plated  in  habiliments  of  war  : 
And  formally,  according  to  our  Law,  I 
Depofe  him  in  the  juftice  of  his  Caufe.  I' 

Mar,  What  is  thy  name,  and  wherefore  com'll  thoiS;^ 
hither, 

Before  King  Richard,  in  his  royal  Lifts  ?     \To  Boling, 
Againft  whom  comeft  thou  ?  and  what's  thy  Quarrel 
Speak  like  a  true  Knight,  fo  defend  thee  heav'n  ! 

Baling.  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lancajier  and  Derby 
Am  I,  who  ready  here  do  ftand  in  arms, 
To  prove,  by  heav'n's  grace  aixi  my  body's  valour^ 

la 
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In  Lifts,  on  Thomas  Moavbray  Duke  of  l^orfolky 
That  he's  a  traitor  foul  and  dangerous. 
To  God  of  heav'n,  Y^vagRichardy  and  to  me  5 
And,  as  I  truly  fight,  defend  me  heav'n  f 

Mar,  On  pain  of  death,  no  perfon  be  fo  bold. 
Or  daring-hardy,  as  to  touch  the  Lifts, 
Except  the  Marfhal,  and  fuch  Officers 
Appointed  to  diredl  thefe  fair  dcfigns. 

Baling,  Lord  Marfhal,  let  me  kifs  my  Sovereign's  hand^, 
And  bow  my  knee  before  his  Majefty  : 
For  Mo^hray  and  my  felf  are  like  two  men 
That  vow  a  long  and  weary  pilgrimage  j 
Then  let  us  take  a  ceremonious  Leave, 
And  loving  Farewel,  of  our  feveral  friends. 

Mar,  Th'  Appellant  in  all  duty  greets  your  Highnefs;^ 

[ToK,  Rich. 

And  craves  to  kifs  your  hand,  and  take  his  leave. 

K.  Rich,  We  will  defcend  and  fold  him  in  our  arms., 
Coufm  of  Hereford^  as  thy  Caufe  is  right. 
So  be  thy  Fortune  in  this  royal  fight 
Farewel,  my  Blood  ;  which  if  to  day  thou  fhed;, 
Lament  we  may,  but  not  revenge  thee  dead. 

Boling,  Oh,  let  no  noble  eye  profane  a  tear 
For  me,  if  I  be  gor'd  with  Mowobrayh  fpear  : 
As  confident,  as  is  the  Faulcon's  flight 
Againft  a  bird,  do  I  with  Mowohray  fight. 
My  loving  lord,  I  take  my  leave  of  you. 
Of  you,  my  noble  Coufm,  lord  Aumerle. 
Not  fick,  although  I  have  to  do  with  Death  ; 
But  lufty,  young,  and  chearly  drawing  Breath.— ~ 
Lo,  as  at  Englijh  Feafts,  fo  I  regreet 
The  daintieft  laft,  to  make  the  end  moft  fweet  : 
Oh  thou  !  the  earthly  author  of  my  bloody  [To  Gaunt 
Whofe  youthful  fpirit,  in  me  regenerate. 
Doth  with  a  two-fold  vigour  lift  me  up 
To  reach  at  Vidory  above  my  head. 
Add  proof  unto  mine  armour  with  thy  prayers ; 
i  And  with  thy  BlefTmgs  fteel  my  Lance's  point, 
I  That  it  may  enter  Mowbray  s  waxen  Coat, 
find  furbiih  new  the  name  of  J^hn  0' Gaunt 

^  Ev^n 
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Ev'n  in  the  lufty  'haviour  of  his  fon. 
Gaunt.  Heav'n  in  thy  good  Caufe  make  thee  profpe^ 
rous  f 

Be  fwift  like  Lightning  in  the  execation. 
And  let  thy  blows,  doubly  redoubled, 
Fall  like  amazing  thunder  on  the  Cafque 
Of  thy  adverfe  pernicious  enemy. 
Rouze  up  thy  youthful  blood,  be  brave  and  live. 
Boling.  Mine  innocence,  God  and  St.  George  to 
thrive  f 

Moujb,  However  heav'n  or  fortune  call  my  lot, 
There  lives,  or  dies,  true  to  King  Richard^  Throne> 
A  loyal,  juft  and  upright  Gentleman: 
Never  did  Captive  with  a  freer  heart 
Call  off  his  chaiais  of  bondage,,  and  embrace 
His  golden  uncontrouFd  cnfranchifement. 
More  than  my  dancing  foul  doth  celebrate 
This  Feaft  of  battel,  with  mine  adverfary. 
Moil  mighty  Liege,  and  my  companion  Peers^, 
Take  from  my  mouth  the  vvilh  of  happy  years 
As  gentle  and  as  jocund,  as  to  jeli, 
Go!  to  fight:  Truth  hath  a  quiet  breaft. 

K,  Rich,  Farewel,  my  lord  ;  fecurely  I  efpy. 
Virtue  with  Talour  couched  in  thine  eye.. 
Order  the  tryal,  Marfhal,  and  begin. 

Mar,  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lancajier  and  Derby, 
Receive  thy  Lance ;  and  heav'n  defend  thy  Right 

Boling,  Strong  as  a  tower  in  hope,  I  cry  Amen, 

Mar.  Go  bear  this  Lance  to  Thomas  Duke  of  Norfolk,  , 

1 .  Her,  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lancajier  and  Derby, 
Stands  here  for  God,  his  Sovereign  and  Himfelfi 
On  pain  to  be  found  falfe  and  recreant. 

To  prove  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Moivlray, 
A  traitor  to  his^  God,  his  King,  and  him  ; 
And  dares  him  to  fet  forward  to  the  fight. 

2.  Her,  Here  flandeth  Thomas  Man;jhrayi  Duke  of; 

Ngrfolk, 

On  pain  to  be  found  falfe  and  recreant, 
Both  to  defend  himfelf,  and  to  approve 
Henry  of  Htreford^  Lancafer  and  Derby ^ 
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To  God,  his  Sovereign,  and  to  him,  difloyal : 
Courageoufly,  and  with  a  free  defire. 
Attending  but  the  Signal  to  begin,         Charge  founded. 
Mar,  Sound,  Trumpets ;  and  fet  forward.  Comba- 
tants. 

—But  ftay,  the  King  hath  thrown  his  warder  down.. 
AT.  Rich.  Let  them  lay  by  their  helmets,  and  their 
fpears. 

And  Both  return  back  to  their  chairs  again  : 
Withdraw  with  us,  and  let  the  trumpets  found. 
While  we  return  thefe  Dukes  what  we  decree. 

long  Flourijh  ;  after  ^hich,  the  King 
fpeaks  to  the  Combatants* 

Draw  near  ; ' 

And  lift,  what  with  our  Council  we  have  done. 

For  that  our  Kingdom's  earth  Ihould  not  be  foil'd 

With  that  dear  blood,  which  it  hath  foftered  ; 

And,  for  pur  eyes  do  hate  the  dire  afpedl 

Of  civil  wounds  ploughed  up  with  neighbour  fwords  y 

And  for  we  think,  the  eagle-winged  pride 

Of  Iky-afpiring  and  ambitious  thoughts 

With  rival-hating  Envy  fet  you  on. 

To  wake  our  Peace,  which  in  our  country's  cradle 

Draws  the  fweet infant  breath  of  gentle  fleep; 

(Which  thus  rouz'd  up  with  boiftVous  untun'd  drums^' 

And  harfh-refounding  trumpets'  dreadful  Bray, 

And  grating  Ihock  of  wrathful  iron  arms. 

Might  from  our  quiet  Confines  fright  fair  Peace, 

And  make  us  wade  even  in  our  kindred's  blood  : ) 

Therefore,  we  banifh  you  our  Territories. 

You  coufin  Hereford^  on  pain  of  death. 

Till  twice  five  Summers  have  enrich'dour  fields,' 

Shall  not  re-greet  our  fair  Dominions, 

But  tread  the  ftranger  paths  of  Baniftiment. 

Boling,  Your  will  be  done  :  this  muft  my  comfort  be>] 
That  Sun,  that  warms  you  here,  fiiall  ftiine  on  me : 
And  thofe  his  golden  beams,  to  you  here  lent. 
Shall  point  on  me,  and  gild  my  Banilhment. 

K.  Rich.  Norfolk,  for  thee  remains  a  heayier  Doom^ 
Which  I  with  fome  unwillingnefs  pronounce. 


i8         King  R  I  c  It  A  R  D  IL 

The  fly-flow  hours  fiiall  not  determinate 
The  datelefs  limit  of  thy  dear  exile : 
The  hopelefs  word,  of  ne^^er  to  return. 
Breathe  I  againft  thee,  upon  pain  of  life. 

Monjob,  A  heavy  Sentence,  my  mofl  fovereign  Liege, 
And  all  unlook'd  for  from  your  Highnefs'  mouth  : 
A  dearer  merit,  not  fo  deep  a  maim. 
As  to  be  caft  forth  in  the  common  air. 
Have  I  deferved  at  your  Highnefs'  hands. 
The  language  I  have  learn'd  thefe  forty  years. 
My  native  Englijh^  now  I  mud  forgo  ; 
And  now  my  tongue's  ufe  is  to  me  no  more, 
Than  an  unftringed  viol,  or  a  harp ; 
Or,  like  a  cunning  Inftrument  cas'd  up. 
Or  being  open,  put  into  his  hands 
That  knows  no  touch  to  tune  the  harmony. 
Within  my  mouth  you  have  engoaPd  my  tongue. 
Doubly  port-cuWis'd  with  my  Teeth  and  Lips : 
And  dull,  unfeeling,  barren  Ignorance 
Is  made  my  Goaler  to  attend  on  me. 
I  am  too  old  to  fawn  upon  a  nurfe, 
Too  far  in  years  to  be  a  Pupil  now : 
What  is  thy  Sentence  then,  but  fpeechlefs  death, 
Which  robs  my  tongue  from  breathing  native  breath  ? 

K.  Rich.  It  boots  thee  not  to  be  companionate ; 
After  our  Sentence,  Plaining  comes  too  late. 

Moivb,  Then  thus  I  turn  me  from  my  Country's  Iight> 
To  dwell  in  folemn  fliades  of  endlefs  night. 

K.  RicL  Return  again,  and  take  an  oath  with  yer 
Lay  on  our  royal  Sword  your  banifh'd  hands  5 
Swear  by  the  duty  that  you  owe  to  heav'n, 
(Our  part  therein  we  banifti  with  your  felves,) 
To  keep  the  oath  that  we  adminifter : 
You  never  fliall,  (fo  help  you  truth,  andheav'n!) 
Embrace  each  other's  love  in  BaniQiment ; 
Nor  ever  look  upon  each  other's  face, 
Nor  ever  write,  regreet,  or  reconcile 
This  lowering  tempeft  of  your  home-bred  hate  ; 
Nor  ever  by  advifed  purpofc  meet, 
To  plot,  contrive,  or  complot  any  111^,  .  ^ 
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'Galnft  us,  our  State,  our  Subjefts,  or  our  Land. 

Baling,  I  fwear. 

Monxjb,  And  I,  to  keep  all  this. 

Baling,  Norfolky  fo  far,  as  to  mine  enemy 
By  this  time,  had  the  King  permitted  us. 
One  of  our  fouls  had  wandred  in  the  air, 
Banifh'd  this  frail  fepulchrc  of  our  flefh. 
As  now  our  flelh  is  banilh'd  from  this  Land. 
Confefs  thy  treafons,  ere  thou  fly  this  Realm  3 
Since  thou  haft  far  to  go,  bear  not  along 
The  clogging  burthen  of  a  guilty  foul. 

Mo^b,  No,  Bolingbroke ;  if  ever  I  were  traitor, 
My  Name  be  blotted  from  the  Book  of  life. 
And  I  from  heaven  banifh'd  as  from  hence ! 
But  what  thou  art,  heav'n,  thou,  and  I  do  know, 
And  all  too  foon,  I  fear,  the  King  fhall  rue. 
Farewel,  my  Liege  ;  now  no  way  can  I  ftray, 
Save  back  to  England;  all  the  world's  my  way.  [Exit*^ 

K,  Rich,  Uncle,  even  in  the  glaffes  of  thine  eyes 
I  fee  thy  grieved  heart,  thy  fad  afpeft 
Hath  from  the  number  of  his  banifh'd  years 
Pluck'd  four  away ;  fix  frozen  winters  fpent. 
Return  with  Welcome  home  from  Banifhmcnt. 

Baling,  How  long  a  time  lies  in  one  little  word  i 
Four  lagging  Winters,  and  four  wanton  Springs, 
End  in  a  word  j  fuch  is  the  Breath  of  Kings. 

Gaunt,  I  thank  my  Liege,  that  in  regard  of  me 
He  fhortens  four  years  of  my  fon's  exile  : 
But  little  vantage  fhall  I  reap  thereby ; 
For  ere  the  fix  years,  that  he  hath  to  fpend. 
Can  change  their  moons,  and  bring  their  times  about. 
My  oyl-dry'd  lamp,  and  time-bewailed  light. 
Shall  be  extindl  with  age,  and  endlefs  night : 
My  inch  of  taper  will  be  burnt  and  done  : 
And  blindfold  death  not  let  me  fee  my  fon. 

K,  Rich,  Why,  uncle  ?  thou  haft  many  years  to  live* 

Gaunt.  But  not  a  minute.  King,  that  thou  canft  give  ; 
Shorten  my  days  thou  canft  with  fuUen  forrow, 
And  pluck  nights  from  me,  but  not  lend  a  morrow; 
Thou  canft  hdp  time  to  furrow  me  with  age, 

But 
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But  flop  no  wrinkle  in  his  pilgrimage  ; 

Thy  word  is  current  with  him,  for  my  death ; 

But  dead,  thy  Kingdom  cannot  buy  my  breath.' 

K.  Rich.  Thy  fon  is  banifh'd  upon  good  advice, 
Whereto  thy  tongue  a  party- verdi 61  gave  ; 
Why  at  our  juftice  feem'fl  thou  then  to  low'r? 

Gaunt.  Things,  fweet  to  tafte,  prove  in  digeftioa 
fowV  : 

You  urg'd  me  as  a  judge ;  but  I  had  rather,* 

You  would  have  bid  me  argue  like  a  father. 

O,  had  it  been  a  ftranger,  not  my  child. 

To  fmooth  his  Fault,  I  would  have  been  more  mild  i 

Alas,  I  look'd,  when  fome  of  you  fhould  fay, 

I  was  too  ftrid  to  make  mine  own  away  : 

But  you  gave  leave  to  my  unwilling  tongue, 

Againft  my  will,  to  do  my  felf  this  wrong. 

A  partial  flander  fought  I  to  avoid. 

And  in  the  Sentence  my  own  life  deftroy'd. 

^  K.  Rich.  Coufm,  farewel ;  and,  uncle,  bid  him  fo  : 
Six  years  we  banifh  him,  and  he  fliall  go.  \flouriJb, 

{Exit. 

Aum.  Coufin,  farewel ;  what  prefence  muft  not  know^ 
From  where  you  do  remain,  let  paper  {how. 

Mar.  My  lord,  no  leave  take  I ;  for  I  will  ride 
As  far  as  land  will  let  me,  by  your  fide. 

Gaunt,  Oh,  to  what  purpofe  doft  thou  hoard  thy 
words. 

That  thou  return'ft  no  Greeting  to  thy  friends  ? 
Baling.  I  have  too  few  to  take  my  leave  of  youj 

When  the  tongue's  office  fhould  be  prodigal. 

To  breathe  th'  abundant  dolour  of  the  heart. 
Gaunt.  Thy  grief  is  but  thy  abfence  for  a  time. 
Baling,  Joy  abfent,  grief  is  prefent  for  that  time. 
Gaunt.  What  is  fix  winters  ?  they  are  quickly  gone. 
Baling.  To  men  in  joy ;  but  grief  makes  one  hour  ten» 
Gaunt.  Call  it  a  Travel,  that  thou  tak'fl  for  pleafure. 
Baling,  My  heart  will  figh,  when  I  mifcall  it  fo. 

Which  finds  it  an  inforced  pilgrimage. 

Gaunt.  The  fullen  paffage  of  thy  weary  fteps 

Eftcem  a  foil^  wherein  thou  art  to  fet 

Thfe 
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The  precious  jewel  of  thy  home-return. 

Baling,  Nay,  rather,  ev'ry  tedious  ftride  I  make  (3) 
Will  but  remember  me,  what  a  deal  of  World 
I  wander  from  the  Jewels  that  I  love. 

Muft  I  not  ferve  a  long  Apprentice-hood, 
To  foreign  paflages,  and  in  the  End 

Having  my  Freedom,  boaft  of  Nothing  elfe 

But  that  I  was  a  Journeyman  to  Grief? 

Gaunt.  All  Places,  that  the  Eye  of  Heaven  vifits^ 

Are  to  a  wife  man  ports  and  happy  havens. 

Teach  thy  necefTity  to  reafon  thus  : 

There  is  no  virtue  like  neceffity. 

Think  not,  the  King  did  banilh  Thee  ; 

But  Thou  the  King.    Woe  doth  the  heavier  fitj^ 

Where  it  perceives  It  is  but  faintly  borne. 

Go  fay,  I  fent  thee  forth  to  purchafe  honour, 

And  not,  the  King  exil'd  thee.    Or  fuppofe. 

Devouring  Pellilence  hangs  in  our  air. 

And  thou  art  flying  to  a  freflier  clime. 

Look,  what  thy  foul  holds  dear,  imagin  it 

To  lye  that  way  thou  go'ft,  not  whence  thou  com'ft. 

Suppofe  the  finging  birds,  muficians ; 

The  grafs  whereon  thou  tread'ft,  the  prefence-floor ; 

The  flow'js,  fair  ladies ;  and  thy  fteps,  no  more 
!  Than  a  delightful  meafure,  or  a  dance. 
I  j?or  gnarling  Sorrow  hath  kfs  PowV  to  bite 
I  The  Man,  that  mocks  at  it,  and  fet^  it  light, 
i     Baling.  Oh,  who  can  hold  a  fire  in  his  hand, 
;  By  thinking  on  the  frofty  Caucafus  P 
Or  cloy  the  hungry  edge  of  appetite, 

3y  bare  imagination  of  a  feaft  ? 
j  Or  wallow  naked  in  Decemler  fnow, 

(3)  Boling.  Na^y  rather y  cv'ry  tedious  Stride  I  make]  ThUp 
and  the  fix  Verfes  which  follow,  I  have  vcQitur'd  to  fupply 
from  the  old  ^arto.  The  Allufion,  'tis  true,  to  an  j^p- 
•prentice-pipy  and  becoming  a  Journeyman y  is  not  in  the  fub- 
1  lime  Tafte,  nor,  as  Horace  has  cxprefsM  it,  fpirat  Tragicuyn  /«- 
Hs :  however  as  there  is  no  Doubt  of  the  PaflTage  being  ge- 
nuine, the  Lines  arc  not  (b  dcfpicablc  as  to  deferve  being 
quite  loft. 
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By  thinking  on  fantaftick  Summer's  heat  ? 
Oh,  no !  the  apprehenfion  of  the  good 
Gives  but  the  greater  feeling  to  the  worfe ; 
Fell  forrow's  tooth  doth  never  rankle  more 
Than  when  it  bites,  but  lanceth  not  the  fore; 
Gaunt.  Come,  come,  my  fon,  I'll  bring  thee  on  thy 
way  ; 

Had  I  thy  Youth,  and  Caufe,  I  would  not  ftay. 

Boling.  Then,  England^  Ground,  farewel ;  fvveet  foil, 
adieu. 

My  mother  and  my  nurfe,  which  bears  me  yet. 

Where-e'er  I  wander,  boaft  of  this  I  can. 

Though  banifti'd,  yet  a  true-born  EngUJhman,  \Exeuntl 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Court. 

Enter  King  Richard,  and  Bufhy,  tfr.  at  one  door-,  and 
the  Lord  Aumerle,  at  the  •ther, 

K.  Rich,  \\T  E  did,  indeed,  obferve  >  Coufin 

V  V  Aimer  le. 

How  far  brought  you  high  Hereford  on  his  way  ? 

Aum.  I  brought  high  Hereford,  if  you  call  him  to. 
But  to  the  next  High-way,  and  there  I  left  him. 
K.  Rich.  And  fay,  what  ftore  of  parting  tears  were 
fhed? 

Atm,  'Faith,  none  by  me ;  except  the  north -carft 
wind, 

(Which  then  blew  bittrly  againft  our  faces) 
Awak'd  the  fleepy  rheume  ;  and^  fo  by  chance 
Did  grace  our  hollow  Parting  with  a  tear. 

K,  Rich.  What  faid  your  coufin,  when  you  parted 
with  him? 

Aum,  Fare^eL 
And,  for  my  heart  difdained  that  my  tongue 
Should  fo  prophane  the  word.  That  taught  me  craft 
To  counterfeit  oppreffion  of  fuch  grief. 
That  words  feem'd  buried  in  my  forrow's  Grave. 
Marry,  would  the  word  farewel  have  lengthen'd  hours. 
And  added  years  to  his  fhort  Banifhment, 
He  fliould  have  had  a  volume  of  farewels ; 
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But,  fince  it  would  not,  he  had  none  of  m«. 

K.  Rich.  He  is  our  kinfman,  Coufm;  but  'tis  doubt, 
Wheit  time  fhall  call  him  home  from  Banifhment^ 
Whether  our  kinfman  come  to  fee  his  friends. 
Our  felf,  and  Bujhyy  Bagot  here,  and  Greetiy 
Obferv'd  his  Courtfhip  to  the  common  people  : 
How  he  did  feem  to  dive  into  their  hearts. 
With  humble  and  familiar  courtefie  ; 
What  reverence  he  did  throw  away  on  fliaves ; 
Wooing  poor  crafts- men  with  the  craft  of  fmiles,' 
And  patient  under-bearing  of  his  fortune  : 
As  'twere  to  banifh  their  AfFedls  with  him. 
Off  goes  his  bonnet  to  an  oyfter-wench  ; 
A  brace  of  dray-men  bid,  God  fpeed  him  well ! 
And  had  the  tribute  of  his  fupple  knee ; 
With,-— Thanks,  my  countrymen,  my  loving  friends ; 
As  were  our  England  in  reverlion  his, 
And  he  our  SubjeAs'  next  degree  in  hope. 

Green.  Well,  he  is  gone,  and  with  him  ^o  th-efifil 

thoughts.  — 

Now  for  the  Rebels,  which  ftand  out  in  Ireland^ 
Expedient  Manage  muft  be  made,  my  Liege ; 
Ere  further  leifure  yield  them  further  means 
For  their  advantage,  and  your  Highnefs'  lofs. 

K,  Rich,  We  will  our  felf  in  perfon  to  this  war  i\ 
And,  for  our  coffers  with  too  great  a  Court, 
And  liberal  largefs,  are  grown  fomewhat  light. 
We  are  inforc'd  to  farm  our  royal  Realm, 
The  Revenue  whereof  fhall  furnifli  us 
For  our  affairs  in  hand ;  if  they  come  ihbrt. 
Our  Subftitutes  at  home  (hall  have  blank  charters : 
Whereto,  when  they  fhall  know  what  men  are  rich^' 
They  fhall  fubfcribe  tliem  for  large  fums  of  gold. 
And  fend  them  after  to  fupply  our  wants  ; 
For  we  will  make  for  Ireland  prefently. 

Enter  Bufhy. 

K.  Rich,  Bujhy^  what  news  ? 
Bu/hy,  Old  John  of  Gaunt  is  fick,  my  lord. 
Suddenly  taken,  aad  hath  fent  poit-halte 

Tintrcat 
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T'intreat  your  Majefly  to  vifit  him, 
K.  Rich,  Where  lyes  he  ? 
JBuJhy.  At  Ely^houfe. 

K.  Rich,  Now  put  it,  heav'n,  in  his  phyfician's 
mind. 

To  help  him  to  his  Grave  immediately  : 

The  lining  of  his  coffers  fhall  make  coats 

To  deck  our  foldiers  for  thefe  Irijh  wars. 

Come,  gentlemen,  let's  all  go  vifit  him : 

Pray  heav'n,  we  may  make  hafte,  and  come  tioo  late ! 

ACT  II. 

SCENE,  ELT-HOVSE. 

Gaunt  hrnuzhf       fiflf ;  with  the  Duhe  of  York. 

Gaunt, 

WILL  the  King  come,  that  I  may  breathe  mv 
laft 

In  wholefome  counfel  to  his  unftayM  youth  ? 
Yorl^  Vex  not  your  felf,  nor  flrive  not  with  your 
breath ; 

For  all  in  vain  comes  counfel  to  his  car. 

Gaunt.  Oh,  but,  they  fay,  the  tongues  of  dying  men 
Inforce  attention,  lik«  deep  harmony  : 
Where  words  are  fcarce,  they're  feldom  fpent  in  vain ; 
For  they  breathe  truth,  that  breathe  their  words  in  painJ 
He,  that  no  more  muft  fay,  is  liften'd  more 
Than  they,  whom  youth  and  eafe  have  taught  to 
glofe ; 

More  are  mens  ends  mark'd,  than  their  lives  before  : 

The  fetting  Sun,  ^and  mufick  in  the  clofe.  » 

As  the  laft  tafte  of  fwcets,  is  fweeteft  laft ; 

Writ  in  remembrance,  more  than  things  long  paft ; 

Though  Richard  my  life's  counfel  would  not  hear, 
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My  death's  fad  Tale  may  yet  undeaf  his  ear. 

Tork,  His  ear  is  llopt  with  other  flattVing  charms. 
As  praifes  of  his  State  ;  there  are,  befide, 
Lafcivious  meeters,  to  whofe  venom'd  found 
The  open  ear  of  youth  doth  always  liften; 
Report  of  Fafhions  in  proud  Italy, 
Whofe  manners  flill  our  tardy,  apifh,  Nation 
Limps  after,  in  bafe  aukward  imitation. 
Where  doth  the  world  thruft  forth  a  vanity, 
(So  it  be  new,  there's  no  refped  how  vile,) 
That  is  not  quickly  buzz'd  into  his  ears  ? 
Then  all  too  late  comes  counfel  to  be  heard. 
Where  Will  doth  mutiny  with  wit's  regard. 
Dire£l  not  him,  whofe  way  himfelf  will  chufe  ; 
'Tis  breath  thou  lack'il,  and  that  breath  wilt  thou  lofe. 

Gaunt,  Methinks,  I  am  a  prophet  new-infpir'd. 
And,  thus  expiring,  do  foretel  of  him. 
His  rafh,  fierce  blaze  of  riot  cannot  laft  ; 
For  violent  iires  foon  burn-  out  themfelves^ 
Small  Ihowr's  laft  long,  but  fuddcn  ftorms  are  fhort  j 
He  tires  betimes,  that  fpurs  top  faft  betimes ; 
With  eager  feeding,  food  doth  choak  the  feeder; 
Light  vanity,  infatiate  Cormorant, 
Confuming  means,  foon  preys  upon  it  felf. 
This  royal  Throne  of  Kings,  this  fcepter'd  Ifle, 
ThisEarth  ofMajefty,  this  Seat  of  Man^ 
This  other  Eden^  demy  Paradifey 
This  fortrefs,  bailt  by  Nature  f«r  her  felf, 
Againft  infedlion,  and  the  hand  of  war  ; 
This  happy  Breed  of  men,  this  little  world. 
This  precious  ftone  fet  in  a  filver  fea. 
Which  ferves  it  in  the  office  of  a  wall. 
Or  as  a  moat  defenfive  to  a  houfe, 
Againft  the  envy  of  lefs  happier  Lands ; 
This  nurfe,  this  teeming  womb  of  royal  Kings, 
Fear'd  for  their  breed,  and  famous  by  their  birth. 
Renowned  for  their  deeds,  as  far  from  home 

For  chriftian  fcrvice  and  true  chivalry:,^  

As  is  the  Sepulchre  in  ftubborn  Jury 

Of  the  wrold's  Ranfom,  bleffed  Marj*^  Son  ; 

Vol.  IV.  B  This 
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This  Land  of  fuch  dear  fouls,  this  dear  dear  Land, 
Dear  for  her  reputation  through  the  world. 
Is  now  leas'd  out,  (I  dye,  pronouncing  it) 
Like  to  a  Tenement,  or  pelting  Farm. 
Englavd,  bound  in  with  the  triumphant  Sea, 
Whofe  rocky  (hore  beats  back  the  envious  fiege. 
Of  watry  Ncpiune,  is  bound  in  with  ftiame, 
With  inky  blots,  and  rotten  parchment  bonds. 
That  England,  that  was  wont  to  conquer  others. 
Hath  made  a  fhameful  Conqueil  of  it  felf. 
Ah  !  would  the  fcandal  vanifli  with  my  life. 
How  happy  then  were  my  enfuing  death  ! 
Enter  King  Richard,  ^een,  Aumerle,  Buftiy,  Green, 
Bagot,  Rofe,  and  Willoughby. 
York  The  King  is  come,  deal  mildly  with  his  youth  ; 
For  young  hot  colts,  being  rag'd,  do  rage  the  more. 
<^ueen   How  fares  our  noble  uncle,  Lancafter  ? 
'K.Rich.  What  comfort, -man ?  how  is't  with  aged 
Gaunt  ?  .   ,  I 

Gaunt  Oh,  how  that  Name  befits  my  compofmon  ! 
OlAGaunt,  indeed,  and  gaunt  in  bemg  old : 
Within  me  grief  hath  kept  a  tea.ous  fall ; 
And  who  abftains  from  meat,  that  is  not  gaunt  ? 
For  fleeping  England  long  time  have  I  watch  d  ; 
Watching  breeds  leannefs,  leannefs  is  all  gaunt: 
The  pleafure,that  fome  fathers  feed  upon, 
rVrnvftriafaft;  I  mean,  my  children  s  looks; 
And  therein fafting,  thou  haft  made  me  gaunt; 
Gaum  am  I  for  the  Grave,  g-nt  as  a  Grave, 
Whofe  hollow  womb  inherits  nought  but  bones. 

K  R  ch  Can  fick  men  play  fo  nicely  with  their  name. 
Gaunt  No,  mifery  makes  {port  to  mock  it  felf : 
Since  thou  doft  feek  to  kill  my  name  in  me, 
I  n"ckmy  name,  great  King,  to  flatter  thee. 
T  i^/c/ Should  dying  men  flatter  thofe  that  live  ? 
n    7  No  no,  men  living  flatter  thofe  that  die. 

Thou,  now  a  dying,  fay'ft,  thou  flatter'ft  me. 
rlit  Oh!  no.thoudyeft,  though  I  ficker  be. 

I  am  in  health,  I  breathe,  I  fee  thee  ^L^^^^ 
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Gaunt,  Now  he,  that  made  me,  knows,  I  fee  thee  ill 
111  in  my  felf,  but  feeing  thee  too,  ill. 
Thy  death-bed  is  no  lefler  than  the  Land, 
Wherein  thou  lieft  in  Reputation  fick  ; 
And  thou,  too  carekfs  Patient  as  thou  art, 
Giv'ft  thy  anointed  body  to  the  cure 
'Of  thofe  phyficians,  that  firft  wounded  thee  : 
A  thoufand  flatterers  fit  within  thy  Crown, 
Whofe  compafs  is  no  bigger  than  thy  head. 
And  yet  engaged  in  fo  Tmall  a  verge. 
Thy  wafte  is  no  whit  lefler  than  thy  Land. 
Oh,  had  thy  Grandiire,  with  a  prophet's  eyes^ 
Seen  how  his  fon's  fon  Ihould  deftroy  his  fons ; 
From  forth  thy  reach  he  would  have  laid  thy  iliamc, 
Depofmg  thee  before  thou  wert  pofTeft  ; 
Who  art  pofTefs'd  now,  to  depofe  thy  felf. 
Why,  CouHn,  v%rert  thou  Regent  of  the  world. 
It  were  a  fliame  to  let  this  Land  by  leafe ; 
But  for  thy  world  enjoying,  but  this  Land, 
Is  it  not  more  than  (hame,  to  fhame  it  fo  ? 
Landlord  of  England  art  thou  now,  not  King  : 
Thy  ftate  of  law  is  bondflave  to  the  law  ; 
And  Thou  

K,  Rich,  And  thou,  a  lunatick  lean-witted  fool, 
Prefuming  on  an  ague's  privilege, 
Dar'ft  with  thy  frozen  admonition 
Make  pale  our  cheek ;  chafmg  the  royal  blood 
With  fury  from  his  native  refidence. 
Now  by  my  Seat's  right-royal  Majefty, 
Wert  thou  not  brother  to  Great  Edward* s  foft, 
This  tongue,  that  runs  fo  roundly  in  thy  head> 
Should  run  thy  head  from  thy  unreverend  ihoulders. 

Qeimt.  Oh,  fpare  me  not,  my  brother  Ed-ward'^  fon> 
For  that  I  was  his  father  Ed<TJi'ard's  fon. 
That  blood  already,  like  the  Pelican, 
Haft  thou  tapt  out,  and  drunkenly  carows'd. 
My  brother  Glo'Jier,  plain  well-meaning  foul, 
(Whom  fair  befal  in  heav'n  'mongft  happy  fouls  !  ) 
May  be  a  precedent  and  witnefs  good, 
That  thou  refpeft'ft  notfpilling  Ed^arcC^  blood. 

B  2  Joist 
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Join  with  the  prefent  Sicknefs  that  I  have. 
And  thy  unkindnefs  be  like  crooked  age, 
To  crop  at  once  a  too-long-wither'd  flower. 
Live  in  thy  fliame,  but  die  not  (hame  with  thee  I 
Thefe  words  hereafter  tiiy  tormentors  be  ! 
Convey  me  to  my  Bed,  then  to  my  Grave  : 
Love  they  to  live,  that  love  and  honour  have. 

[Exit,  born  out. 

K.  Rich.  And  let  them  die,  that  Age  and  Sullens  have ; 
For  both  hail  thou,  and  both  become  the  Grave. 

Tork.  I  do  befeech  your  Majeity,  impute 
His  words  to  wayward  ficklinefs,  and  age  : 
He  loves  you,  on  my  life    and  holds  you  dear 
As  Harry  Duke  of  Hereford^  were  he  here. 

K,  Rich,  Right,  you  fay  true ;  as  Hereford'^  love,  fo 
his ; 

As  theirs^  fo  mine ;  and  all  be,  as  it  is. 
Enter  Northumberland. 

Korth.  My  Liege,  old  Gaunt  commends  him  to  your 
Majefty. 

K.  Rich,  What  fays  old  Gaunt  ? 

North,  Nay,  nothing ;  all  is  faid  : 
His  tongue  is  now  a  liringlefs  inftrument ; 
Words,  life,  and  all  old  Lancajler  hath  fpent, 

%ork.  Be  Tork  the  next,  that  muft  be  bankrupt  fo  ! 
Though  death  be  poor,  it  ends  a  mortal  woe. 

K.  Rich,  The  ripeil  fruit  firft  falls,  and  fo  doth  he.  j 
His  time  is  fpent,  our  pilgrimage  muft  be  : 

So  much  of  that.  Now  for  our  Irijhvjzrs: 

We  muft  fupplant  thofe  rough  rug  headed  Kerns, 

Which  live  hke  venom,  where  no  venom  elfe. 

But  only  they,  have  privilege  to  live. 

And,  forthefe  great  affairs  do  ask  feme  charge. 

Towards  our  a&ftance  we  do  feize  to  us 

The  plate,  coin,  revenues,  and  moveables. 

Whereof  our  mdc  Gaunt  did  ftand  pofTeft. 

York,  How  long  fhall  I  be  patient  ?  Oh,  how  long 
Shall  tender  Duty  make  me  fufFer  wrong  ? 
iNot  Ghfter%  death,  not  Uerefoid^i  B.anilhment, 

Not 


King  Richard  11. 

Not  Gaunfs  rebukes,  nor  England's  private  wrongs 
Nor  the  prevention  of  poor  Bdingbroke 
About  his  marriage,  nor  my  own  difgrace, 
Have  ever  made  me  fow'r  my  patient  cheek ; 
Or  bend  one  wrinkle  on  my  Sovereign's  face. 
I  am  the  laft  of  noble  Edivard s  fons. 
Of  whom  thy  father,  Prince  of  Wales,  was  firfl : 
In  war,  was  never  Lion  rag'd  more  fierce  ; 
In  peace,  was  never  gentle  Lamb  more  mild. 
Than  was  that  young  and  princely  Gentleman  ; 
His  face  thou  hall,  for  even  fo  look'd  he, 
Accomplifli'd  with  the  number  of  thy  hours. 
But  v^hen  he  frown'd,  it  was  againft  the  French^ 
And  not  againft  his  friends :  His  noble  hand 
Did  win  what  he  did  fpend  ;  and  fpent  not  That, 
Which  his  triumphant  father's  hand  had  woiu 
His  hands  were  guilty  of  no  kindred's  blood. 
But  bloody  with  the  enemies  of  his  kin. 
Oh,  Richard !  Tork  is  too  far  gone  with  grief. 
Or  elfe  he  never  would  compare  between. 

K,  Rich,  Why,  uncle,  what's  the  matter  I 

Tork,  O  my  Liege, 
Pardon  me,  if  you  pleafe ;  if  not,  I,  pleas'd' 
Not  to  be  pardon'd,-  aav content  withal. 
Seek  you  to  feiz^,  and  gripe  into  your  hands. 
The  Royalties  and  Rights  of  banifh'd  Hereford? 
Is  not  Gaunt  dead,  and  doth  not  Hereford  live- 1 
Was  not  Gaunt  juft,  and  is  not  Harry  true i 
Did  not  the  one  defer ve  to  have  an  heir  ? 
li  not  his  heir  a  well-deferving  fon  Y 
Take  Hereford s  Rights  away,  and  take  from  time^ 
His  Charters,  and  liis  cuftomary  Rights. 
Let  not  to.  morrow  then  enfue  to  day  ; 

Be:  not  thy  felf.  For  how  art  thou  a  King, 

But  by  fair  fequcnce  and  fuccefTion? 
If  you  do  wrongfully  feize  f/jfr^r^s  Right, 
Call  in  his  letters  patents  that  he  hath, 
By  his  attorneys- general  to  fuc 
His  livery,  and  deny  his  ofFer'd  homage  ; 
You  pluck  a  thoufand  dangers  on  your  head 
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You  lofe  athoafand  v^ell-difpofed  hearts  ; 
.And  prick  my  tender  patience  to  thofe  thoughts. 
Which  honour  and  allegiance  cannot  think. 

K,  Rich.  Think,  what  you  will ;  we  feize  into  ©ur 
hands 

Kis  plate,  hi';  goods,  his  money,  and  his  lands. 

Tork.  Ill  not  be  by,  the  while  ;  my  Liege,  farewel  : 
What  will  enfue  thereof,  there's  none  can  tell. 
But  by  bad  courfes  may  be  underflood, 
That  their  events  can  never  fall  out  good.  {Exit. 

K.  Rick  Go,  Bujhy,  to  the  Earl  of  Wiltfmre  ftrair, 
Bid  him  repair  to  us  to  Ely-Hoafe^ 
To  fee  this  bufmefs  done  :   To  morrow  next 
We  will  for  L  eland  ;  and  'tis  time,  I  trow. 
And  we  create,  in  abfence  of  our  felf. 
Our  uncle  Tork  Lord-governor  oi  England : 
Far  he  is  jail,  and  always  lov'd  us  well. 
Come  on,  our  Queen  ;  to  morrow  mufl  we  part ; 
Ee  merry,  for  our  time  of  Stay  is  fhort.  \FlouriJh, 
[Exeunt,  King,  ^een,  kz^ 

Manent  Northumberlaad,  Willoughby,  and  Rofs. 

North.  Well,  Lords,  the  Duke  of  Lancafier  is  deadw 
Rofs.  And  living  too,  fOr  now  his  fon  is  Duke. 

7/7/7.  Barely  in  title,  not  in  revenue. 
North.  Richly  in  both,  if  juftice  had  her  right. 
Rofs,  My  heart  is  great ;    but  it  mull  break  with 

filence. 

Ere't  be  disbarthen'd  with  a  IlbVal  tongue. 

North.  Nay,  fpeak  your  mind ;  and  let  him  ne'er  fpeak 
more, 

That  fpeaks  thy  words  again  to  do  thee  harm. 

PFillo.  Tends,  what  you'd  fpeak,  to  the  Duke  of  Hi^ 

refer d  ? 

If  it  be  fo,  out  with  it  boldly,  man  : 

Quick  is  mine  ear  to  hear  of  good  towards  him. 

Rg/s.  No  good  at  all  that  1  can  do  for  him, 
Unlefs  you  call  it  good  to  pity  him, 
Bereft  and  gelded  of  his  patrimony.. 

N&rth. 
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North.  Now,  afore  heav'n,  it's  fhame,  fuch  wrongs 
are  borne 

In  him  a  royal  Prince,  and  many  more 

Of  noble  blood  in  this  declining  Land  ; 

The  King  is  not  himfelf,  but  bafely  led 

By  flatterers ;  and  what  they  will  inform 

Merely  in  hate  'gainfl:  any  of  us  all, 

That  will  the  King  feverely  profecute 

'Gainfi:  us,  our  lives,  our  children,  and  our  heirs. 

Rofs.  The  Commons  hath  he  pilFd  with  grievous  Taxer^ 
-And  lofl  their  hearts ;  the  Nobles  hath  he  fin'd 
For  ancient  quarrels,  and  quite  loft  their  hearts. 

Willo.  And  daily  new  exadions  are  devis'd  ; 
As  Blanks,  Benevolences,  I  wot  not  what  ; 
But  what  o'God's  name  doth  become  of  this  ? 
North,  Wars  have  not  wafted  it,  for  warrU  he  hath 
not, 

But  bafely  yielded  upon  compromife 
That,  which  his  Anceftors  atchiev'd  with  blows : 
More  hath  he  fpent  in  peace,  than  they  in  wars. 
Rofs,  The  Earl  of  Wilt/hire  hath  the  Realm  in  farm, 
Willo.  The  King's  grown  bankrupt,  like  a  broken 
man. 

North.  Reproach,  and  diflblution,  hangeth  over  him* 

Rofs.  He  hath  not  mony  for  thefe  Irijh  wars, 
(His  burthenous  taxations  notwithftanding) 
'But  by  the  robbing  of  the  baniih'd  Duke. 

North,  His  noble  Kinfman  —  moft  degenerate  King  f 
But,  lords,  we  hear  this  fearful  tempeft  img, 
Yet  feek  no  Ihelter  to  avoid  the  ftorm : 
We  fee  the  wind  fit  fore  upon  our  fails. 
And  yet  we  ftrike  not,  but  fecurely  perifh. 

Rofs,  We  fee  the  very  wreck,  that  we  muft  fufFer 
And  unavoided  is  the  danger  now, 
For  fuff'ring  fo  the  caufes  of  our  wreck. 

North.  Not  fo :  ev'n  through  the  hollow  eyes  of  Deatk 
I  fpy  life  peering ;  but  I  dare  not  fay. 
How  near  the  tidings  of  our  comfort  is. 

Willo,  Nay,  let  us  fliare  thy  thoughts,  as  thou  doft 
ours. 
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^    Ro/s.  Be  confident  to  fpeak,  Northumberland ; 
We  three  are  bat  thy  felf,  and  fpeaking  fo. 
Thy  words  are  but  as  thoughts,  therefore  be  bold. 
North,  Then  thus,  my  friends,  I  have  from  Port  U 

Blanc, 

A  bay  in  Bretagne,  had  intelligence. 
That  Harry  Hereford,  RainaldlovA  Cobham^ 
That  late  broke  from  the  Duke  of  Exe*er, 
His  brother,  Archbifnop  late  of  Canterbury ^ 
Sir  Thomas  Erpingham,  Sir  John  Rainfton, 
Sir  John   Norberiey   Sir  Robert  Waterton^  and  Francis 
Coines, 

AW  thefe  well  furnifh'd  by  the  Duke  of  Bretagne 
With  eight  tall  fhips,  three  thoufand  men  of  war, 
*^re  making  hither  with  all  due  expedience. 
And  fhortly  mean  to  touch  our  northern  fhore ; 
Perhaps,  they  had  ere  this ;  but  that  they  ilay 
The  firft  departing  of  the  King  for  Ireland, 
If  thenweihall  ^hake  off  our  flavilh  yoak, 
Imp  out  our  drooping  Country broken  wing,. 
Redeem  from  broking  Pawn  the  blemifh'd  Crown^ 
Wipe  off  the  dull  that  hides  our  Scepter's  gilt, 
And  make  high  Maj eily  look  like  it  felf : 
Away  with  me  in  poft  to  Ra^enfpurg, 
But  if  you  faint,  as  fearing  to  do  fo. 
Stay,  and  be  fecret,  and  my  felf  will  go. 

Rofs,  To  horfe,  to  horfe,  urge  Doubts  to  them  that 
fear. 

Wilh,  Hold  out  my  horfe,  and  I  will  firft  be  there. 

\Exeunt^ 

S  C  E  N  E  fZ?^  Court. 

Enter  Queen^  Bufhy,  and  Bagot. 

1%  /TAdam,  your  Majefty  is  much  too  fad  ; 
IVJL  You  promised,  when  you  parted  with  the 
King, 

To  lay  afide  felf-harming  heavinefs. 
And  entertain  a  ch^arful  difpofition. 

Topleafethe  King^  I  did^  t«  pleafe  my  felf^ 
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I  cannot  do  it ;  yet  I  know  no  caufe. 
Why  I  fhould  welcome  fuch  a  gueft  as  gritf ; 
Save  bidding  farewel  to  fo  fweet  a  Gueft 
As  my  (vjt^t  Ri I  heir d :  yet  again,  methinks. 
Some  unborn  forrow,  ripe  in  fortune's  womb^ 
Is  coming  tow'rd  me  ;  and  my  inward  foul 
With  nothing  trembles,  yet  at  fomething  grieves. 
More  than  with  parting  from  my  lord  the  King, 

Bujhy.  Each  fubftance  of  a  grief  hath  twenty  ihadows, 
Which  Ihew  like  grief  it  felf,  but  are  not  fo  : 
For  forrow's  eye,  glazed  with  blinding  tears. 
Divides  one  thing  entire,  to  many  obje<5ls 
Like  Perfpedtivci^,  which,  rightly  gaz'd  upon,  (4). 
Shew  nothing  but  confufion  ;  ey'd  awry, 

Diilinguifh  form.  So  your  fweet  Majefty, 

Looking  awry  upon  your  lord's  departure. 

Finds  ihapes  of  grief,  more  than  himfelf,  to  wail  5 . 

Which  look'd  on,  as  it  is,  is  nought  but  lhadows 

Of  what  it  is  not ;  gracious  Queen,  then  weep  not 

More  than  your  lord^s  departure ;  more's  not  feen  : 

Or  if  it  be,  'tis  with  falfe  forrov/'s  eye. 

Which,  for  things  true,  weeps  things  imaginary, , 

^een.  It  may  be  fo;  but  yet  my  inward  foul? 
Perfuades  me  otherwife  :  howe'er  it  be, 
I  cannot  but  be  fad  ;  fo  heavy-fad, 
As,  though,  on  thinking,  on  no  tlioughtvl  think^ 

(4)  Like  Perfpedlives,  ^vhicbj  rightly  ga^d  u^qti^ 
Shtw  Nothing  but  Confujion  5  ey'd  awry, 
Difiinguijh  Yorm.'\  This  is  a  very  fine  SimilitutJ'e,  an<.l  the - 
Tiding  meant  is  This.  Amongft  MjrZ>cT4/rf/Vd/ Recreations,  This, 
which  your  Malters  in  Optics,  amufe  themftlves  v/ith,  holds  a  ^ 
principal  Place.    They  draw  a  Hgure,  in  vvhich  all  the  Rules  flf 
FcrfpcBiifz  2i\^  dirediy  in<verud    io  that,  confequently,  if  held 
in  the  fame  Pdfition  with  thofe  Pidlures  which  are  drawn  ac- 
cording to  the  Rules  of  Perfpe&i'ue,  it  muft  prefent  Nothing  but 
Confufion  :  and  to  be  feen  in  Form,  and  under  a  regular  Ap- 
pearance, it  mufl  be  look'd  upon  from  a  contrary  Station:  or, 
as  Sbakef^eare  fays,  ey'd  awry.    Thefe  kind  of  Pi£lures  are  now 
very  coramon  5  but  not  fo,  I  believe,  in  our  Autlicr's  Time, 
Iho'  he  fo  well,  undcrilood  their  Nature.  Mr.  JVarburtcn, 
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Makes  me  with  heavy  nothing  faint  and  flirink. 

Buj^y.  'Tis  nothing  but  Conceit,  niy  gracious  lady. 

S^een.  'Tis  nothing  lefs  ;  Conceit  is  Hill  derived 
From  fome  fore- father  grief ;  mine  is  not  fo  ; 
For  nothing  hath  begot  my  fomething  grief; 
Or  fomething  hath,  the  nothing  that  I  grieve 
'Tis  ill  reverfion  That  I  do  poffefs ; 
But  what  it  is,  that  is  not  yet  known,  what 
I  cannot  name,  'tis  name  lefs  woe,  I  wot. 

Enter  Green. 

Green.  Heav'n  fave  your  Majefly  !   and  well  met, 
gentlemen  : 
I  hope,  the  King  is  not  yet  fhipt  for  Ireland, 

^lecn.  Why  hop'ft  thou  fo  ?  'tis  better  hope,  he  is  : 
For  his  defigns  crave  hailc,  his  hafte  good  hope  : 
Then  wherefore  doft  thou  hope,  he  is  not  fhipt  ? 

Green,  That  he,  our  hope,  might  have  retir'd  his 
Power ; 

And  driv'n  into  defpair  an  enemy's  Hope, 
Who  llrongly  hath  fet  footing  in  this  Land. 
The  banifn'd  Bolhighroke  repeals  himfelf ; 
And  with  uplifted  arms  is  fafe  arriv'd 
At  Ra'venffurg, 

^ecn.  Now  God  in  heav'n  forbid  f 

Green.  O,  Pvladam,  'tis  too  true  ;  and  what  is  worfe. 
The  lord  ISIorthumherlaitd,  his  young  Ton  Percy^ 
\      The  lords  of  Rofs^  Beau?ncnd,  and  Willoughhy, 
With  all  their  pow'rful  friends,  are  fled  to  him. 

Bi*JI:y,  Why  have  you  not  proclaimed  ISlorthumherlandi 
And  all  of  that  revolted  fadion,  traitors  ? 

Green.  V/e  have  :  whereon  the  Earl  of  Worcefter 
Hath  broke  his  ftaff,  refign'd  his  Stewardlhip ; 
And  all  the  houihold  fervants  ficd  with  him 
To  Boiingbroke. 

^een.  So,  Green,  thou  art  the  midwife  of  my  woe. 
And  Boiingbroke  my  forrow's  difrnal  heir : 
Now  hath  my  foul  brought  forth  her  prodigy. 
And  I,  a  gafping  new-deliver'd  mother. 
Have  woe  to  woe;  forrow  to  forrew^  join'd. 
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Sujhy.  Defpair  not.  Madam. 

^een.  Who  lliall  hinder  me  ? 
I  will  defpair,  and  be  at  enmity 
With  cozening  hope  ;  he  is  a  flatterer, 
A  parafite,  a  keeper  back  of  death  ; 
Who  gently  would  diliblve  the  bands  of  life. 
Which  falfe  hopes  linger,  in  extremity. 

Enter  York. 

Green.  Here  comes  the  Duke  of  York. 

^een.  With  figns  of  war  about  his  aged  neck  i 
Oh,  full  of  careful  bufinefs  are  his  looks ! 
Uncle,  for  heav'n's  fake,  comfortable  words. 

Tork.  Should  I  do  fo,  I  fliould  bely  my  thoughts  V 
Comfort's  in  heav'n,  and  we  are  on  the  earth, 
Where  nothing  lives  but  CrolTes,  Care,  and  Grief, 
Your  hufband  he  is  gone  to  fave  far  off, 
Whilft  others  come  to  make  him  lofe  at  home. 
Here  am  I  left  to  underprop  this  Land  ;  - 
Who,  weak  with  age,  cannot  fupport  my  felf. 
Now  comes  the  fick  hour,  that  his  furfeit  made  5- 
Nowihall  he  try  his  friends,  that  flatter'd  him. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

S^er<v\  My  lard,  your  fon  was  gone  before  I  came. 

York,  He  was ;  why,  fd>,  go  all,  which  way  it  v/ill : : 
The  Nobles  they  are  fled,  the  Commons  cold, 
And  will,  I  fear,  revolt  on  Hereford^  fide. 
Get  thee  to  Plajhie,  (5)  to  my  fifter  Gldfter% 
Bid  her  fend  prefently;  a  thoufand  pound  ; 
Hold,  take  my  ring. 

^trij.  My  lord,  I  had  forgot 
To  tell,  ta  day  I  came  by,  and  calPd  there  3 
But  I  (hall  grieve  you  to  report  the  refi:, 

YorL  What  is't? 

(5)  Get  thee  to  Pla(hie,  ]  The  Lordfhip  of  "Plajhie  was  a 

Town  of  the  Dutch&fs  of  ClouceJier"%  in  Efftx,  See  HaW&  Chro- 
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Ser^,  An  hour  before  I  came,  the  Dutchefs  dy^J, 

Tork.  Heav'n  for  his  mercy,  what  a  tide  of  woes 
Come  rufliing  on  this  woful  land  at  once  \ 
I  know  not  what  to  do  :  I  would  to  heav'n, 
(So  my  untruth  had  not  provok'd  him  to  it) 
The  King  had  cut  off  my  head  with  my  brother's. 
What,  are  there  polls  difpatch'd  for  hdimd? 
How  fhall  we  do  for  mony  for  thefe  wars  ? 
Come,  filler ;  (coufm,  I  would  fay ;)  pray,  pardon  me. 
Go,  fellow,  get  thee  home,  provide  fome  carts, 

\To  the  Sewant^ 
And  bring  away  the  armour  that  is  there. 
Gentlemen,  will  you  go  and  muller  mea  I 
If  I  know  how  to  order  thefc  affairs^ 
Diforderly  thus  thruft  into  my  hands. 
Never  believe  me.    They  are  both  my  kinfmcn  t 
The  one  my  Sovereign,  whom  both  my  oath 
And  duty  bids  defend  ;  th'  other  again 
My  kinfman  is.  One  whom  the  King  hath  wronged 
Whom  confcience  and  my  kindred  bids  to  right. 
W^ell,  fomewhat  we  muft  do  :  come,  coufm,  I'll 
Difpofe  of  you.    Go  muller  up  your  men. 
And  meet  me  prefently  at  Berkley  caille : 

I  fhould  to  Plajhie  tOO ;  

But  time  will  not  permit.    All  is  uneven. 
And  every  thing  is  left  at  fix  and  feven. 

\^E>:eunt  York  and  Queen.. 

Bujhy.  The  wind  fits  fair  for  news  to  go  to  Ireland^ 
But  none  returns ;  for  us  to  levy  Power;,. 
Proportionable  to  the  en.emy, 
Is  all  impolfiblie. 

Green.  B'elides,  our  Nearnefs  to  the  King  in  Love- 
ly near  the  Hate  of  thofe,  love  not  the  King. 

Bagot.  And  that's  the  wav'ring  Commons,  for  their 
love 

Lies  in  their  purfes :  and  who  empties  them, 
By  fo  much  fills  their  hearts  with  deadly  hate. 

Bujhy.  Wherein  the  King  Hands  generally  condemu'd. 

Bagot.  If  judgment  lye  in  them,  then  fo  do  we^ 
Eccaufe  we  have  been  ever  near  the  King. 

Crem> 
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Creen.  Well ;  FU  for  Refuge  ftrait  to  BnJIoJ-cz&k  i 
The  Earl  of  Wiltjhire  is  already  there. 

Bujhy.  Thither  will  1  with  you ;  for  little  office 
The  hateful  Commons  will  perform  for  us ; 
Except,  like  curs,  to  tear  us  all  in  pieces : 
Will  you  go  with  us  ? 

Bagot,  No  :  Til  to  Ireland  to  his  Majefty,, 
Farewel :  if  heart's  Prefages  be  not  vain. 
We  three  here  part,  that  ne'er  (hall  meet  again. 

Bujhj^,  That's  as  York  thrives,  to  beat  back  Boling'- 
broke. 

Green,  Alas,  poor  Duke  !  the  task  he  undertakes 
Is  numbering  fands,  and  drinking  oceans  dry ; 
Where  one  on  his  fide  fights,  thoufands  will  flye. 

BuJhy.  Farewel  at  once,  for  once,  for  all,  and  ever.. 

Green.  Well,  we  may  meet  again, 

Bagot,  I  fear  me,  never,  [Exeunt... 

SCENE  changes  to  a  wild  FroJpe5l  m 
Glocefterftiire. 

Enter  Botingbroke  Northumberland. 

BoUn^,X  T  O  W  far  is  it,  my  lord,  to  Berkley  now  ? 

JlI  l>lorth.  I  am  ailranger  here  in  Gh'JierJhire: 
Thefe  high  wild  hills,  and  rough  uneven  ways^^ 
Draw  out  our  miles,  and  make  them  wearifome  : 
And  yet  your  fair  difcourfe  has  been  as  fugar. 
Making  the  liard  way  fweet  and  deledable. 
But,  I  bethink  me,  what  a  weary  way. 
From  Ra^enfpurg  to  Cotjhold,  will  be  found 
In  Rofs  and  Wilkughhy,  wanting  your  Company  5; 
Which,  I  protefl,  hath  very  much  beguiPd 
The  tedioufnefs  and  procefs  of  thy  travel : 
But  theirs  is  fweetned  with  the  hope  to  have- 
Tiie  prefent  benefit  that  I  poffefs : 
And  hope  to  joy,  is  little  lefs  in  joy, 
Thaahope  enjoy'd.    By  this,  the  weary  Ibrds 
Shall  make  their  way  feem  fhort,  as  mine  hath  done, 
By  fight  of  what  I  have,  your  noble  company. 
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Bolitig.  Of  much  lefs  value  is  my  company, 
Than  your  good  words :  but  who  comes  here  ? 
Enter  Percy, 
North,  It  is  my  fon,  young  Harry  Percy, 
Sent  from  my  brother  Worcejier :  whencelbever, 
Harry ^  how  fares  your  uncle  ? 

Percy.  I  thought,  my  Lord,  t'have  learned  his  health 
of  you. 

North,  Why,  is  he  not  with  the  Queen  ? 

Percy.  No,  my  good  lord,  he  hath  forfook  the  Court, 
Broken  his  ftafF  of  office,  and  difpers'd 
The  Houfliold  of  the  King. 

North.  What  was  his  reafon  ? 
He  was  not  fo  refolv'd,  when  laft  we  fpake  together. 

Percy.  Becaufe  your  lordlhip  was  proclaimed  Traitor. 
But  he,  my  lord,  is  gone  to  Ra<venjpurg, 
To  offer  fervice  to  the  Duke  of  Hereford i 
And  fent  me  o'er  by  Berkley,  to  difcover 
What  PowV  the  Duke  of  York  had  levy'd  there ; 
Then  with  diredions  to  repair  to  Ravenfpurg. 

North.  Have  you  forgot  the  Duke  of  Hereford^  boy  ? 

Percy,  No,  my  good  lord  ;  for  that  is  not  forgot. 
Which  ne'er  I  did  remember ;  to  my  knowledge, 
I  never  in  n:y  life  did  look  on  him. 

North.  Then  learn  to  know  him  now;  this  is  the 
Duke. 

Percy,  My  gracious  lord,  I  tender  you  my  fervice. 
Such  as  it  is,  being  tender,  raw,  and  young, 
Which  elder  days  fliall  ripen  and  confirm 
To  more  approved  fervice  and  defert. 

Boliug.  I  thank  thee,  gentle  Prr<r)s*  and  be  furC;,.. 
I  count  my  felf  in  nothing  elfe  fo  happy, 
As  in  a  foul  remembring  my  good  friends  ;     •  ^ 
And  as  my  Fortune  ripens  with  thy  love. 
It  fhali  be  flill  thy  true  love's  r^compence. 
My  heart  this  covenant  makes,  my  hand  thus  feals  it. 

North.  How  far  is  it  to  Berkley  ?  and  what  flir 
Keeps  good  old  York  there  with  his  men  of  war  ? 

Percy, 
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'   Percy.  There  Hands  the  Caftle  by  yond  tuft  of  trees, 
Mann'd  with  three  hundred  men,  as  1  have  heard  j. 
And  in  it  are  the  lords,  Tcrky  Berkley,  Stymour  i 
None  elfe  of  name,  and  noble  ellimate. 

Enter  Rofs  and  Willoughby, 

North,  Here  come  the  lords  of  Rofs  and  Willoughby^ 
Bloody  Vvith  fpurring,  fiery-red  with  hafte. 

Baling.  W clcome,  my  lords ;  I  wot,  your  love  purfues 
A  banifh'd  traitor  ;  all  my  Treafury 
Is  yet  but  unfelt  thanks,  which,  more  enrich'd. 
Shall  be  your  love  and  labour's  recompence. 

Rcfs.  Your  prefence  makes  us  rich,  moft  noble  lord, 

Willo.  And  far  furmounts  our  labour  to  attain  it. 

Boling,  Evermore,  thanks  ;  '  (th'  exchequer  of. 

the  poor) 

Which,  'till  my  infant-fortune  comes  to  years, 
Stands  for  my  bounty.    But  who  now  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Berkley. 

.    North:  It  is  my  lord  of  Berkley,  as  I  guefs, 

Bej'k,  My  lord  of  Hereford,  my  melTage  is  to  you* 
Boling.  My  lord,  my  anfwer  is  to  Lancafter  ; 

And  I  am  come  to  feek  that  Name  in  England^ 

And  I  muft  find  that  Title  in  your  tongue. 

Before  I  make  reply  to  aught  you  fay. 

BerL  Miilake  me  not,  my  lord  ;  'tis  not  my  meaning 

To  raze  one  Title  of  your  honour  out. 

To  you,  my  lord,  I  come,  (what  lord  you  will,) 

From  the  moft  glorious  of  this  Land, 

The  Duke  of  Tork,  to  know,  what  pricks  you  on 

To  take  advantage  of  the  abfent  time, 

And  fright  our  native  peace  with  felf  born  arms. 

Enter  York. 

Boling.  I  fiiall  not  need  tranfport  my  words  by  you. 
Here  comes  his  Grace  in  perfon.    Noble  Uncle  ! 

[^Kneelsi 

York,  Shew  me  thy  humble  heart,  and  not  thy  knee, 
Whofe  duty  is  deceivable  and  falfe. 
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Baling,  My  gracious  uncle! 

York.  Tut,  tut!  Grace  me  no  Grace,  nor  Uncle  me 
no  Uncle  :  — - 
1  am  no  traitor's  uncle  ;  and  that  word  Grace, 
In  an  ungracious  mouth,  is  but  prophane. 
Why  have  thofe  banifh'd,  and  forbidden  legs 
Dar'd  once  to  touch  a  daft  of  England* s  ground  ? 
But  more  than, — why,  why,  have  they  dar'd  to  march 
So  many  miles  upon  her  peaceful  bofom, 
Frighting  her  pale-fac'd  villages  with  war. 
And  oftentation  of  defpifed  arms  ? 
Com'ft  thou,  becaufc  th'  anointed  King  is  hence  ? 
Why,  foolifh-boy,  the  King  is  left  behind  ; 
And  in  my  loyal  bofom  lies  his  Power. 
Were  I  but  now  the  lord  of  fuch  hot  youth, 
-  As  when  brave  Gau?2ty  thy  father,  and  my  felf 
Refcu'd  the  Black  Prince,  that  young  Mars  of  men>. 
From  forth  the  ranks  of  many  thoufand  French ; 
Oh  !  then,  how  quickly  fhould  this  arm  of  mine,,. 
Now  prifoner  to  the  palfie,  chaftife  thee. 
And  minifter  correction  to  thy  fault. 

Baling.  My  gracious  uncle,  let  me  know  my  fault;. 
On  what  condition  ftands  it,  and  wherein  ? 

York.  Ev'n  in  condition  of  the  wo rfe  degree 
In  grofs  Rebellic  n,  and  detefted  Treafon  : 
Thou  art  a  banii^i'd  man,  and  here  art  come. 
Before  the  expiration  of  thy  time, 
Jn  braving  arms  againft  thy  Sovereign. 

Boling,  As  I  was  banifh'd,  I  was  banifh'd  Hercfcrdy-.^ 
But  as  I  come,  I  come  for  Lancajler, 
And,  noble  ur  cle,  I  befeech  your  Grace, 
Look  on  Hiy  wror^gs  with  an  indifferent  eye  : : 
You  are  my  father  ;  for,  methinks,  in  you 
I  fee  old  Gannt  alive.    O  then,  my  father  ! 
Will  you  permit,  that  1  lhall  ftand  condemn'd 
A  wand'ring  Vagabond  ;  my  Rights  and  Royalties 
Fluckt  from  my  arms  perforce,  and  giv'n  away. 
To  upftart  unthri/ts.?  Wherefore  was  1  born  ? 
If  that  my  coufin  King  be  King  oiEnglandy 
It  mull  be  granted,  l  am  Duke  mi  Lancajl^y, 
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Vou  have  a  fon,  Aumerle,  my  noble  Kinfman  : 
Had  you  firft  dy'd,  and  he  been  thus  trod  down. 
He  fhould  have  found  his  uncle  Gaunt  2l  father. 
To  rovvze  his  wrongs,  and  chafe  them  to  the  bay,. 
I  am  deny'd  to  fuc  my  livery  here. 
And  yet  my  letters  patents  give  me  leave  : 
My  father's  Goods  are  all  diilrain'd  and  fold, 
And  thefe,  and  all,  are  all  anaifs  imploy'd. 
What  would  you  have  me  do  ?  1  am  a  Subjeft, 
And  challenge  law :  attorneys  are  deny*d  mc; 
And  therefore  perfonally  I  lay  my  Claim 
To  mine  Inheritance  of  free  Defcent. 

North.  The  noble  Duke  hath  been  too  much  abus'dV 

Rofs,  It  ftands  your  Grace  upon,  to  do  him  Right. 

Willo,  Bafe  men  by  his  endowments  are  made  great; 

York,  My  lords  of  England,  let  me  tell  you.  this,, 
I  have  had  Feeling  of  my  Coufin's  wrongs,. 
And  laboured  all  I  could  to  do  him  Right : 
But,  in  this  kind,  to  come  in  braving  arms. 
Be  his  own  carver,  and  cut  out  his  way, 
To  find  out  Right  with  wrongs,  it  may  not  be  j 
And  you,  that  do  abet  him  in  this  kind, 
Cherifh  Rebellion,  and  are  Rebels  all. 

North'.  The  noble  Duke  hath  fworn,  his  Coming  b 
Bat  for  his  own  ;  and,  for  the  Right  of  That, 
We  all  have  llrongly  fworn  to  give  him  aid ; 
And  let  him  ne'er  fee  joy,  that  breaks  that  oath. 

Tork,  Well,  well,  1  fee  the  iffue  of  thefe  arms  y 
I  cannot  mend  it,  I  muft  needs  confefs, 
Becaufe  my  Pow'r  is  weak,  and  all  ill  left :. 
But  if  I  could,  by  him  that  gave  me  life, 
I  would  attach  you  all,  and  make  you  ftoop. 
Unto  the  fovcreign  mercy  of  the  King. 
But  fmce  I  cannot,  be  it  known  to  you, 
I  do  remain  as  neuter.    So,  farewel. 
Unlefs  you  pleafe  to  enter  in  the  Caftlc, 
And  there  repofe  you  for  this  night. 

Baling,  An  offer,  Uncle,  that  we  will  accept ; 
Bat  we  muft  win  your  Grace  to  go  with  us 
Bripl'CaJfU,  which,  they  fay,  isheld 
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By  Bujhyy  Bagoty  and  their  complices ; 
The  caterpillars  of  the  Common-wealth, 
Which  I  have  fv/orn  to  weed,  and  pluck  away. 

Tcrk,  It  may  be,  I  will  go  :  but  yet  I'll  paufe  ; 
For  I  am  loath  to  break  our  Country's  Laws : 
Nor  friends,  nor  foes^  to  me  welcome  you  are  ; 
Things  paft  Redrefs  are  now  with  me  paft  Care. 

S  C  E  N  E,  in  W  J  L  E  S. 

Enter  Salisbury,  and  a  Captain, 

Cap,  TV /T  Y  lord  of  Salisbury ^  we  have  flaid  ten  days, 
J.VJL  And  hardly  kept  our  Countrymen  together, 
And  yet  we  hear  no  tidings  from  the  King ; 
Therefore  we  will  difperfe  our  felves :  farewel. 

Salis,  Stay  yet  another  day,  thou  trully  Weljhman: 
The  Kingrepofeth  all  his  truftin  thee. 

Cap,  'Tis  thought,  the  King  is  dead :  we  will  not  llay.. 
The  Bay-tregs  in  cur  Country  ail  are  wither'd, 
And  meteors  fright  the  fixed  flars  of  heav'n  ; 
The  pale-fac'd  moon  looks  bloody  on  the  earth; 
And  lean-look'd  Prophets  whifper  fearful  Change. 
Rich  men  look  fad,  and  rufnans  dance  and  leap ; 
The  one,  in  fear  to  Jofe  what  they  enjoy  ; 
Th'  other,  in  hope  t'enjoy  by  rage  and  war. 
Thefe  figns  forerun  the  death  of  Kings  *    >  ■ 
Farewel ;  our  countrymen  are  gone  and  fled. 
As  well  afTur'd,  Richard  their  King  is  dead.  {Exit.. 

Salts.  Ah,  Richardy  ah  !  with  eyes  of  heavy  mind, 
I  fee  thy  Glory,  like  afhooting  Star, 
Fall  to  the  bafe  earth  from  the  firmament : 
Thy  Sun  fets  weeping  in  the  lowly  Weft, 
WitneiFing  Storms  to  come,  woe,  and  unreil : 
Thy  friends  are  fled  to  wait  upon  thy  foes ; 
And  crofsly  to  thy  Good  all  fortune  goes.  {Exit.. 


ACT 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE,  Bolingbroke'j  Camp  at  Briftol. 

Enter  Bolingbroke,  York,  Northumberland,  Rofs,  Percy, 
Willoughby,  njoith  Buftiy  and  Green  Prifoners* 

BOLINGBROKK. 

BRING  forth  thefe  men.  
Bu/ly  and  Green,  I  will  not  vex  your  fouls 
(Since  prefently  your  fouls  muft  part  your  bodies) 
With  too  much  urging  your  pernicious  lives ; 
For  'twere  no  charity  :  yet  to  wafli  your  blood 
From  off  my  hands,  here,  in  the  view  of  men, 
I  will  unfold  fome  caufes  of  your  deaths. 
You  have  mif-led  a  Prince,  a  royal  King, 
A  happy  Gentleman  in  blood  and  lineaments. 
By  you  unhappy'd,  and  disfigur'd  clean. 
You  have,  in  manner,  with  your  linful  hours 
Made  a  divorce  betwixt  his  Queen  and  him  ; 
Broke  the  PoflelTion  of  a  royal  Bed, 
And  ftain'd  the  Beauty  of  a  fair  Queen's  cheeks 
With  tears  drawn  from  her  eyes,  with  your  foul  wrong<^. 
My  felf,  a  Prince,  by  fortune  of  my  birth. 
Near  to  the  King  in  blood,  (and  near  in  love. 
Till  you  did  make  him  mif-interpret  me,) 
Have  llooptmy  neck  under  your  injuries ; 
And  figh'd  my  Eyjcfijh  breath  in  foreign  clouds. 
Eating  the  bitter  bread  of  Banifhment : 
While  you  have  fed  upon  my  Signiories ; 
Dif  park'd  my  Parks,  and  felPd  my  foreil-woods.;. 
From  mine  own  windows  torn  my  houfliold  Coat ; 
Raz'd  oat  my  Imprefs ;  leaving  me  no  fign. 
Save  mens'  opinions,  and  my  living  blood, 
To  fhevv  the  world  I  am  a  gentleman. 
This^  and  much  more,  much  more  than  twice  all  this. 

Coa- 
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Condemns  you  to  the  death.    See  them  delivered' 
To  execution,  and  the  hand  of  death. 

Bujhy.  More  welcome  is  the  flroak  of  death  to  mev 
Than  Bolinghroke  lo  England.  Lords,  farewcl. 

Green,  My  comfort  is,  that  heav'n  will  take  our  fouls. 
And  plague  injudice  with  the  pains  of  hell. 

Boling,  My  lord  Northumherlandy  fee  them  difpatch^d. 
Uncle,  you  fay  the  Queen  is  at  your  houfe  ;. 
For  heav'n's  fake,  fairly  let  her  be  intreated 
Tell  her,  I  fend  to  her  my  kind  Commends ; 
Take  fpecial  care,  my  Greetings  be  delivered. 

York,  A  gentleman  of  mine  I  have  difpatch'd 
With  letters  of  your  love  to  her  at  large. 

Boling,  Thanks,  gentle  Uncle :  come,  my  lords,  a- 
way  ;  (6) 

A  while  to  Work  i  and,  after,  Holy- day.  [Exeunt^ 

(6)  Thanks,  gentle  Uncle ;  Come,  nty  Lords,  anvayy 
To  fight  with  Glendoiver  and  his  Complices, 
A  ivbile  to  JV9rk,  and  after  Ho/yday.]  Tho'  the  inter- 
mediate Line  has  taken  peflTeflion  of  all  the  old  Copies,  I  havt 
great  Sufpicion  of  its  being  an  Interpolation  ;  and  have  there- 
fore ventured  to  throw  it  out.  The  firft  and  third  Line  rhyme 
to  each  other  ;  nor,  do  I  imagine.  This  was  cafual,  but  inten- 
ded by  the  Poet.  Were  we  to  acknowledge  the  Line  genuine, 
it  mud  argue  the  Poet  of  Forgetfulnefs  in  his  own  Plan  j 
and  Inattention  to  Hiftory,  of  which  he  was  mod  obfervant, 
Bolinghroke  is,  as  it  were,  yet  but  juft  arrived  ;  He  is  now  at 
Brifiol ;  weak  in  his  Numbers  j  has  had  no  Meeting  with  a 
Parliament;  nor  is  fo  far  aflurM  of  the  SucceflTion,  as  to  think 
of  going  to  fupprefs  Infurredions  before  he  is  planted  in  the 
Throne,  Befides,  we  find,  the  Oppofition  of  Glendonver  be- 
gins the  Firft  Part  of  K.  Henry  IV ;  and  Mortimer  %  Defeat  by. 
that  hardy  iVelJhman  is  the  Tidings  of  the  firft  Scene  of  that 
Play.  Again,  tho'  GUndo^er,  in  the  very  firft  Year  of  K.  Hen* 
ry  IV,  began  to  be  troublefome,  put  in  for  the  Supremacy  of 
WaleSf  and  imprifon'd  Mortimer ;  yet  it  was  not  till  the  fuc- 
ceeding  Year,  that  the  King  employed  any  Force  againli 
klm. 


S  C  E  N  E. 
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SCENE  changes  to  the  Coaft  of  Wales. 

Flourijh  :  Drums  and  Trumpets* 

Enter  King  Richard,  Aumerle,  Bijhop  of  Carlifle, 

and  Soldiers, 

K,  Rich,  T>  Arkhughly-cafile  call  you  this  at  hand  ? 

X)  ^^^y  "^y  good  lord  5  how  brooks 

your  Grace  the  air, 
After  your  tofling  on  the  breaking  Seas  ? 

AT.  Rich,  Needs  mull  I  like  it  well ;  I  weep  for  jojr 
To  ftand  upon  my  Kingdom  once  again. 
Dear  Earth,  I  do  falute  thee  with  my  hand. 
Though  Rebels  wound  thee  with  their  horfes'  hoofs : 
As  a  long-parted  mother  with  her  child 
Plays  fondly  with  her  tears,  and  fmiles  in  meeting ; 
So  weepings  fmiling,  greet  I  thee  my  Earth, 
And  do  thee  favour  with  my  royal  hands. 
Feed  not  thy  Sovereign's  foe,  my  gentle  Earth, 
Nor  with  thy  fweets  comfort  his  rav'nous  fenfe  : 
But  let  thy  fpiders  that  fuck  up  thy  venom. 
And  heavy-gaited  toads,  lye  in  their  way. 
Doing  annoyance  to  the  treacherous  feet. 
Which  with  ufurping  fteps  do  trample  thee. 
Yield  ftlnging  nettles  to  mine  enemies ; 
And,  when  they  from  thy  bofom  pluck  a  flower. 
Guard  it,  I  pr'ythee,  with  a  lurking  adder ; 
Whofe  double  tongue  may  with  a  mortal  touch 
Throw  death  upon  thy  Sovereign's  enemies. 
Mock  not  my  fenfelefs  conjuration,  lords ; 
This  Earth  (hall  have  a  Feeling  :  and  thefe  ftoncs 
Prove  armed  foldiers,  ere  her  native  King 
Shall  faulter  under  foul  rebellious  arms. 

Bijhop.  Fear  not,  my  lord ;  that  PowV,  that  made  yon 
King, 

Hath  powV  to  keep  you  King,  in  fpight  of  all. 
The  means,  that  heaven  yields,  muft  be  embrac'd. 
And  not  neglefted :  clfe  if  heaven  would. 

And 
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And  we  would  not  heav'n's  oft'er,  we  refufe 
The  profFer'd  means  of  fuccour  and  redrefs. 

j4um.  He  means,  my  lord,  that  we  are  too  remifs ; 
Whilft  Bolingbj-okey  through  our  fecurity, 
Grows  ftrong  and  great,  in  fubflance  and  in  power. 

K.  Rich,  Difcomfortable  Coufin,  know'ft  thou  not, 
That  when  the  fearching  eye  of  heav'n  is  hid 
Behind  the  globe,  that  lights  the  lower  world  ; 
Then  thieves  and  robbers  range  abroad  unfeen. 
In  murders,  and  in  outrage  bloody  here. 
But  when  from  under  this  terreftrial  ball 
He  ftres  the  proud  tops  of  the  eaftern  pines, 
And  darts  his  light  through  evVy  guilty  hole  ; 
Then  murders,  treafons,  and  detefted  fins. 
The  cloak  of  night  being  pluck'd  from  off  their  backs. 
Stand  bare  and  naked,  trembling  at  themfelves. 
So  when  this  thief,  this  traitor  Bolingbroke, 
Who  all  this  while  hath  revell'd  in  the  night, 
Whilft  we  were  wandVing  with  th'  Antipodes, 
Shall  fee  us  rifing  in  our  Throne,  the  eaft ; 
His  treafons  will  fit  blufhing  in  his  face. 
Not  able  to  endure  the  fight  of  day ; 
But,  felf- affrighted,  tremble  at  his  fin. 
Not  all  the  water  in  the  rough  rude  fca 
Can  walh  the  balm  from  an  anointed  King; 
The  breath  of  worldly  men  cannot  depofc 
The  Deputy  eledled  by  the  Lord. 
For  every  man  that  Bolingbroke  hath  preft. 
To  lift  fharp  fteel  againft  our  golden  Crown, 
Heav'n  for  his  Richard  hath  in  heav'nly  Pay 
A  glorious  Angel ;  then  if  angels  fight, 
Weak  men  muft  fall,  for  heav'n  ftill  guards  the  Right* 

Enter  Salisbury. 

Welcome,  my  lord,  how  far  off  lies  your  PowV  ? 

^alis.  Nor  near,  nor  farther  off,  my  gracious  lord. 
Than  this  weak  arm  :  Difcomfort  guides  my  tongue. 
And  bids  me  fpeak  of  nothing  but  Dcfpair : 
One  day  (too  late,  I  fear,  my  noble  lord) 
Hath  clouded  all  thy  happy  days  on  earth. 

Oh, 
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Oh,  call  back  yefterday,  bid  time  return. 

And  thou  lhalt  have  twelve  thoufand  fighting  men. 

To  day,  to  day,  unhappy  day,  too  late 

Overthrows  thy  joys,  friends,  fortune,  and  thy  ftatc. 
For  all  the  Weljhmetjy  hearing  thou  wert  dead, 
Are  gone  to  Bolingbroke,  difperft  and  fled. 

Jum,  Comfort,  my  Liege,  why  looks  your  Grace 
fo  pale  ? 

K.  Rich,  But  now  the  blood  of  twenty  thoufand  mea 
Did  triumph  in  my  face,  and  they  are  fled. 
And  till  fo  much  blood  thither  come  again. 
Have  I  not  reafon  to  look  pale,  and  dead  ? 
All  fouls,  that  will  be  fafe,  fly  from  my  fide ; 
For  time  hath  fet  a  blot  upon  my  pride. 

Jum.  Comfort,  my  Liege ;  remember,  who  you  arc* 
K,  Rich.  I  had  forgot  my  felf :  am  I  not  King  ? 
Awake,  thou  coward  Majefty,  thou  fleepeft : 
Is  not  the  King's  name  forty  thoufand  names  ? 
Arm,  arm,  my  Name;  a  puny  Subjedl  ftrikes 
At  thy  great  glory.    Look  not  to  the  ground. 
Ye  favorites  of  a  King  !  are  we  not  high  ? 
High  be  our  thoughts.    I  know,  my  uncle  Tork 
Hath  pow'r  to  ferve  our  turn.    But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Scroop. 

Scroop.  More  health  and  happinefs  betide  my  Liege, 
Than  can  my  care-tun'd  tongue  deliver  him  ! 

K.  Rich.  Mine  ear  is  open,  and  my  heart  prepared: 
The  worft  is  worldly  lofs  thou  canll  unfold. 
Say,  is  my  Kingdom  loft  ?  why,  'twas  my  care :  ^ 
And  what  lofs  is  it,  to  be  rid  of  care  ? 
Strives  Bolingbroke  to  be  as  great  as  we  ? 
•Greater  he  lhall  not  be ;  if  he  ferve  God, 
We'll  ferve  him  too,  and  be  his  fellow  fo. 
Revolt  our  Subjedls  ?  that  we  cannot  mend ; 
They  break  their  faith  to  God,  as  well  as  us. 
Cry,  Woe,  Deftrudion,  Ruin,  Lofs,  Decay ; 
The  worft  is  death,  and  death  will  have  his  day. 

Scroop.  Glad  am  I,  that  your  Highnefs  is  fo  arm'd 
To  bear  the  tidings  of  calamity. 

Like 
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Like  an  unfeafonable  ftsrmy  day. 

Which  makes  the  filver  rivers  drown  their  fhore». 

As  if  the  world  were  all  diflblv'd  to  tears ; 

So  high  above  his  limits  fwells  the  rage 

Of  Bolingbroke^  cov'ring  your  fearf  ul  Land 

With  hard  bright  fteel,  and  hearts  more  hard  than  fteel. 

White  beards  have  arm'd  their  thin  and  hairlefs  fcalps 

Againft  thy  Majclty  j  boys  with  women's  voices 

Strive  to  fpeak  big,  and  clafp  their  female  joints 

In  ftifF  unwieldy  arms,  againft  thy  Crown  : 

Thy  very  Beadfmen  learn  to  bend  their  bows 

Of  double  fatal  Ewe,  againft  thy  State : 

Yea,  diftafF-women  manage  rufty  bills. 

Againft  thy  Seat  both  young  and  old  rebel, 

And  all  goes  worfe  than  I  have  pow'r  to  tell. 

K,  Rich,  Too  well,  too  well,  thou  telPft  a  Talc 
fo  ill. 

Where  is  the  Earl  of  Wiltjhlre  ?  where  is  he  got  ?  (7) 
What  is  become  of  Bujhy  ?  where  is  Green  ? 
That  they  have  let  the  dangerous  enemy 
Meafure  our  confines  with  luch  peaceful  fteps } 

(7)  Where  is  the  Earl  of  Wiltfhire  ?  where  is  Bagot  ? 

fFhat  is  become  •/  Bufhy  ?  where  is  Green  ?]  Here  are 
four  of  them  named  5  and,  within  a  very  few  Lines,  the  King, 
hearing- they  had  made  their  Peace  with  Bolingbroke^  calls  them 
THf.i.z  Judas" s.  But  how  was  their  Peace  made  ?  Why,  with 
the  Lofs  of  their  Heads.  This  being  explained,  Aumerle  fays, 
/j  Bufhy,  Green,  and  tb"  Earl  0/ Wiltfhire  dead  ?  So  that  Bagot 
eught  to  be  left  out  of  the  Queftion  :  and,  indeed,  he  had 
made  the  beft  of  his  way  for  Chejier,  and  from  thence  had  efcap*d 
into  Ireland,  And  fo  we 'find  him,  in  the  2d  h&y  determining 
to  do. 

Bagot.  No:  Til  to  Ireland,  to  bis  Majejiy, 
The  Poet  could  not  be  guilty  of  fo  much  Forgetfulnefs  and 
Abfurdity.    The  Tranfcribers  muft  have  blunder'd.    It  feems 
probable  to  me  that  He  wrote,  as  I  have  conje£turally  altei'd 
the  Text. 

fVhere  «  the  Earl  of  Wiltfliire  ?  where  is  He  got  ? 
7.  e.  Into  what  Corner  of  my  Dominions  is  He  Jlunk,  and  ab* 
fc^nded  f 

If 
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If  we  prevail,  their  heads  ftiall  pay  for  it. 

1  warrant,  theyVe  made  peace  with  BoUnghroke, 

Scroop,  Peace  they  have  made  with  him,  indeed,  my 
lord^ 

AT.  Rich.  O  villains,  vipers,  damn'd  without  redemp- 
tion ! 

Dogs,  eafily  won  to  fawn  on  any  man  ! 
Snakes  in  my  heart-blood  warm'd,  that  fling  my  heart ! 
Three  Judajj'es^  each  one  thrice  worfe  than  Judas  ! 
Would  they  make  peace  ?  terrible  hell  make  war 
Upon  their  fpotted  fouls  for  this  offence  ! 

Scroop.  Sweet  love,  I  fee,  changing  his  property. 
Turns  to  the  fow'reil:  and  moil  deadly  hate  : 
Again  uncurfc  their  fouls  ;  their  peace  is  made 
With  heads,  and  not  with  hands  :  thofe  whom  you 
curfe. 

Have  felt  the  worfl  of  death's  deilroying  hand. 
And  lie  full  low,  grav'd  in  the  hollow  ground. 

Aum.  Is  Bujhy^  Green^  and  th'  Earl  of  Wiltjhire  dead  ? 

Scroop,  Yea,  all  of  them  at  Briftol  lofl  their  heads. 

Aum.  Where  is  the  Duke  my  Father,  wii:h  his  Pow'r? 

K,  Rich.  No  matter  where  ;  of  comfort  no  man 
fpeak : 

Let's  talk  of  Graves,  of  Worms,  and  Epitaphs, 

Make  duft  our  paper,  and  with  rainy  eyes 

Write  forrow  on  the  bofom  of  the  earth  ! 

Let's  chufe  executors,  and  talk  of  wills ; 

And  yet  not  fo  for  what  can  we  bequeath. 

Save  our  depofed  bodies  to  the  ground  ? 

Our  lands,  our  lives,  and  all  are  Boliiigbroke^s^ 

And  nothing  can  we  call  our  own,  but  death  ; 

And  that  fmall  model  of  the  barren  earth. 

Which  ferves  as  pafle  and  cover  to  our  bones. 

For  heav'n's  fake,  let  us  fit  upon  the  ground, 

And  tell  fad  flories  of  the  death  of  Kings :  - 

How  fome  have  been  deposed,  fome  flain  in  war : 

Some  haunted  by  the  Ghofls  they  difpoficf^'d : 

Some  poifon'd  by  their  wives,  fome  fleeping  kilFd  :  . 

AH  murthefd.  For  within  the  hollow  Crown, 

That  rounds  the  mortal  temples  of  a  King, 

Vol.  IV.  C  Keeps 
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Keeps  Death  his  Court;  and  there  the  Antick  fits, 
Scoffing  his  State,  and  grinning  at  his  Pomp ; 
Allowing  him  a  breath,  a  little  fcene 
Tonionarchize,  be  fearM.  and  k.ll  with  looks ; 
Infufing  him  with  felf  and  vain  conceit 
As  if  this  flefh,  which  walls  about  our  life 
Were  brafs  impregnable  :  and  humour  d  thus,  1 
Comes  at  the  laft.  and  with  a  little  pm 
BorTthrough  his  caftle-waUs,  and  farewel  King! 
Cover  your  heads,  and  mock  not  flefh  and  Wood 
With  folemn  Rev'rence :  throw  away  refpeft. 
Tradition,  form,  and  ceremonious  duty. 


woes, 

Tint  crefently  prevent  the  ways  to  vvail : 

To  fear  the  foe,  fmce  fear  opprefleth  ftrength 

s  in  your  weaknefs,  ftrength  unto  your  foe ; 

itr-t  wircMom  fight, 

'^'Z  'lS;&htSh  a  V^^^^^  enquire  of  him, 
^ISThf^^SC'  wS:-proud  BoH^r.^^, 

To  chal^SSws  with  thee,  for  our  day  of  doom ; 
Siraeue-fit  of  fear  is  over-blown ; 

J.  task  ^^^S^::^::^^^  Ms  power  > 
Say,  Sn-""/.  where  lies  our 

n^he  ftate  and  inclination  of  the  day . 
So  may  you,  by  my  duU    .^^  ^ 
My  tongue  hath  ^"^^"^    y    ^  fmall 
I  play  the  torturer,  by  Imau  a 
To  lengthen  out  the  worll,  that  muu  p 
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Your  uncle  Tork  is  join'd  with  BoUngbroke^ 
And  all  your  northern  caftles  yielded  up. 
And  all  your  fouthern  gentlemen  in  arms 
Upon  his  fadlion. 

K.  Rich,  Thou  haft  faid  enough. 
Befhrew  thee,  Coufin,  which  didft  lead  me  forth 

\To  Aumcrle* 

Of  that  Tweet  way  I  was  in  to  Defpair. 

What  fay  you  now  ?  what  comfort  have  we  now  ? 

By  heav'n,  Fll  hate  him  everlaftingly. 

That  bids  me  be  of  comfort  any  more. 

Go  to  Flint'cajile,  there  I'll  pine  away : 

A  King,  woe's  {lave,  fliall  kingly  woe  obey  : 

That  Pow'r  I  have,  difcharge ;  and  let  'em  go 

To  ear  the  land,  that  hath  fome  hope  to  grow : 

For  I  have  none.    Let  no  man  fpeak  again 

To  alter  this,  for  counfel  is  but  vain. 

Aum.  My  Liege,  one  word. 

AT.  Rich.  He  does  me  double  wrong, 
That  wounds  me  with  the  flatt'ries  of  his  tongue. 
Difcharge  my  FolPwers :  let  them  hence,  away, 
From  Richard^  night  to  BoUnghroke^  fair  day. 

\Exeunt, 

SCENE,  Bolingbroke'j  Campy  near  Flint. 

Enter  nvith  drum  and  colours^  Bolingbroke,  York, 
Northumberland,  and  Attendants. 

Boling,  O  O  that  by  this  intelligence  we  learn, 

i3  The  Weljhmen  are  dilpers'd ;  and  Salisbury 
Is  gone  to  meet  the  King,  who  lately  landed 
With  fome  few  private  friends  upon  this  Coaft. 

North,  The  news  is  very  fair  and  good,  my  lord, 
Richard,  not  far  from  hence,  hath  hid  his  head. 

Tork,  It  would  befeem  the  lord  Northumberland^ 
To  fay,  King  Richard,    Ah,  the  heavy  day, 
When  fuch  a  facred  King  fhould  hide  his  head  ! 

North,  Your  Grace  miftakes  me  j  only  to  be  brief,  - 
Left  I  his  Title  out. 

C  2  Tcri. 


52  King  Richard  IL 

Tork,  The  time  hath  been, 
Would  you  have  been  fo  brief  with  him,  he  would 
Have  been  fo  brief  with  You,  to  Ihorten  You, 
For  taking  fo  the  Head,  the  whole  Head's  Length. 

Boling.  Miftake  not,  uncle,  farther  than  you  fhould. 

York,  Take  not,  good  coufm,  farther  than  you  fhould. 
Left  you  miftake,  the  heav'ns  are  o'er  your  head. 

Baling.  I  know  it,  uncle,  nor  oppofe  my  felf 
Againft  their  will.    But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Percy. 

Welcome,  Harry ;  what,  will  not  this  caftle  yield  ? 

Percy.  The  caftle  royally  is  manned,  my  lord, 
Againft  your  entrance. 

Boling,  Royally  ?  why,  it  contains  no  King  ? 

Percy,  Yes,  my  good  lord. 
It  doth  contain  a  King  :  King  Richard  lies 
Within  the  limits  of  yond  lime  and  ftone ; 
And  with  him  lord  Aumerky  lord  Salisbury^ 
Sir  Stephen  Scroop,  befides  a  clergy  man 
Of  holy  reverence  :  who,  I  cannot  learn. 

North.  Belike,  it  is  the  bifhop  of  Carlijle. 

Boling.  Noble  lord,  ^  [7i  North. 

Go  to  the  rude  ribs  of  that  ancient  caftle, 
Through  brazen  trumpet  fend  the  breath  of  Parle 
Into  his  ruin'd  ears,  and  thus  deliver : 
Henry  of  Bolinghroke  upon  his  knees 
Doth  kifs  King  Richard's  hand,  and  fends  allegiance 
And  faith  of  heart  unto  his  royal  perfon  : 
Ev'n  at  his  feet  I  lay  my  arms  and  pow7. 
Provided,  that  my  banilhment  repeaPd, 
And  lands  reftor'd  again,  be  freely  granted : 
If  jnot,  I'll  ufe  th'  advantage  of  my  pow'r. 
And  lay  the  fummer's  duft  with  ftiowVs  of  blood, 
Rain'd  from  the  wounds  of  flaughter'd  EngUjhmen. 
The  which,  how  far  off  from  the  mind  of  Bolinghroke 
It  is,  fuch  crimfon  tempeft  fhould  bedrench 
The  frefb  green  lap  of  fair  King  Richard's  Land, 
My  ftooping  duty  tenderly  fhall  fhew. 
Go  fignifie  as  much,  while  here  we  march 

Upon 
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Upon  the  graffie  carpet  of  this  Plain  ; 

Let's  inarch  without  the  noife  of  threatening  drum. 

That  from  this  Caftle's  tatter'd  batilements 

Our  fair  appointments  may  be  well  peru&'d. 

Methinks,  King  Richard  and  my  fcif  (hould  meet 

With  no  lefs  terror  than  the  elements 

Of  fire  and  water,  when  their  thund'ring  Shock, 

At  meeting,  tears  the  cloudy  cheeks  of  heav'n  : 

Be  he  the  fire,  Fll  be  the  yielding  water ;. 

The  rage  be  his,  while  on  the  earth  I  rain 

My  waters ;  on  the  earth,  and  not  on  him. 

March  on,  and  mark  King  Richard  how  he  looks, 

Paris  without y  and  anfijjcr  nvithin  ;  then  a  Jloufij''\ 
Enter,  on  the  njualls.  King  Richard,  the  Bishop  of 
Carlifle,  Aumerle,  Scroop  a7id  Salisbury. 

See  !  fee  !  King  Richard  doth  himfelf  appear. 

As  doth  the  blufhing  difcontented  Sun, 

From  out  the  liery  portal  of  the  Eafl, 

When  he  perceives,  the  envious  clouds  are  bent 

To  dim  his  Glory ;  and  to  ftain  the  tradl 

Of  his  bright  pafiage  to  the  Occident. 

Tork,  Yet  looks  he  like  a  King :  behold  his  eye. 
As  bright  as  is  the  Eagle's,  lightens  forth 
Controling  Majefty ;  alack,  for  woe,  ^ 
That  any  harm  fhould  ftain  fo  fair  a  fhow  ! 

K,  Rich.  We  are  amaz'd,  and  thus  long  have  we 
flood 

To  watch  the  fearful  bending  of  thy  knee,    [To  North, 

Becaufe  we  thought  our  felf  thy  lawful  King ; 

And,  if  we  be,  how  dare  thy  joints  forget 

To  pay  their  awful  duty  to  our  prefence  ? 

If  we  be  not,  Ihew  us  the  hand  of  God, 

That  hath  difmifs'd  us  from  our  Stewardfhip. 

For  well  we  know,  no  hand  of  blood  and  bone 

Can  gripe  the  facred  handle  of  our  Scepter, 

Unlels  he  do  prophane.  Ileal,  or  ufurp. 

And  though  you  think,  that  all,  as  you  have  done. 

Have  torn  their  fouls,  by  turning  them  from  us. 

And  we  are  barren,  and  bereft  of  friends : 

C  3  Yet 
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Yet  know,  My  Mafter,  God  omnipotent^ 

Js  mulVring  in  his  clouds  on  our  behalf 
Armies  of  Peftilence ;  and  they  fhall  ftrikc 
Your  children  yet  unborn,  and  unbegot. 
That  lift  your  vafial  hands  againft  my  head. 
And  threat  the  Glory  of  my  precious  Crown. 
Tell  Bolingbroke,  (for  yond,  methinks,  he  is) 
That  every  ftride  he  makes  upon  my  Land 
is  dangerous  treafon.    He  is  come  to  ope 
The  purple  Teftament  of  bleeding  War  ; 
But  ere  the  Crown,  he  looks  for,  live  in  peace,  (8) 
Ten  thoufand  bloody  crowns  of  mothers'  fons 
Shall  ill  become  the  flowV  of  England^  face ; 
Change  the  complexion  of  her  maid-pale  peace 
To  fcarlet  indignation  ;  and  bedew 
Her  Failure's  grafs  with  faithful  Englljh  blood. 
l^orth.  The  King  of  heav'n  forbid,  our  lord  the 
King 

Should  fo  with  civil  and  uncivil  arms 
Be  ruQi'd  upon  !  no,  thy  thrice- noble  coufm, 
Harry  of  Bolingbroke,  doth  kifs  thy  hand. 
And  by  the  honourable  tomb  he  fwears. 
That  ftands  upon  your  royal  grandfire's  bones. 
And  by  the  Royalties  of  both  your  bloods, 

(8)  But  e'er  the  Crown,  be  looks  for,  live  h  Peace^ 
Ten  thoufand  bloody  Croions  of  Mothers'  Sons 
Shall  ill  become  the  FlowV  of  England's  face  j]    Tho'  t 
have  not  difturb'd  the  Text  here,  I  cannot  but  think  it  liable 
to  Sufpicion.    A  Crown  living  in  Peace,  as  Mr.  IVarhurton  juft-*. 
Jy  obferv'd  to  me,  is  a  vtry  odd  Phrafe.    He  fuppofes  \ 

But  e*re  the  Crown,  he  looks  for,  light  in  Peace, 
I.  e,  defcend  and  fettle  upon  BoUngbroke's  Head  in  Peace,—— 
Again,  I  have  a  fmall  Quarrel  to  the  third  Line  quoted* 
Would  the  Poet  fay.  That  bloody  Crowns  ihould  di&figure 
the  Flcw'rs  that  fpring  on  the  Ground,  and  bedew  the  Grafs 
with  Blood  ?  Surely,  the  two  Images  are  too  fimilar.  1  have 
fufpc£ted, 

Shall  ill  become  the  Floor  of  England's  Face. 
t\  e.  Shall  make  a  difmal  Sp«a:acle  on  the  Surface  of  the  King^ 
dom's  £arch« 

(Cur« 
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(Currents,  that  fpring  from  one  mofl  gracious  head) 

And  by  the  bury'd  hand  of  warlike  Gaunt ^ 

And  by  the  worth  and  honour  of  himfelf, 

Comprifing  all  that  may  be  fvvorn,  or  faid» 

His  Coming  hither  hath  no  farther  fcope. 

Than  for  his  lineal  Royalties,  and  to  beg 

Infranehifement  immediate  on  his  knees  : 

Which  on  thy  royal  party  granted  once. 

His  glittVing  arms  he  will  commend  to  ruft  ; 

His  barbed  Heeds  to  ftables ;  and  his  heart 

To  faithful  fervice  of  your  Majefty. 

This  fwears  he,  as  he  is  a  Prince,  is  juft; 

And  as  1  am  a  Gentleman,  I  credit  him. 

K,  Rich.   Northumberland,   fay,  thus  the  King  \t* 
turns : 

His  noble  Couiin  is  right- welcome  hither. 

And  all  the  number  of  his  fair  demands 

Shall  be  accomplifh'd  without  contradidlion. 

With  all  the  gracious  utterance  thou  hafl. 

Speak  to  his  gentle  Hearing  kind  Commends. 

We  do  debafe  our  felf,  Coufin,  do  we  not,     \To  Aum, 

To  look  fo  poorly,  and  to  fpeak  fo  fair  ? 

Shall  we  call  back  Northumberland,  and  fend 

Defiance  to  the  traitor,  and  fo  die  ? 

Aum,  No,  good  my  lord,  let's  fight  with  gentle 
words. 

Till  time  lend  friends,  and  friends  their  helpful  fwords. 
Rich.  Oh  God^  oh  God !  that  e'er  this  tongue  of 
mine. 

That  laid  the  Sentence  of  dread  Banifhment 
On  yond  proud  man,  Ihould  take  it  off  again 
With  words  of  Sooth ;  oh,  that  I  were  as  great 
As  is  my  grief,  or  le/fer  than  my  name  ! 
,  Or  that  1  could  forget  what  I  have  been. 
Or  not  remember  what  1  muft  be  now  ! 
Sweirft  thou,  proud  heart  ?  Til  give  thee  fcope  to  beat. 
Since  foes  have  fcope  to  beat  both  thee  and  me. 

j^um,  Northumberland  comes  back  from  Bolingbroke. 

K,  Rich,  What  muft  the  King  do  now  ?  muft  h« 
fubmit  ? 

e  4  The 
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The  King  fhall  do  it :  rnufl  he  be  deposed  ? 
The  King  fhrJl  be  contented  :  muft  he  lofe 
The  name  of  King  ?  o'  God's  name,  let  it  go. 
I'll  give  my  jewels  for  a  fet  of  beads ; 
My  gorgeous  palace,  for  a  hermitage ; 
My  gay  apparel,  for  an  alms-man's  gown  ; 
My  figur'd  goblets,  for  a  difh  of  wood  ; 
My  fcepter,  for  a  palmer's  walking  ftafF; 
My  fubjeds,  for  a  pair  of  carved  faints ; 
i\nd  my  large  Kingdom,  for  a  little  Grave  ; 

A  little,  little  Grave  ;  an  obfcure  Grave. 

Or  ni  be  bury'd  in  the  King's  high  way  :  (9) 
Some  way  of  common  Tread,  where  Subjeds'  feet 
May  hourly  trample  on  their  Sovereign's  head  : 
For  on  my  heart  they  tread  now,  whiii^  I  live ; 

Arid,  bury'd  once,  why  not  upon  my  head  ?  

Aumerle,  thou  weep'ft ;  (my  tender-hearted  coufm  [) 

V/c'il  make  foul  weather  v/ith  defpifed  tears ; 

Cur  fighs,  and  they,  fhall  lodge  the  fummer  corn. 

And  make  a  dearth  in  this  revolting  Land. 

Or  fhall  we  play  the  Wantons  with  our  woes. 

And  make  fome  pretty  match,  with  ihedding  tears  ? 

As  thus,  to  drop  them  ftill  upon  one  place. 

Till  they  have  fretted  us  a  pair  of  Graves 

Within  the  earth  ;  and  therein  laid,  there  lies 

Two  kinfmen,  digg'd  their  Graves  with  weeping  eyes  ? 

Would  not  this  ill  do  well  ?  well,  well,  I  fee 

I  talk  but  idly,  and  you  mock  at  me. 

Mofl  mighty  Prince,  my  lord  Northumherlandf 

(9)  Or  ril  be  buried  in  the  King^s  high  ivay  ; 

Some  Way  of  common  Trade,  ]    As  fpecious  as  this 

Reading  appears,  Mr.  Warburton,  Mr.  Bijhop,  and  I,  alt  con- 
currM  in  fufpeding  it,  and  in  the  Amendment  which  now  pof- 
feffes  the  Text  5 

Some  luay  of  common  Tread, 
f,  e,  a  high  Road.    He  fubjoins  immediately  ; 

For  on  my  heart  they  tread  noiv,  xvhiie  I  li've  ^ 
And  we  know  how  much  it  is  Shakefpeare's  way  to  diverfify 
the  Image  with  the  fame  Word, 

What 
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What  fays  King  Bolinghroke  ?  will  his  Majefty 
Give  Richard  leave  to  live,  till  Richard  die  ? 
You  make  a  leg,  and  Bolinghroke  fays,  ay. 

North.  My  lord  in  the  bafe  court  he  doth  attend 
To  fpeak  with  you,  may't  pleafe  you  to  come  down. 

K,  Rich,  Down,  down  I  come ;  like  gilft'ring  PhaetoK^. 
Wanting  the  manage  of  unruly  jades. 
In  the  bafe  court  ?  bafe  court,  where  Kings  grow  bafe» 
To  come  at  traitors'  Calls,  and  do  them  grace. 
In  the  bafe  court  come  down  ?  down,  court ;  down.  King ;. 
For  Night-owls  fhriek,  where  mounting  Larks  fliouli 
fing. 

Boling,  What  fays  his  Majefty  ? 
North,  Sorrow,  and  Grief  of  Heart, 
Makes  him  fpeak  fondly,  like  a  frantick  Manj 
Yet  is  he  come. 

Boling.  Stand  all  apart. 
And  fhcw  fair  duty  to  his  Majefty* 
My  gracious  Lord  ■  ■  \Kneehi 
K,  Rich,  Fair  coufin,  you  debafe  your  princely  knee^ 
To  make  the  bafe  earth  proud  with  kiffmg  it. 
Me  rather  had,  my  heart  might  feel  your  love. 
Than  my  unpleas'd  eye  fee  your  courtefie. 
Up,  coufin,  up  ;  your  heart  is  up^  I  know. 
Thus  high  at  leaft,  although  your  knee  be  low. 
Boling,  My  gracious  lord,  I  come  but  for  mine  own; 
K,  Rich,  Your  own  is  yours,  and  I  am  yours,  and  all. 
Boling,  So-  far  be  mine,  my  moft  redoubted  lord, 
As  my  true  fervice  (hall  deferve  your  love. 

K,  Rich,  Well  you  deferve :  they  weU  deferve  to  have^,. 
That  know  the  ftrong'ft  and  fureft  way  to  get. 
Uncle,  give  me  your  hand  j  nay,  dry  your  eyes ; 
Tears  Ihew  their  love,  but  want  their  remedies. 
Coufm,  I  am  too  young  to  be  your  father. 
Though  you  are  old  enough  to  be  my  heir. 
What  you  will  have,  I'll  give,  and  willing  too  ; 
For  do  we  muft,  what  fbrce  will  have  us  do* 
Set  on  towards  London.    Coufin,  is  it  fo  ? 
Boling,  Yea,  my  good  lord. 

Rich.  Then  I  muft  not  fay,  no.   [Flourijh,  Exemh. 

C  5  SCENE,. 
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S  C  E  N  E,     Garden^  in  the  ^een*s  Court. 


^een,  TTTHAT  fport  fliall  we  devife  here  in  this 

> V  garden, 
To  drive  away  the  heavy  thought  of  care  ? 
Lady.  Madam,  we'll  play  at  bowls. 
^een  'Twill  make  me  think,  the  world  is  full  of  rubs. 
And  that  my  fortune  runs  againll  the  bias. 
Lady,  Madam,  we'll  dance. 
^een.  My  legs  can  keep  no  meafure  in  delight,- 
When  my  poor  heart  no  meafure  keeps  in  grief. 
Therefore  no  dancing,  girl ;  fome  other  fport. 
Lady.  Madam,  well  tell  tales. 
^een.  Of  forrow,  or  of  joy  ?  / 
Lady.  Of  either,  Madam. 
^een.  Of  neither,  girl. 
For  if  of  joy,  being  altogether  wanting, 
It  doth  remember  me  the  more  of  forrow : 
Or  if  of  grief,  being  altogether  had, 
It  adds  more  forrow^  to  my  want  of  joy. 
For  what  I  have,  I  need  not  to  repeat  : 
And  what  I  want,  it  boots  not  to  complain. 
Lady.  Madam,  I'll  fing. 
^een,  *Tis  well,  that  thou  haft  caufe  : 
But  thou  fhould'ft  pleafe  me  better,  would'ft  thou  we«p. 
Lady,  I  could  weep,  Madam,  would  it  do  you  good. 
t^een.  And  I  could  weep,  would  weeping  do  me 
"good, 

And  never  borrow  any  tear  of  thee. 

But  ftay,  here  come  the  Gardiners, 

Let's  ftep  into  the  fhadow  of  thefe  trees  j    ■  ■ 

My  Wretchednefs  unto  a  row  of  pins. 


They'll  talk  of  State  ;  for  every  one  doth  fo, 
Againft  a  Change  ;  woe  is  fore  run  with  woe. 

l^een  and  Ladies  retlrt^ 
Gard, 


E?itei'  ^een  and  tnjuo  Ladies^ 


Enter  a  Gardiner y  and  tuoo  Servants. 
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Card,  Go,  bind  thou  up  yond  dangling  Apricocks, 
Which  like  unruly  children,  make  their  Sire 
Stoop  with  oppreflion  of  their  prodigal  weight: 
Give  fome  fupportance  to  the  bending  twigs* 
Go  thou,  and,  like  an  executioner. 
Cut  ofF  the  heads  of  too  fall-growing  fprays. 
That  look  too  lofty  in  our  Common- wealth  : 
All  mull  be  even  in  our  Government. 
You  thus  imploy'd,  I  will  go  root  away 
The  noifom  weeds,  that  without  profit  fuck 
The  foil's  fertility  from  wholfom  flowers. 

Ser'v.  Why  fhould  we,  in  the  compafs  of  a  pale^ 
Keep  law,  and  form,  and  due  proportion. 
Shewing,  as  in  a  model,  our  firm  ftate  ? 
When  our  Sea-walled  garden,  (the  whole  Land,) 
Is  full  of  weeds,  her  faireft  flowers  choak'd  up. 
Her  fruit-trees  all  unprun'd,  her  hedges  ruin'd^ 
Her  knots  diforder'd,  and  her  wholfom  herbs 
Swarming  with  Caterpillars  ? 

Gard.  Hold  thy  peace. 
He,  that  hath  fufFer'd  this  diforder'd  Spring, 
Hath  now  himfelf  met  with  the  Fall  of  leaf : 
The  weeds,  that  his  broad- fpreading  leaves  did  flicltcr^ 
(Thatfeem'd,  in  eating  him,  to  hold  him  up  ;) 
Are  puird  up,  root  and  all,  by  Bolingbroke ; 
I  mean,  the  Earl  of  Wiltjhirey  Bujhyy  Green, 

Ser<v,  What,  are  they  dead  ? 

Gard.  They  are. 
And  Bolingbroke  hath  feiz'd  the  wafteful  King. 
What  pity  is't,  that  he  had  not  fo  trimm'd 
And  dreft  his  Land,  as  we  this  Garden  drefs. 
And  wound  the  bark,  the  skin,  of  our  fruit-trees  j 
Left,  being  over  proud  with  fap  and  blood, 
With  too  much  riches  it  confound  it  felf ; 
Had  he  done  fo  to  great  and  growing  men, 
They  might  have  liv'd  to  bear,  and  he  to  tafle 
Their  fruits  of  duty.    All  fuperfluous  branches 
We  lop  away,  that  bearing  boughs  may  live  : 
Had  he  done  fo,  himfelf  had  born  the  Crown, 
Which  wafte  and  idle  hours  have  quite  thrown  dowii^ 

Ser<i;:>. 
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Sem),  What,  think  you  then,  the  King  fhall  be  de- 
posed ? 

Gard.  Depreft  he  is  already,  and  deposed, 
'Tis  doubted,  he  will  be.  Letters  Jail  night 
Came  to  a  dear  friend  of  the  Duke  cf  Yorky 
That  tell  black  tidings. 

^een.  Oh,  I  am  preft  to  death,  through  want  of 
fpeaking : 

Thou  Adatnh  likenefs,  fet  to  drefs  this  garden, 
How  dares  thy  tongue  found  this  unpleafing  news  ? 
What  E've,  what  Serpent  hath  fuggefted  thee. 
To  make  a  fecond  Fall  of  curfed  man  ? 
Why  doft  thou  fay.  King  Richard  is  depos'd  ? 
Dar'fl  thou,  (thou  little  better  Thing  than  earth,) 
Divine  his  downfal  ?  fay,  where,  when,  and  how 
CamTi  thou  by  thefe  ill  tidings  ?  fpeak,  thou  wretch. 

Gard.  Pardon  me.  Madam.    Little  joy  have  I 
To  breathe  thefe  news ;  yet,  what  I  fay,  is  true ; 
King  Richard^  he  is  in  the  mighty  hold 
Of  Bolinghrohc ;  their  fortunes  both  are  weigh'd  :. 
In  your  Lord's  Scale  is  nothing  but  himfelf. 
And  fome  few  Vanities  that  make  him  light : 
But  in  the  Balance  of  great  Bolingbrokey 
Eefides  himfelf,  are  all  the  Englijh  Peers, 
And  with  that  odds  he  weighs  King  Richard  down, 
Vo^yoMlQ  London,  and  you'll  find  it  fo ; 
I  fpeak  no  more,  than  every  one  doth  know. 

^leen.  Nimble  Mifchance,  that  art  fo  light  of  foot. 
Doth  not  thy  Embaflage  belong  to  me? 
And  am  I  lall,  that  know  it  ?  oh,  thou  think 'fl 
To  ferve  me  laft,  that  I  may  longeft  keep 
Thy  forrow  in  my  breaft.    Come,  ladies,  goi 
To  meet  at  London,  Lc7idon%  King  in  woe. 
What,  was  I  born  to  this !  that  my  fad  Look 
Should  grace  the  triumph  of  great  Bolinglroke  I 
Gard'ner,  for  telling  me  thefe  news  of  woe, 
I  would  the  plants,  thou  graft'ft,  may  never  grow. 

\Exe.  ^ueen  and  Ladles, 
Gard.  Poor  Queen,  fo  that  thy  ftate  might  be  no  worfe, 
I  wculd  my  ikill  were  fubjed  to  thy  Curfe. 

Here 
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Here  did  Ihe  drop  a  tear ;  here  in  this  place, 
I'll  fet  a  bank  of  Rue,  fowV  herb  of  grace  ; 
Rue,  ev'n  for  ruth,  here  Ihortly  fhall  be  feen. 
In  the  remembrance  of  a  weeping  Queen. 

lEx,  Gard,  and  Ser^i 


A    C    T  IV. 
SCENE,  in  LONDON. 

Entery  as  to  the  Parliament,  Bolingbroke,  Aumerle^ 
Northumberland,  Percy,  Fitzwater,  Surrey,  Bijhop 
of  Carlifle,  Jbbot  of  Weftminfter,  Herald,  Officers^ 
and  Bagot. 

Bolingbroke. 

CALL  Bagot  forth  :  now  freely  fpeak  thy  mind. 
What  thou  doft  know  of  noble  Glowers  death  j 
Who  wrought  it  with  the  King,  and  who  per-f 
form'd 

The  bfoody  office  of  his  timelefs  end. 

Bagot.  Then  fet  before  my  face  the  lord  Aumerle, 
Baling.  Coufin,ftand  forth,  and  look  upon  that  man,' 
Bagot.  My  lord  Aumerky  I  know  your  daring  tongue 
Scorns  to  unfay,  what  it  hath  once  delivered. 
In  that  dead  time  when  Glo'fer'^s  death  was  plotted, 
I  heard  you  fay,      Is  not  my  arm  of  length. 

That  reacheth  from  the  reilful  Englijh  Court 
"  As  far  as  Calais  to  my  uncle's  head  ?. 
Amongfl  much  other  talk  that  very  time, 
I  heard  you  fay,      You  rather  had  refufe, 
**  The  offer  of  an  hundred  thoufand  crowns, 

Than  Boli?ighroke  return  to  Engl  arid adding, 
**  How  blefl  this  Land  would  be  in  this  your  Coufin's 
death. 

Jum.  Princes,  and  noble  lords. 
What  anfwer  fhall  I  make  to  this  bafe  man  ? 

Shall 


^2         King  Richard  II; 

Shall  I  fo  much  difhonour  my  fair  ftars. 
On  equal  terms  to  give  him  chaftifement  ? 
,   Either  1  muft,  or  have  mine  honour  foil'd 
With  the  attainder  of  his  fland'rous  lips. 
There  is  my  Gage,  the  manual  feal  of  deaths 
That  marks  thee  out  for  hell.    Thou  lieft. 
And  ril  maintain  what  thou  haft  faid  is  falfe^ 
In  thy  heart- blood,  though  being  all  too  bafe 
To  ftain  the  temper  of  my  knightly  fword. 

Boling,  Bagotj  forbear  i  thou  (halt  not  take  it  up.' 

Au?n,  Excepting  one,  I  would  he  were  the  beft 
In  all  this  prefence  that  hath  mov'd  me  fo, 

Fitziu,  If  that  thy  valour  ftand  on  fympathies^ 
There  is  my  Gage,  Aumerle^  in  gage  to  thine  : 
By  that  fair  Sun,  that  (hews  me  where  thou  ftand'ft, 
I  heard  thee  fay,  and  vauntingly  thou  fpak'ft  it. 
That  thou  v/ert  caufe  of  noble  Glo'Jiers  death. 
If  thou  deny'ft  it,  twenty  times  thou  lieft  ; 
And  I  will  turn  thy  falfhood  to  thy  heart, 
Where  it  was  forged,  with  my  rapier's  point. 

Aum.  Thou  dar'ft  not,  coward,  live  to  fee  the  day. 

Fitziv.  Now,  by  my  foul,  I  would  it  were  this  houif, 

Aum,  Fitznvater,  Thou  artdamnM  to  hell  for  this, 

Percy,  Aumerky  thou  lieft  ;  his  honour  is  as  true. 
In  this  appeal,  as  thou  art  all  unjuft  ; 
And  that  thou  art  fo,  there  I  throw  my  Gage 
To  prove  it  on  thee,  to  th'extreameft  point 
Of  mortal  breathing.    Seize  it,  if  thou  dar'ft. 

Aim.  And  if  1  do  not,  may  my  hands  rot  ofT. 
And  never  brandifli  more  revengeful  fteel 
Over  the  glittering  helmet  of  my  foe! 
Who  fets  me  elfe  ?  by  heav'n.  Til  throw  at  alL 
I  have  a  thoufand  fpirits  in  my  breaft. 
To  anfwer  twenty  thoufand  fuch  as  you. 

Surrey.  My  lord  Fitzivater,  I  remember  well 
The  very  time  Aumerle  and  you  did  talk. 

Fitziju,  My  lord,  'tis  true :  you  were  in  prefence  then; 
And  you  can  witnefs  with  me,  this  is  true. 

Surrey.  As  falfe,  by  heav'n,  as  heav'n  it  felf  is  true. 

Fitz^*  Surrey^  thou  lieft, 

Surrey^ 
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Surrey.  Difhonourable  boy, 
That  Lie  ftiall  lye  fo  heavy  on  my  fword. 
That  it  fhall  render  vengeance  and  revenge. 
Till  thou  the  lie-giver,  and  that  Lie,  reft 
In  earth  as  quiet,  as  thy  father's  fculL 
In  proof  whereof,  there  is  mine  honour's  pawn  ; 
Engage  it  to  the  tryal,  if  thou  dar'ft. 

Fit%nx\  How  fondly  doft  thou  fpur  a  forward  horfe; 
If  I  dare  eat,  or  drink,  or  breathe,  or  live, 
I  dare  meet  Surrey  in  a  wildernefs, 
And  fpit  upon  him,  whilft  I  fay,  he  lies. 
And  lies,  and  lies:  there  is  my  bond  of  faith,. 
To  tie  thee  to  my  ftrong  corredion. 
As  I  intend  to  thrive  in  this  new  world, 
Aumerle  is  guilty  of  my  true  appeal. 
Befides,  I  heard  the  banifh'd  Norfolk  {ay^ 
That  thou,  Aumerky  didft  fend  two  of  thy  men 
To  execute  the  noble  Duke  at  Calais. 

Aum,  Some  honeft  chriftian  truft  me  with  a  Gage, 
That  Norfolk  lies  :  here  do  I  throw  down  this. 
If  he  may  be  repeal'd,  to  try  his  honour. 

Boling.  Thefe  DifFrences  fhall  all  reft  under  gage, 
Till  Norfolk  be  repeal'd :  repeal'd  he  ftiall  be  i 
And  though  mine  enemy,  reftor'd  again 
To  all  his  Signiories  ;  when  he's  return'd, 
Againft  Aumerle  we  will  enforce  his  tryal. 

Carl.  That  honourable  day  fhall  ne'er  be  feen. 
Many  a  time  hath  banifh'd  Norfolk  fought 
For  Jefu  Chrift,  in  glorious  chriftian  field 
Streaming  the  Enfign  of  the  chriftian  Crofs, 
Againft  black  Pagans,  Turks,  and  Saracens ; 
Then,  toil'd  with  works  of  war,  retir'd  himfelf 
To  Italy^  and  there  at  Venice  gave 
His  body  to  that  pleafant  Country's  earth, 
And  his  pure  foul  unto  his  captain  Chrift, 
Under  whofe  Colours  he  had  fought  fo  long, 

Boling.  Why,  Biftlop,  is  Norfolk  dead  ? 

CarL  Sure  as  I  live,  my  lord. 

Boling,  Sweet  peace  condud  his  foul 
To  th'  bofom  of  good  Abraham  !  —  Lords  appealants. 

Your 
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Your  dIfFVences  fhall  all  reft  under  gage. 
Till  we  affign  yoa  to  your  days  of  tryaL 

E?iter  York, 

Tork,  Great  Duke  of  Lancajier^  I  come  to  thee 
From  plume-pluckt  Richard^  who  with  willing  foul 
Adopts  thee  Heir,  and  his  high  Scepter  yields 
To  the  pofTeflion  of  thy  royal  hand. 
Afcend  his  Throne,  defcending  now  from  him^ 
And  long  live  Henry ^  of  that  name  the  Fourth  I 

Boling.  In  God's  name,  Fll  afcend  the  regal  throne, 
Carl.  Marry,  heav'n  forbid  ! 
Worft  in  this  royal  prefence  may  I  fpeak. 
Yet  beft  befeeming  me  to  fpeak  the  truth. 
Would  God,  that  any  in  this  noble  prefence 
Were  enough  noble  to  be  upright  j  udge 
Of  noble  Richard',  then  true  Noblenefs  would 
Learn  him  forbearance  from  fo  foul  a  wrong. 
What  Subjedl  can  give  Sentence  on  his  King  ? 
And  who  fits  here,  that  is  not  Richard's  Subjed  ? 
Thieves  are  not  judg'd,  but  they  are  by  to  hear^ 
Although  apparent  guilt  be  feen  in  them. 
And  fhall  the  figure  of  God's  Majefty, 
His  Captain,  Steward,  Deputy  eled. 
Anointed,  crown'd,  and  planted  many  year?,. 
Be  judg'd  by  fubjed  and  inferior  breath, 
And  he  himfelf  not  prefent  ?  oh,  forbid  it ! 
That  in  a  chriftian  climate,  fouls  refin'd 
Should  fhew  fo  heinous,  black,  obfcene  a  deed. 

I  fpeak  to  Subjeds,  and  a  Subjed  fpeaks. 

Stirr'd  up  by  heav'n,  thus  boldly  for  his  King. 

My  lord  of  Hereford  here,  whom  you  call  King^ 

Is  a  foul  traitor  to  proud  Hereford's  King. 

And  if  you  crown  him,  let  me  prophefie,  ' 

The  blood  of  Englijh  fhall  manure  the  ground^ 

And  future  ages  groan  for  this  foul  adl. 

Peace  fhall  go  fleep  with  Turks  and  Infidels, 

And  in  this  feat  of  peace,  tumultuous  wars 

Shall  kin  with  kin,  and  kind  with  kind,  confound, 

Diforder,  horror,  fear  and  mutiny 

Shall 
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Shall  here  inhabit,  and  this  Land  be  calPd 

The  field  of  Golgotha,  and  dead  men's  fculls. 

Oh,  if  you  rear  this  houfe  againfl  this  houfe, 

Jt  will  the  wofuileft  divifion  prove, 

That  ever  fell  upon  this  curfed  earth. 

Prevent,  refift  ir,  let  it  not  be  fo. 

Left  children's  children  cry  againft  you,  woe. 

North,  Well  have  you  argud,  Sir;  and  for  your 
pains, 

Of  capital  treafon  we  arreft  you  here. 

My  lord  of  Wejitnlnfier^  be  it  your  charge. 

To  keep  him  fafely  till  his  day  of  tryal. 

May't  pleafe  you,  lords,  to  grant  the  Commons'  fult  ? 
BoUng,  Fetch  hither  Richard,  that  in  common  view 

He  may  furrender  :  fo  we  fhall  proceed 

Without  fufpicion. 

York,  I  will  be  his  condu^.  \Exit^ 
Baling,  Lords,  you  that  are  here  under  our  Arreftj 

Procure  your  fureties  for  your  days  of  anfwer  ; 

Little  are  we  beholden  to  your  love. 

And  little  look'd  for  at  your  helping  hand&. 

Bnter  King  Richard,  and  York. 

K.  Rich,  Alack,  why  am  I  fent  for  to  a  King^ 
Before  I  have  fhook  off  the  regal  thoughts 
Wherewith  I  reign'd  ?  I  hardly  yet  have  learned 
T'infmuate,  flatter,  bow,  and  bend  my  knee.. 
Give  forrow  leave  a-while,  to  tutor  me 
To  this  fubmilTion.    Yet  I  well  remember 
The  Favours  of  thefe  men  :  were  they  not  mine  ? 
Did  they  not  fometime  cry,  all  hail !  to  me  ? 
So  ytidas  did  to  ChriJI:  but  he,  in  twelve. 
Found  truth  in  all,  but  one ;  I,  in  twelve  thoufand^ 
none. 

God  fave  the  King  ! — will  no  man  fay,  Amen? 
Am  I  both  prieft  and  dark?  well  then,  Amen. 
God  fave  the  King,  although  I  be  not  he : 
And  yet,  Jmen,  if  heav'n  do  think  him  me. 
To  do  what  fervice,  am  I  fent  for  hither  ? 
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TorL  To  do  that  office  of  thine  owa  good  wiH> 
Which  tired  Majefty  did  make  thee  offer : 
The  Refignation  of  thy  State  aad  Crown. 

K.  Rich.  Give  me  the  Crown. — Here,  coufin,  feizc 
the  Crown, 

Here,  on  this  fide,  my  hand  ;  on  that  fide,  thine. 
Now  is  this  golden  Crown  like  a  deep  well. 
That  owes  two  buckets,  filling  one  another  ^ 
The  emptier  ever  dancing  in  the  air. 
The  other  down,  unfeen  and  full  of  water; 
That  bucket  down,  and  full  of  tears,  am  I  v 
Drinking  my  griefs,  whilft  you  mount  up  on  high.- 

Baling,  I  thought  you  had  been  willing  to  refign. 

K.  Rich.  My  Crown,  I  am ;  but  flili  my  griefs  are 
mine : 

You  may  my  Glories,  and  my  State  depofe, 
But  not  my  griefs  ;  flill  am  I  King  of  tkofe. 
Baling.  Part  of  your  cares  you  give  me  with  your 
Crown. 

K,  Rich.  Your  cares,  fet  up,  do  not  pluck  my  cares 

down 

My  care,  is  lofs  of  care,  by  old  care  done  • 
Your  care,  is  gain  of  care,  by  new  care  won; 
The  cares  I  give,  I  have,  though  given  awayi 
They  tend  the  Crown,  yet  flill  with  me  they  flay* 

Baling,  Are  you  contented  to  refign  the  Crown  ? 

K.  Rich.  Ay,  no;  — no,  ay; — for  1  mull  Nothing  be s 
Therefore  no  No  ;  for  I  refign  to  thee. 
Now,  mark  me  how  I  will  undo  my  felf ; 
I  give  this  heavy  weight  from  off  my  head  ; 
And  this  unweildy  Scepter  from  my  hand  ; 
The  pride  of  kingly  fway  from  out  my  heart ; 
With  mine  own  tears  I  wafh  away  my  Balm  ; 
With  mine  own  hands  I  give  away  my  Crown  ; 
With  mine  own  tongue  deny  my  facred  State ; 
With  mine  own  breath  releafe  all  dutious  oathg; 
All  pomp  and  majefly  I  do  forfwear : 
My  manors,  rents,  revenues,  I  forego  : 
My  a6ls,  decrees,  and  flatutes  I  deny  : 
God  pardon  all  oaths,  that  are  broke  to  me ! 
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God  keep  all  vows  unbroke,  ar«  made  to  thee  f 
Make  me,  that  nothing  have,  with  nothing  griev'd. 
And  thou  with  all  pleas'd,  that  haft  all  atchiev*d ! 
Long  may'ft  thou  live  in  Richard\  Seat  to  fit, 
And  foon  lye  Richard  in  an  earthly  pit ! 
God  fave  King  Henry^  unkinged  Richard  fays. 
And  fend  him  many  years  of  Tun-ftiine  days  ! 
What  more  remains  > 

North,  No  more  ;  but  that  you  read 
Thefe  accufations,  and  thefe  grievous  crimes 
Committed  by  your  perfon,  and  your  followers, 
Againft  the  State  and  Profit  of  this  Land  : 
That,  by  confelhng  them,  the  fouls  of  men 
May  deem  that  you  are  worthily  depos'd. 

A".  Rich.  Muft  I  do  fo  ?  and  muft  1  ravel  out 
My  weav'd-up  follies?  Gentle  Northumberland^ 
If  thy  oiFences  were  upon  record > 
Would  it  not  fhame  thee,  in  fo  fair  a  troop,. 
To  read  a  ledure  of  them  ?  if  thou  would'ft,. 
There  fliould'ft  thou  find  one  heinous  article> 
Containing  the  depofing  of  a  King  ; 
And  cracking  the  ftrong  warrant  of  an  oath^ 
Mark'd  with  a  blot,  damn'd  in  the  book  of  heav'ii. 
Nay,  all  of  you,  that  ftand  and  look  upon  me, 
Whilft  that  my  wretchednefs  doth  bait  my  felf. 
Though  fome  of  you  with  Pilate  "wz.^  your  handv 
Shewing  an  outward  pity  ;  yet  you  Pilates 
Have  here  deliver'd  me  to  my  fow'r  Crofs, 
And  water  cannot  wafh  away  your  fin. 

North.  My  lord.,  difpatch ;  read  o'er  thefe  articles, 

K,  Rich,  Mine  eyes  are  full  of  tears :  I  cannot  fee.  i 
And  yet  fait- water  blinds  them  not  fo  much. 
But  they  can  fee  a  Sort  of  traitors  here. 
Nay,  if  I  turn  mine  eyes  upon  my  felf, 
I  find  my  felf  a  traitor  witK  the  reft  ; 
For  I  have  given  here  my  foul's  confent, 
T'undeck  the  pompous  body  of  a  King; 
Made  Glory  bafe  ;  a  Sovereign  a  flave  ; 
Proud  Majefty,  a  fubjed :  State,  a  peafant. 

North,  My  lord 

K.  Rich, 
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K,  Rich,  No  lord  of  thine,   thou  haught-infultbg 
man ; 

Nor  no  man's  lord  :  I  have  no  Name,  no  Title  ; 

No,  not  that  Name  was  giv'n  me  at  the  Font, 

But  'tis  ufurp'd.    Alack,  the  heavy  day, 

That  I  have  worn  fo  many  winters  out. 

And  know  not  now,  what  name  to  call  my  felf ! 

Oh,  that  I  were  a  mockery-King  of  fnow. 

Standing  before  the  Sun  of  Bolingbroke^ 

To  melt  my  felf  away  in  water-drops ! 

Good  King, — great  King,  —  (and  yet  not  greatly  good,) 

An  if  my  word  be  fterling  yet  in  Englmidy      SJo  Boling. 

Let  it  command  a  mirror  hither  ftraight. 

That  it  may  jfhew  me  what  a  face  I  have. 

Since  it  is  bankrupt  of  his  Majefty. 

Boling.  Go  fome  of  you,  and  fetch  a  looking-glafs. 

North,  Read  o'er  this  paper,  while  the  glafs  doth 
come. 

K.  Rich.  Fiend,  thou  torment'ft  me,  ere  I  come  to 
hell. 

Boling,  Urge  it  no  more,  my  lord  Northumberland, 
North,  The  Commons  will  not  then  be  fatisfy'd. 
K,  Rich,  They  fhall  be  fatisfy'd  :  I'll  read  enough. 
When  I  do  fee  the  very  Book,  indeed, 
Where  all  my  fms  are  writ,  and  that's  my  felf. 

Enter  Oney  ivith  a  Glafs. 
Give  me  that  Glafs,  and  therein  will  I  read. 
No  deeper  wrinkles  yet  ?  hath  Sorrow  flruck 
So  many  blows  upon  this  face  of  mine,  ^ 
And  made  no  deeper  wounds  ?  oh,  flatt'ring  Glafs  ! 
Like  to  my  Followers  in  profperity. 
Thou  doft  beguile  me.    Was  this  face,  the  face 
That  every  day  under  his  houfhold  roof 
Did  keep  ten  thoufand  men  ?  was  this  the  face^ 
That,  like  the  Sun,  did  make  beholders  wink  \ 
Is  this  the  face,  which  fac'd  fo  many  follies. 
That  was  at  laft  out-fac'd  by  Bolinghroke  ? 
A  brittle  Glory  fhineth  in  this  face  ; 

[Dajhei  tht  Glafs  againji  the  Ground. 
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As  brittle,  as  the  glory,  is  the  face ; 
p'or  there  it  is,  crackt  in  an  hundred  Ihivers. 
Mark,  iilent  King,  the  Moral  of  this  fport ; 
How  foon  my  foriow  hath  deflroy'd  my  face. 

Baling.  The  Ihadovv  of  your  forrow  hath  deflroy'd 
The  fhadow  of  your  face. 

K.  Rich.  Say  That  again. 
The  fhadow  of  my  forrow !  ha,  let's  fee  j 
'Tis  very  true,  my  grief  lies  all  within ; 
And  thefe  external  manners  of  laments 
Are  merely  ftiadows  to  the  unfeen  grief. 
That  fwells  with  filence  in  the  tortur'd  foul. 
There  lies  the  fubftance  :  and  I  thank  thee,  King, 
For  thy  great  bounty,  that  not  only  giv'ft 
Me  caufe  to  wail,  but  teacheft  me  the  way 
How  to  lament  the  caufe.    I'll  beg  one  boon ; 
And  then  be  gone,  and  trouble  you  no  more. 
Shall  I  obtain  it  ? 

Baling.  Name  it,  fair  Coulin. 

K.  Rich.  Fair  Coufm !  I  am  greater  than  a  King : 
For  when  I  was  a  King,  my  flatterers 
Were  then  but  Subjects ;  being  now  a  Subjedl, 
I  have  a  King  here  to  my  flatterer : 
Being  fo  great,  I  have  no  need  to  beg, 

Bolittg.  Yet  ask. 

K.  Rich.  And  fliall  I  have  ? 

Baling.  Youftiall. 

K.  Rich.  Then  give  me  leave  to  go* 
Baling.  Whither? 

K.  Rich.  Whither  you  will,  fo  I  were  from  your  fight. 
Baling.  Go  Some  of  you,  convey  him  to  the  fo^^er. 

K.  Rich.  Oh,  good !  convey :  Conveyers  are 

you  all, 

That  rife  thus  nimbly  by  a  true  King's  Fall. 

Boling.  On  Wednefday  next  we  folemnly  fet  down 
Our  Coronation  :  lords,  prepare  your  feives. 

[Ex.  all  hut  Abbot,  Bijhop  ^Carlifle  Aumerle. 

Abbat.  A  woeful  pageant  have  we  here  beheld. 

Bijhof,  The  woe's  to  come  5  the  children  yet  unborn 
Shall  feel  this  day  as  lharp  to  them  as  thorn, 

Aum% 
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jium.  You  holy  Clergy-men,  is  there  no  Plot 
To  rid  the  Realm  of  this  pernicious  blot  ? 

Jhbot.  Before  I  freely  fpeak  my  mind  herein. 
You  fhall  not  only  take  the  Sacrament, 
To  bury  mine  intents,  but  to  effect 
Whatever  I  fhall  happen  to  devife. 
I  fee,  your  brows  are  full  of  difcontent. 
Your  hearts  of  forrow,  and  your  eyes  of  tears. 
Come  home  with  me  to  fupper,  and  I'll  lay 
A  Plot,  lhall  (hew  us  all  a  merry  day.  [Exeunt, 


A   C   T  V. 

SCENE,  a  Street  in  London. 
Enter  ^een^  and  Ladies^ 

Q^U   E    E  N. 

THIS  way  the  King  will  come  :  this  is  the  way 
To  Julius  ill-ereded  Tow'r ; 

To  whofe  flint  bofommy  condemned  lord 
Is  doom'd  a  pri loner,  by  proud  Bolingbroke. 
Here  let  us  reft,  if  this  rebellious  earth 
Have  any  Relling  for  her  true  King's  Queen. 

Enter  King  Richard,  and  Guards. 

But  foft,  but  fee,  or  rather  do  not  fee. 

My  fair  rofe  wither ;  yet  look  up ;  behold. 

That  you  in  pity  may  dilTolve  to  dew, 

And  walh  him  frelh  again  with  true-love  tears. 

O  thou,  the  model  where  old  Troy  did  ftand, 

[To  K,  Rich. 

Thou  map  of  honour,  thou  King  Richard'^  tomb. 
And  not  King  Richard;  thou  moft  beauteous  Inn, 
Why  fhould  hard-favour'd  grief  be  lodged  in  thee. 
When  Triumph  is  become  an  ale-houfe  Gueft  ? 

K.  Rich. 
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K  Rich,  Join  not  with  grief,  fair  Woman,  do  not  fo. 
To  make  my  end  too  fudden :  learn,  good  foul. 
To  think  our  former  ftate  a  happy  dream. 
From  which  awak'd,  the  truth  of  what  we  are 
Shews  us  but  this*    I  am  fworn  brother.  Sweet, 
To  grim  Neceflity  ;  and  he  and  I 
Will  keep  a  league  till  death.    Hye  thee  to  France^ 
And  cloifter  thee  in  fomc  Religious  Houfe; 
Our  holy  lives,  muft  win  a  new  world's  Crown, 
Which  our  profane  hours  here  have  ftricken  down. 

^een.  What,  is  my  Richard  both  in  fhape  and  mind 
Transformed  and  weak  ?  hath  BoUnghroke  deposed 
Thine  intellect  ?  hath  he  been  in  thy  heart  ? 
The  Lion,  dying,  thrufteth  forth  his  paw, 
And  wounds  the  earth,  if  nothing  elfe,  with  rage 
To  be  o'erpow'r'd  :  and  wilt  thou,  pupil-like, 
Take  thy  correction  mildly,  kifs  the  rod. 
And  fawn  on  rage  with  bafe  humility, 
Which  art  a  Lion  and  a  King  of  beafts  ? 

K,  Rich,  A  King  of  beafts,  indeed;  if  aught  but 
beafts, 

I  had  been  ftill  a  happy  King  of  men. 

Good  fometime  Queen,  prepare  thee  hence  for  France ; 

Think,  I  am  dead  ;  and  that  ev'n  here  thou  tak'ft. 

As  from  my  death-  bed,  my  laft  living  Leave. 

In  winter's  tedious  nights  fit  by  the  £re 

With  good  old  folks,  and  let  them  tell  thee  Tales 

Of  woeful  ages,  long  ago  betid  : 

And  ere  you  bid  good  Night,  to  quit  their  grief. 

Tell  thou  the  lamentable  Fall  of  me. 

And  fend  the  hearers  weeping  to  tjieir  beds. 

For  why  ?  the  fenfelefs  brands  will  fympathize 

The  heavy  accent  of  thy  moving  tongue, 

And  in  compalTion  weep  the  fire  out : 

And  fome  will  mourn  in  afhes,  fome  coal-black. 

For  the  depofmg  of  a  rightful  King. 

Enter  Northumberland,  attended. 

North,  My  lord,  the  mind  of  BoUnghroke  is  chang'd : 
You  muft  to  Pomjrety  not  unto  the  To^er.  . 

And 
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And,  Madam,  there  is  order  ta'en  for  you : 
With  all  fwift  fpeed,  you  muft  away  to  France. 

K,  Rich.  NGrthumherland^  thou  ladder  wherewithal 
The  mounting  Bolinghroke  afcends  my  Throne, 
The  time  Ihall  not  be  many  hours  of  age 
More  than  it  is,  ere  foul  fm,  gathVing  head. 
Shall  break  into  corruption ;  thou  lhalt  think, 
Though  he  divide  the  Realm,  and  give  thee  half. 
It  is  too  little,  helping  him  to  all : 
And  he  fhall  think,  that  thou,  which  know'H  the  way 
To  plant  unrightful  Kings,  wilt  know  again, 
Being  ne'er  fo  little  urg'd,  another  way 
To  pluck  him  headlong  from  th'  ufurped  Throne. 
The  love  of  wicked  friends  converts  to  fear ; 
That  fear  to  hate  y  and  hate  turns  one,  or  both. 
To  worthy  danger,  and  deferved  death. 

North.  My  guilt  be  on  my  head,  and  there's  an  end  ! 
Take  leave  and  part,  for  youmuft  part  forthwith. 

K.  Rich.  Doubly  divorced  ?  Bad  men,  ye  violate 
A  two-fold  marriage ;  'twixt  my  crown  and  me  ; 
And  then  betwixt  me  and  my  married  wife. 
Let  me  unkifs  the  oath  'twixt  thee  and  me  : 

[To  the  ^een. 
And  yet  not  fo,  for  with  a  kifs  'twas  made, 
partus,  Northumberland:  I,  towards  the  North, 
Where  fhiv'ring  cold  and  ficknefs  pines  the  clime  : 
My  Queen  to  France ;  from  whence,  fet  forth  in  pomp. 
She  came  adorned  hither  l»ike  fweet  M^^y  i 
Sent  back  like  Hollonx^masy  or  fhorteft  day. 

^een.  And  mull  we  be  divided  ?  mull  we  part  ? 

K.  Rich.  Ay,  hand  from  hand,  my  Love,  and  heart 
from  heart, 

Queen.  Banilji  us  both,  and  fend  the  King  wath  mj?. 

North,  That  were  fome  Love,  but  little  Policy. 

^een.  Then  whither  he  goes,  thither  let  me  go. 

K.  Rich.  So  two  together  weeping,  jnake  one  woe. 
Weep  thou  for  me  in  France ;  I  for  thee  here  : 
Better  far  ofF ;  than  near,  be  ne'er  the  near. 
Go,  count  thv  way  with  fighs,  I  mine  with  groans. 

^een.  So  lonceft  way  fhall  have  the  longeil:  moans. 

K.  Rich. 
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K,  Rich.  Twice  for  one  ftep  Til  groan,  the  way  being 
fhort, 

And  piece  the  way  out  with  a  heavy  heart. 
Come,  come,  in  wooing  forrow  let's  be  brief; 
Since,  wedding  it,  there  is  fuch  length  in  grief  : 
One  kifs  fhall  llop  our  mouths,  and  dumbly  part ; 
Thus  give  I  mine,  and  thus  I. take  thy  heart.  [They  kifs. 
^een.  Give  me  mine  own  again ;  'twere  no  good 
part. 

To  take  on  me  to  keep,  and  kill  thy  heart.   [Kifs  again. 
So,  now  I  have  mine  own  again,  be  gone, 
That  I  may  ftrive  to  kill  it  with  a  groan. 

K.  Rich,  We  make  woe  wanton  with  this  fond  delay : 
Once  more,  adieu;  the  reft  let  forrow  fay.  [Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E,       Duke  of  York'i  Palace. 

Enter  York,  ajtd  his  Dutchef. 

DntchrVL  yr  Y  lord,  you  told  me,  you  would  tell  the 

iVl  reft, 
When  Weeping  made  you  break  the  ftory  oiF, 
Of  our  two  Coufms  coming  into  London. 

York.  Where  did  I  leave  ? 

Dutch,  At  that  fad  ftop,  my  lord, 
W'here  rude  mif-govern'd  hands,  from  window-topi 
Threw  duft  and  rubbifh  on  King  Richard's  head. 

York,  Then,  as  I  faid,  the  Duke,  great  Bolmghroke^ 
Mounted  upon  a  hot  and  fiery  fteed. 
Which  his  afpiring  rider  feem'd  to  know. 
With  flow,  but  ftately  pace,  kept  on  his  courfe  : 
While  all  tongues  cry 'd,  God  fave  thee,  BoUngbrokel 
You  wou'd  have  thought,  the  very  windows  fpake, 
So  many  greedy  looks  of  young  and  old 
Through  cafements  darted  their  d^iring  eyes 
Upon  his  Vifage  ;  and  that  all  the  walls 
With  painted  imagery  had  faid  at  once, 
Jefu  preferve  thee  I  welcome  BoUnghroke  ' 
Whilft  he,  from  one  fide  to  the  other  turning. 
Bare-headed,  lower  than  his  proud  fteed's  neck. 

Vol,  IV.  D  Be- 
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Befpoke  them  thus;  I  thank  you,  Country-men ; 
And  thus  flill  doing,  thus  he  paft  along. 

Dutch,  Alas !  poor  Richard,  where  rides  he  tlie  while  ? 

York.  As  in  a  Theatre,  the  eyes  of  men, 
After  a  well-grac'd  Ador  leaves  the  Stage, 
Are  idly  bent  on  him  that  enters  next, 
Thinking  his  prattle  to  be  tedious: 
Even  fo,  or  with  much  more  contempt,  men  s  eyes 
Did  fcowl  on  Richard;  no  man  cry'd,  God  fave  him . 
No  joyful  tongue  gave  him  his  welcome  home  ; 
But  dull  was  thrown  upon  his  facred  head ; 
Which  with  fuch  gentle  forrow  he  (hook  ofF, 
His  face  ftiU  combating  with  tears  and  fmiles, 
The  badees  of  his  grief  and  patience ;       ^    a  va 
?Iat  hadnotGod,^or  fome  ftrong  P-^f     j^^^/j  . 
The  hearts  of  men,  they  mull  perforce  have  melted  , 
And  barbarifm  itfelf  have  pitied  him. 
But  heaven  hath  a  hand  in  thefe  events. 
To  whofe  high  will  we  bound  our  calm  contents. 
To  Bolinzbroke  are  we  fworn  Subjeds  now, 
Whofe  State,  and  Honour,  I  for  aye  allow. 

Enter  Aumerle. 

Dutch  Here  comes  my  fon  Aimerle. 

vIrL  f  lS'fo!'being  Friend. 
And  Mrf  m  you  malfc.ll       R.d.'J  now  : 
Vam  in  pali.ment  pledge  for  h,s  .rath, 

*"^!S"«»;rX"«"".'"iSeyio,.»  now, 
-irwi:L"^"o'fwSr.Mrr«  spring  or 


Jum.  For  aught  I  know,  they  do. 
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York,  What  Seal  is  that,  which  hangs  without  thy 
bofom  ? 

Vea,  look'ft  thou  pale  ?  let  me  fee  the  Writing, 

Aum.  My  lord,  *tis  nothing. 

Tork,  No  matter  then  who  fees  it. 
I  will  be  fatisfied,  let  me  fee  the  Writing. 

Jum\  I  do  befeech  your  Grace  to  pardon  me. 
It  is  a  matter  of  fmall  confequence, 
Which  for  fome  reafons  I  would  not  have  feen, 

2V/^.  Which,  for  fome  reafons,  Sir,  I  mean  to  fee. 
I  fear,  I  fear  ■ 

Dutch,  What  (hould  you  fear,  my  lord  ? 
'Tis  nothing  but  fome  bond  he's  enter'd  into. 
For  gay  apparel,  againfl  the  triumph. 

Tork.  Bound  to  himfelf  ?  what  doth  he  with  a  bond. 
That  he  is  bound  to  ?  wife,  thou  art  a  fool. 
Boy,  let  me  fee  the  Writing! 

Jum.  I  do  befeech  you,  pardon  me ;  I  may  not 
(hew  it. 

Tork,  I  will  be  fatisfied,  let  me  fee  it,  I  fay. 

[Snatches  it,  mid  reads, 
Treafon  !  foul  treafon  !  villain,  traitor,  fiave  ! 

Dutch.  What's  the  matter,  my  lord? 

Tork,  Hoa,  who's  within  there  ?  faddle  my  horfe. 
Heav'n  for  his  mercy !  what  treachery  is  here  ? 

Dutch,  Why,  what  is't,  my  lord  ? 

Tork,  Give  me  my  boots,  I  fay:  faddle  my  horfe. 
Now  by  my  honour,  by  my  life,  my  troth, 
I  will  appeach  the  villain. 

Dutch.  What  is  the  matter  ? 

Tork,  Peace,  foolifh  woman. 

Dutch,  I  will  not  Peace  ;  what  is  the  matter,  fon  ? 

Auin,  Good  mother,  be  content  ;  it  is  no  more 
Than  my  poor  life  mull  anfvver ! 

Dutch,  Thy  life  anfwer ! 

Enter  Ser'vant  ^vith  Loots, 

Tork.  Bring  me  my  boots.   I  will  unto  the  King. 
Dutch.  Strike  him,  Aimerle.    (Poor  boy,  thou  art 
amaz'd.) 

D  2  Hence, 
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Kence,  villain,  never  more  come  in  my  fight. 

^Speaking  to  the  Ser^vanf^, 

York,  Give  me  my  boots. 

Dutch,  Why,  Torky  what  wilt  thou  do  ? 
"Wilt  thou  not  hide  the  trefpafs  of  thine  own  ? 
Have  wc  more  fons  ?  or  are  we  like  to  have  ? 
Js  not  my  teeming  date  drunk  up  with  time  ? 
And  wilt  thou  pluck  my  fair  fon  from  mine  age, 
And  rob  me  of  a  happy  mother's  name  ? 
I3  he  not  like  thee  ?  is  he  not  thine  own  ? 

York,  Thou  fond  mad -worn an, 
Wilt  thou  conceal  this  dark  Conspiracy  ? 
A  dozen  of  them  here  have  ta'en  the  Sacrament, 
And  interchangeably  have  fet  their  hands. 
To  kill  the  King  at  Oxford, 

Dutch,  He  fhall  be  none  : 
Well  keep  him  here ;  then  what  is  that  to  him  ? 

York.  Away,  fond  woman:  were  he  twenty  times 
My  fon,  1  would  appeach  him. 

Dutch,  Had  11  thou  groaned  for  him. 
As  I  have  done,  thou'dll  be  more  pitiful : 
But  now  I  know  thy  mind  ;  thou  doll  iufpeiSl, 
That  I  have  been  difloyal  to  thy  bed, 
And  that  he  is  a  baftard,  not  thy  fon  : 
Sweet  York,  fweet  hufband,  be  not  of  that  mind  : 
He  is  as  like  thee  as  a  man  may  be. 
Nor  like  to  me,  nor  any  of  my  kin. 
And  yet  I  love  him. 

York,  Make  way,  unruly  woman.  ^  {Exit, 

Dutch,  After,  Aumerk ;  mount  thee  upon  his  horfe  j  ' 
Spur  poft,  and  get  before  him  to  the  King, 
And  beg  thy  pardon,  ere  he  do  accufe  thee. 
J '11  not  be  long  behind  ;  though  I  be  old, 
J  doubt  not  but  to  ride  as  fail  as  York : 
And  never  will  I  rife  up  from  the  ground, 
'  rill  Bolhigbroke  have  pardon'd  thee.  Aw  ay.  {Exeunt. 
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(lo)  SCENE  changes  to  the  Csurt  at  WIndfor- 
CajUe. ' 

Enter  Bolingbroke,  Percy,  and  other  Lords. 

Boling.^^  A  N  no  man  tell  of  my  unthrifty  fon  ? 

' Tis  full  three  months,  fmce I  did  fee.  him  laft. 
If  any  plague  hang  over  us,  'tis  he  : 
I  would  to  heav'n,  my  lords,  he  might  be  found. 
Enquire  at  London,  'mong  the  taverns  there  : 
For  there,  they  fay,  he  daily  doth  frequent. 
With  unreftrained  loofe  Companions : 
Even  fuch,  they  fay,  as  fland  in  narrow  lanes, 
And  beat  our  watch,  and  rob  our  paffengers : 
While  he,  young,  wanton,  and  effeminate  boy. 
Takes  on  the  point  of  honour,  to  fupport 
So  dilfolute  a  Crew. 

Percy,  My  lord,  fome  two  days  fince  I  faw  the 
Prince, 

And  told  him  of  thefe  Triumphs  held  at  Oxford, 

Baling,  And  what  faid  the  Gallant  ? 

Percy,  His  anfwer  was,  he  would  unto  the  Stews, 
And  from  the  common'll  Creature  pluck  a  glove 
And  wear  it  as  a  favour,  and  with  that 
He  would  unhorfe  the  luftieft  Challenger. 

Baling,  As  difTolute  as  defpVate  ;  yet  through  both 

(lo)  Scene  changes  to  Oxford.]  This  Diftin6lion  of  Scenary, 
which  is  markM  in  none  of  the  former  Copies,  we  owe  to  the 
happy  Efforts  of  Mr.  Pope  in  his  Editions.  But  Indolence  and 
Induftry  work  the  fame  Effefts  upon  this  Gentleman  in  his 
Difcoveries,  and  are  both  the  Parents  of  Error.  'Tis  true,  the 
Turnaments,  prepared  for  the  Deflrudion  of  BoUngbrokey  v/ere 
appointed  at  Oxford,  and  thither  Btlingbroke  was  invited  by  the 
Confpirators.  But  the  Plot  was  difcovered  early  enough  to  pre- 
vent his  fetting  out  for  Oxford  5  and  the  Duke  of  York  im- 
peached his  Son  to  him,  and  Aumerle  likewife  accufed  himfelf, 
at  the  Caftle  of  Windfor,  where  Bolingbroke  then  refided,  as 
Mr.  Pope  might  have  feen  in  our  Englijh  Chronicles ;  anfil 
therefore  thither  I  have  removed  the  Scene. 

r>  3  I 
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I  fee  fome  fparks  of  hope  ;  which  elder  days 
May  happily  bring  forth.    But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Aumerle. 

J!um.  Where  is  the  King  ? 
Bolhig,  What  means  our  Coufin,  that  he  Hares, 
And  looks  fo  wildly  ? 

Jzifjj,  God  fave  your  Grace.    I  do  befeech  your  Ma- 
jefly. 

To  have  fome  conf 'rence  with  your  Grace  alone. 
Bollng,   Withdraw  your  felves,  and  leave  us  here 
alone. 

What  is  the  matter  with  our  Coufin  now  ? 

Jum.  For  ever  may  my  knees  grow  to  the  earth, 

[Knech. 

My  tongue  cleave  to  my  roof  within  my  mouth, 
Unlefs  a  pardon,  ere  I  rife  or  fpeak  f 

Bollng.  Intended,  or  committed  was  this  fault  ? 
If  but  the  £rll,  how  heinous  ere  it  be. 
To  win  thy  after-love,  I  pardon  thee. 

Aum.  Then  give  me  leave  that  I  may  turn  the  key,- 
That  no  man  enter  till  the  Tale  be  done. 

Bollng.  Have  thy  defire.  [York  <v:ithin^ 

York.  My  liege,  beware,  look  to  thyfelf, 
Thou  hafl  a  traitor  in  thy  prefence  there. 

Boling.  Villain,  I'll  make  thee  fafe. 

Jum.  Stay  thy  revengeful  hand,  thou  haft  no  caufe 
to  fear. 

York.  Op.en  the  door,  fecure,  fool-hardy  King  : 
Shall  I  for  love  fpeak  treafon  to  thy  face  \ 
Open  the  door,  or  I  will  break  it  open. 

Enter  York. 

Boling.  What  is  the  matter,  uncle  ?  fpeak,  take  breath  :. 
Tell  us  how  near  is  danger, 
That  we  may  arm  us  to  encounter  it. , 

York.  Perufc  this  writing  here,  and  thou  fhalt  knew 
The  Treafon  that  my  hafte  forbids  me  ftow. 

Aum.  Remember,  as  thou  read'ft,  thy  Promife  paft  : 
I  do  repent  me,  read  not  my  name  there. 

My 
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My  heart  is  not  confederate  with  my  hand. 

Tork,  Villain,  it  was,  ere  thy  hand  let  it  down 
I  tore  it  from  the  traytor's  bofom,  King, 
Fear,  and  not  love,  begets  his  penitence ; 
Forget  to  pity  him,  lelt  thy  pity  prove 
A  ferpent  that  will  fting  thee  to  the  heart. 

Boling.  O  heinous,  ftrong,  and  bold  confpJracy  ' 
O  loyal  father  of  a  treachVoiis  fon ! 
Thou  clear,  immaculate,  and  filver  fountain, 
From  whence  this  ftream,  through  muddy  paffage?. 
Hath  had  his  current,  and  defil'd  himfelf, 
-  Thy  overflow  of  good  converts  the  bad  ;  (i  i) 
And  thine  abundant  goodnefs  fhall  excufe 
This  deadly  blot,  in  thy  digrelTmg  fon. 

York.  So  (hall  my  virtue  be  his  vice's  bawd, 
And  he  lhall  fpend  mine  honour  with  his  fhame  i 
As  thriftlefs  fons  their  fcraping  fathers'  gold. 
Mine  honour  lives,  when  his  difhonour  dies : 
Or  my  fham'd  life  in  his  difhonour  lies : 
Thou  kill'ft  me  in  his  life  ;  giving  him  breath> 
The  traytor  lives,  the  true  man's  put  to  death. 

\P  lit  chefs  idthhn 

Dutch.  What  ho,  my  Liege !  for  heav'n's  fake,  let 
me  in. 

Boling,  What  fhrill-voic'd  Suppliant  makes  this  eagei 
^cry? 

Dutch,  A  woman,  and  thine  aunt,  great  King,  'tis  i. 
Speak  with  me,  pity  me,  open  the  door ; 
A  beggar  begs  that  never  begg'd  before. 

Boling,  Our  Scene  is  alter'd  from  a  fedous  thing. 
And  now  chang'd  to  the  Beggar,  and  the  King  ; 
My  dang'rous  CouHn,  let  your  mother  in  ; 
I  know,  fhe's  come  to  pray  for  your  foul  fin. 

(11)  Ti&y  Q'verfiow  of  Good  concern  to  Bad.J  This  Is  the 
Reading  of  all  the  printed  Copies  in  general  j^nd  I  never  'till 
lately  fufpeded  its  being  faulty.  The  Reafoning  is  disjointed, 
and  inconclufive :  My  Emendation  makes  it  clear  and  of  a 
piece.      Thy  Overflow  of  Good  changes  the  Complexion  of 

thy  Son's  Guilt  j  and  thy  Goodnefs,  being  fo  abundant,  (hall 

excufe  his  Trefpaf*, 

D  4  Mr 
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TorL  If  thou  do  pardon,  whofoever  pray, 
More  fins  for  his  forgivenefs  profper  may  ; 
This  fefter'd  joint  cut  off,  the  reft  is  found  ; 
This,  let  alone,  will  all  the  reft  confound. 

Enter  Dutchefs, 

Dutch.  O  King,  believe  not  this  hard-hearted  man  i 
Love,  loving  not  it  feif,  none  other  can. 
Tork.  Thou  frantick  woman,  what  doft  thou  do- 
hcre  ? 

Shall  thy  old  dugs  once  more  a  traytor  rear  ? 

Dutch.  Sweet  21?r^,  be  patient  ^  hear  me,  gentle  Liege. 

\K:neds.. 

Boling,  Rife  up,  good  aunt. 

Dutch.  Not  yet,  I  thee  befeech ; 
For  ever  will  I  kneel  upon  my  knees, 
j^nd  never  fee  day  that  the  happy  fees, 
'Till  thou  give  joy ;  until  thou  bid  me  joy, 
By  pard'ning  Rutland,  my  tranfgrefhng  boy. 

Aum,  Unto  my  mother's  pray'rs  I  bend  my  knee. 

[^Kneels. 

TorL  Agalnft  them  Both,  my  true  joints  bended  be. 

Ill  may'ft  thou  thrive,  if  thou  grant  any  grace  ! 

Dutch.  Pleads  he  in  earneft  ?  look  upon  his  face ; 
His  eyes  do  drop  no  tears,  his  pray'r's  in  jeft ; 
His  words  come  from  his  mouth,  ours  from  our  breaft  : 
He  prays  but  faintly,  and  would  be  deny'd  ; 
We  pray  with  heart  and  foul,  and  all  befide. 
His  weary  joints  would  gladly  rife,  I  know ; 
Our  knees  fhall  kneel,  till  to  the  ground  they  grow. 
His  pray'rs  are  full  of  falfe  hypocrifie. 
Ours  of  true  zeal,  and  deep  integrity  ; 
Our  pray'rs  do  out-pray  his ;  then  let  them  crave 
That  mercy,  which  true  prayers  ought  to  have. 

Boling.  Good  aunt,  ftand  up. 

Dutch.  Nay,  do  not  fay,  ftand  up, 
But  pardon  iirft  ;  fay  afterwards,  ftand  up. 
An  if  I  were  thy  nurfe,  thy  tongue  to  teach. 
Pardon  fliould  be  the  firft  word  of  thy  fpeech. 
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I  never  long'd  to  hear  a  word  till  now  : 

Say,  Pardon,  King ;  let  pity  teach  thee  how. 

Baling,  Good  aunt,  ftand  up, 

Dutch.  I  do  not  fue  to  ftand, 
Pardon  is  all  the  fuit  I  have  in  hand. 

Baling,  I  pardon  him,  as  heav'n  (hall  pardon  me 

Dutch,  O  happy  vantage  of  a  kneeling  knee  I 
Yet  am  I  fick  for  fear ;  fpeak  it  again  : 
Twice  faying  pardon,  doth  not  pardon  twain. 
But  makes  one  pardon  ftrong. 
The  word  is  fhort,  but  not  fo  fhort  as  fweet ; 
No  word  like  pardon,  for  Kings  mouths  fo  meet. 

Tork,  Speak  it  in  French,  King ;  fay,  ?ardonne%  may, 

Dutch.  Doft  thou  teach  parclon,  pardon  to  deftroy  ^ 
Ah,  my  fow'r  husband,  my  hard-hearted  lord. 
That  fet'ft  the  word  it  felf,  againft  the  word. 
Speak  pardon,  as  'tis  current  in  our  land  ; 
The  chopping  French  we  do  not  underftand. 
Thine  eye  begins  to  fpeak,  fet  thy  tongue  there : 
Or,  in  thy  piteous  heart,  plant  thou  thine  ear ; 
That,  healing  how  our  plaints  and  prayers  do  pierce. 
Pity  may  move  thee  pardon  to  rehearfe. 

Baling,  With  all  my  heart 
I  pardon  him. 

Dutch,  A  God  on  earth  thou  art. 

Baling.  But  for  our  trufty  brother-in-law,  the 

Abbot,  (12) 

With  all  the  reft  of  that  conforted  crew, 
Deftruftion  ftraight  ftiall  dog  them  at  the  heels. 
Good  Uncle,  help  to  order  fever al  Powers 

{12)  But  for  6ur  trufiy  Brother-in-law,  — ^i'tf  Abbot  J 

Without  thefe  Marks  of  Disjundlion,  which  I  have  thought 
proper  -  to  add,  the  Abbot  here  mentioned  and  BcIiiJghroke% 
Brother-inirlaw  feem  to  be  one  and  the  fame  Perfon  :  but  this 
was  not  the  Cafe.  The  Abbot  of  Wefiminfier  was  an  Ecclefi- 
aftic  5  but  the  Brother-in-law,  meant,  was  yobn  Duke  of  Exeter 
and  Earl  of  Huntingdon,  (own  Brother  to  King  Richard  II.)  and 
Who  had  married  with  the  Lady  Eii^akuh  Sifter  to  Henry  of 
fiQlingbrQke^ 

D  5  T# 
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To  Oxford,  or  where- e'er  thefe  tray  tors  are. 
They  (hall  not  live  within  this  world,  I  fwear; 
But  I  will  have  them,  if  \  once  know  where.  ' 
Uncle,  farewel ;  and  coufin  too,  adieu ; 
Your  n:other  well  hath  pray'd,  and  prove  you  true. 
Dutch,  Come,  my  old  fon  ;  I  pray  heav'n  make  thee 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Exton  and  a  Sernjmit. 

Extcn.  Didll  thou  not  mark  the  King,  what  words 
he  fpake  ? 

Have  I  no  friend  will  rid  me  of  this  living  fear  > 
Was  it  not  fo  ? 

Ser^j.  Thofe  were  his  very  words. 

Ext  on,  ''Have  I  no  friend  ?  qiioth  he;  he  fnakc 

it  twice, 

y\nd  urg'd  it  twice  together;  did  he  not? 
Ser'v.  He  did. 

Exton.  And  ipeaking  it,  he  wiilly  look'd  on  me, 

As  who  fhall  fay,  I  would,  thou  wert  the  man, 

That  would  divorce  this  terror  from  my  heart  ,• 

Meaning  the  King  at  Pomfret.    Come,  let's  go  : 

a  m  the  King's  friend,  and  will  rid  his  foe.  {Exeunt, 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Prifon  al  Pom  fret 
Cajile. 

Enter  King  Richard. 

I Have  been  fludying,  how  to  compare 
This  prifon,  where  I  live,  unto  the  world  ^ 
And,  for  becaufe  the  world  is  populous, 
And  here  is  not  a  creature  but  my  felf, 
1  cannot  do  it ;  yet  I'll  hammer  on't. 
My  brain  Til  prove  the  female  to  my  foul. 
My  foal,  the  father ;  and  thefe  two  beget 
A  generation  of  Itill-breeding  thoughts ; 
And  thefe  fame  thoughts  people  this  little  wprld  j 
tn  humour,  like  the  people  of  this  world, 
f  or  no  thought  is  contented.    The  better  fort, 
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(As  thoughts,  of  things  divine,)  are  intermixt 
With  fcruples,  and  do  fet  the  word  it  felf 
Againft  the  word ;  as  thus ;  Comey  little  ones  ;  and  then 
again, 

//  //  as  hard  to  come,  as  for  a  Camel 
*T 0  thread  the  pojiern  of  a  needle's  eye. 
Thoughts,  tending  to  ambition,  they  do  plot 
Unlikely  wonders ;  how  thefe  vain  weak  naik 
May  tear  a  pafTage  through  the  flinty  ribs 
Of  this  hard  world,  my  ragged  prifon- walls : 
And,  for  they  cannot,  die  in  their  own  pride* 
Thoughts  tending  to  Content,  flatter  themfelves. 
That  they  are  not  the  firft  of  fortune's  flaves, 
And  lhall  not  be  the  laft  :  (Like  filly  beggars. 
Who,  fitting  in  the  Stocks,  refuge  their  Ihame 
That  many  have,  and  others  muft  fit  there ;) 
And,  in  this  thought,  they  find  a  kind  of  eafe. 
Bearing  their  own  misfortune  on  the  back 
Of  fuch  as  have  before  endur'd  the  like. 
Thus  play  I,  in  one  prifon,  many  people. 
And  none  contented.    Sometimes  am  1  King, 
Then  treafon  makes  me  wifh  my  felf  a  beggar. 
And  fo  I  am.    Then  crufhing  penury 
Perfuades  me,  I  was  better  when  a  King ; 
Then  am  I  king'd  again ;  and  by  and  by. 
Think,  that  I  amunking'dby  BoUngbrokey 

And  ftreight  am  nothing          but  what-e'er  I  am. 

Nor  I,  nor  any  man,  that  but  man  is. 

With  nothing  ihall  be  pleas'd,  till  he  be  eas'd 

With  being  nothing  —  Mufick  do  I  hear  ?  \},'lafich. 

Ha,  ha  ;  keep  time    how  fow'r  fv/eet  mufick  is^ 

When  time  is  broke,  and  no  proportion  kept  ? 

So  is  it  in  the  mufick  of  mens'  lives. 

And  here  have  I  the  daintinefs  of  ear. 

To  check  time  broke  in  a  diforder'd  flring  ; 

But  for  the  concord  of  my  ftate  and  time. 

Had  not  an  ear  to  hear  my  true  time  broke  ; 

I  wafted  time,  and  now  doth  tirne  wafle  me. 

For  now  hath  time  made  me  his  numbring  clock  : 

My  thoughts  are  minutes ;  and  with  fighs  they  jar. 

Their 
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Their  watches  to  mine  eyes  the  outward  watch ; 

Whereto  my  finger,  like  a  dial's  point, 

Is  pointing  ilill,  in  cleanfing  them  from  tears » 

Now,  Sir,  the  founds,  that  tell  what  hour  it  is. 

Are  clamorous  groans,  that  ftrike  upon  my  heart. 

Which  is  the  b.^^11 ;  fo  fighs,  and  tears,  and  groans. 

Shew  minutes,  hours,  and  times  — O,  but  my  time 

Runs  polling  on,  in  Bolingbrokes  proud  joy, 

While  I  Hand  fooling  here,  his  jack  o*th'  clock. 

This  mufick  mads  me,  let  it  found  no  more  ; 

For  though  it  have  help'd  mad  men  to  their  wits. 

In  me,  it  feems,  it  will  make  wife  men  mad. 

Yet  blelfmg  on  his  heart,  that  gives  it  me  ! 

For  'tis  a  fign  of  love ;  and  love  to  Richard 

Js  a  ftrange  brooch,  in  this  all-hating  world. 

^  Enter  Groom* 

Groom.  Hail,  royal  Prince  ! 

K,  Rich.  Thanks,  noble  Peer. 
The  cheapeft  of  us  is  ten  groats  too  dear. 
What  art  ?  how  com' ft  thou  hither  ? 
Where  no  man  ever  comes,  but  that  fad  Drudge,  ( 1 3) 
That  brings  me  food,  to  make  misfortune  live  ? 

Groom.  I  was  a  poor  groom  of  thy  liable,  King, 
When  thou  wert  King  ;  who  travelling  tow'rds  Tork, 
With  much  ado,  at  length  have  gotten  leave 
To  look  upon  my  fometime  Mafter's  face. 
O,  how  it  yearn'd  my  heart,  when  I  beheld. 
In  London  ftreets,  that  Coronation  day ; 
When  Bolinghroke  rode  on  Roan  Barbary, 
That  horfe,  that  thou  fo  often  haft  beftrid  ; 
That  horfe,  that  I  fo  carefully  have  drefs'd. 

K.  Rich.  Rode  he  on  Barbary  ?  tell  me,  gentle  friend. 
How  went  he  under  him  ? 

(13)  fVbere  no  Man  ever  comes y  ht*t  that  fad  Dog]  I  have  ven- 
turM  at  a  Change  here,  againft  the  Authority  of  the  Copies, 
by  the  Diredlion  of  Mr.  JVarburton,  Indeed,  fad  Dog  favours 
too  much  cf  the  Comedian,  the  Oratory  of  the  late  facetious 
Mr.  Fenkethman.  And  Drudge  is  the  Word  of  Contempt,  which 
our  Author  chufes  to  ufe  on  oth^r  like  Ocwfions, 

Groom. 
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Groom.  So  proudly,  as  he  had  difdain'd  the  ground. 

K.  Rich,  So  proud,  that  BoUngbroke  was  on  his  back  ! 
That  jade  had  eat  bread  from  my  royal  hand. 
This  hand  hath  made  him  proud  with  clapping  him. 
Would  he  not  ftumble  ?  would  he  not  fall  down, 
(Since  Pride  muft  have  a  fall)  and  break  the  neck 
Of  that  proud  man,  that  did  ufurp  his  back  ? 
Forgivenefs,  horfe  ;  why  do  I  rail  on  thee. 
Since  thou,  created  to  be  aw'dby  man, 
Waft  born  to  bear  ?  I  was  not  made  a  horfe  ; 
And  yet  I  bear  a  burthen  like  an  afs ; 
Spur-gaird,  and  tir'd,  by  jaunting  BoUngbroke. 

Enter  Keeper^  njoith  a  dijh. 

Keep.  Fellow,  give  place    here  is  no  longer  ftay. 

\Jo  the  Groom, 
K.  Rich,  If  thou  love  me,  'tis  time  thou  wert  away. 
Groom,  What  my  tongue  dares  not,  that  my  heart  lhall 
fay.  ^Exit, 
Keep.  My  lord,  wilPt  pleafe  you  to  fall  to  I 
K,  Rich.  Tafte  of  it  firft,  as  thou  wert  wont  to  do. 
Keep.  My  lord,  I  dare  not ;  for  Sir  Pierce  of  Exton^ 
Who  late  came  from  the  King,  commands  the  contrary. 
*     AT.  Rich,  The  Dev'l  take  Henry  of  Lancafter^  and 
thee  ! 

Patience  is  ftale,  and  I  am  weary  of  it. 

l^Beats  the  Keeper. 

Keep,  Help,  help,  help  !      ■  - 

Enter  Exton,  and  Ser^vants, 

K.  Rich.  How  now  ?  what  means  death  in  this  rude 
alTault  ? 

Wretch,  thine  own  hand  yields  thy  death's  inftrument; 

[Snatching  a  Siuord. 
Go  thou,  and  fill  another  room  in  hell.     {^Kills  another. 

[Exton  ftrikes  him  dowon. 
That  hand  fhall  burn  in  never- quenching  fire. 
That  ftaggers  thus  my  perfon :  thy  fierce  hand 
Hath  with  the  King's  blood  ftain'd  the  King's  own  Land. 

Mounts 
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Mount,  mount,  my  foal !  thy  feat  is  up  on  high  ; 
Whilft  my  grofs  flefh  fmks  downward,  here  to  die, 

[Dies. 

Exion.  As  full  of  valour,  as  of  royal  blood; 
Both  have  I  fpilt :  Oh,  would  the  deed  were  good ! 
For  now  the  devil,  that  told  me,  I  did  well. 
Says,  that  this  deed  is  chronicled  in  hell. 
This  dead  King  to  the  living  King  Til  bear  ; 
Take  hence  the  reft,  and  give  them  burial  here. 

{Exeunt* 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Court  at  Windfor. 

TlGiirlJh:  Enter  Bolingbroke,  York,  woith  other  Lords 
and  attendants, 

Bo/ing,T7'lnd  Uncle  Tor^,  the  lateft  news  we  hear. 

Is,  that  the  Rebels  have  confum'd  with  fire 
Our  town  of  Cicejier  in  Gloucefitrfhire  ; 
But  whether  they  be  ta'en  or  flain,  we  hear  not. 

Enter  Northumberland. 

Welcome,  my  lord  :  what  is  the  news  ? 

'North.  Firft  to  thy  facred  State  wifh  I  all  happinefs ; 
The  next  news  is,  1  have  to  London  fent 
The  heads  of  Sarjhury,  Spencer^  Blunt ^  and  Kent  : 
The  manner  of  their  taking  may  appear 
At  large  difcourfed  in  this  paper  here. 

{Prefenting  a  Paper. 

Bolhig,  We  thank  thee,  gentle  Percy^  for  thy  pains^, 
And  to  thy  worth  will  add  right-worthy  gains. 

Enter  Fit  z- water. 

Fiiz-nv,  My  lord,  I  have  from  Oxford  fent  to  Londoc'i 
The  heads  of  Broccas^  and  Sir  Bennet  Seely  ; 
Two  of  the  dangerous  conforted  tray  tors. 
That  fought  at  Oxford  ttiy  dire  overthrow. 

Boiing.  Thy  pains,  Fit^-^ater^  fhali  not  be  forgot. 
Right  noble  is  thy  merit,  well  I  wot. 
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Inter  Percy,  and  the  Bljhop  of  Carlifle. 

Percy,  The  grand  Confpirator,  Abhot  of  Wejlminjlevj 
Vv'^ith  clog  of  confcience,  and  four  melancholy, 
Hath  yielded  up  his  body  to  the  Grave  : 
But  here  is  CarliJIe,  living  to  abide 
Thy  kingly  doom^  and  fentence  of  his  pride, 

Boling.  Carli/e,  this  is  your  doom  : 
Chufe  out  fome  fecret  place,  fome  reverend  roonn 
More  than  thou  haft,  and  with  it  joy  thy  life  ; 
So,  if  thou  liv'll  in  peace,  die  free  from  ftrifc. 
For  though  mine  enemy  thou  haft  ever  been. 
High  fparks  of  honour  in  thee  I  have  feen. 

Enter  Exton,  uoith  a  coffin. 

Extcn .  Great  King,  v/ithin  this  Coffin  I  prcfent 
Thy  bury'd  fear.    Herein  all  breathlefs  lies 
The  mightieft  of  thy  greateft  enemies, 
Richard  of  Bourdeaiix,  by  me  hither  brought. 

Boling.  Exton.,  I  thank  thee  not ;  for  thou  haft  v/rought 
A  deed  of  flander  with  thy  fatal  hand, 
Upon  my  head,  and  all  this  famous  Land. 

Exton.  From  your  own  mouth,  my  Lord,  did  I  this 
deed. 

BoIi?ig.  They  love  not  poifon,  that  do  poifon  need ; 
Nor  do  I  thee  ;  though  I  did  wifti  him  dead, 
I  hate  the  murthVer,  love  him  murthered. 
The  Guilt  of  Confcience  take  thou  for  thy  labour. 
But  neither  my  good  v/ord,  nor  princely  favour. 
With  Cain  go  wander  through  the  ftiade  of  night. 
And  never  mew  thy  head  by  day,  or  light. 
Lords,  I  proteft,  my  foul  is  full  of  woe. 
That  blood  ftiould  fprinkle  me,  to  make  me  grow« 
Come,  mourn  with  me  for  what  I  do  lament, 
And  put  on  fulien  Black,  incontinent : 
I'll  make  a  voyage  to  the  Holy-land, 
To  wafn  this  blood  ofF  from  my  guilty  hand. 
March  fadly  after,  grace  my  Mourning  here. 
In  weeping  over  this  untimely  bier,         [Exeunt  om?ies. 
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A   C  T  I. 

SCENE,    the  Court  Z;^  London. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Lord  John  of  Lancafter,  Earl' 
of  Weftmorland,  and  others. 

King  Henry. 

O  fhaken  as  we  are,  fo  wan  with  Care, 
Find  we  a  time  for  frighted  peace  to  pant. 
And  breathe  fhort-winded  accents  of  new- 
broils 

To  be  conimenc'd  in  flronds  a- far  re- 
mote. 

(i)  The  ifl  PartofUQmy  IV.]  The  Tranfaaions,  eontain'd 
in  this  hiftorical  Drama,  are  comprized  within  the  Period  oi 
about  ID  Months  :  For  the  Aftion  commences  with  the  News 
brought  of  Hotfpur  having  defeated  the  Scott  under  Archibald 
Earl  Douglas  at  Holmedon,  (or  HalidoivTt'hvW)  which  Battle  was 
fought  on  Holy  rood- d2Ly,  (the  14th  of  September,)  1402  :  and 
it  clofes  with  the  Defeat  and  Death  of  Hotfp  ur  it  Sbrewsburv  : 
which  Engagement  happenM  on  Saturday  the  aift  of  July  {ths- 
Eve  of  St.  Mary  Magdalen)  m  the  Vcar  1403, 
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No  more  the  thirfly  entrance  of  this  Soil 

Shall  damp  her  lips  with  her  own  children's  blood 

No  more  (hall  trenching  war  channel  her  fields^ 

Nor  bruife  her  flowrets  with  the  armed  hoofs 

Of  hoftile  paces.    Thofe  oppofed  eyes, 

Which,  like  the  meteors  of  a  troubled  heav'n. 

All  of  one  nature,  of  one  fubftance  bred. 

Did  lately  meet  in  the  inceftine  fhock 

And  furious  clofe  of  civil  butchery. 

Shall  now,  in  mutual,  well-befeeming,  ranks 

March  all  one  way  ;  and  be  no  more  opposed 

Againft  acquaintance,  kindred,  and  allies  : 

The  edge  oP  war,  like  an  ill-lheathed  knife, 

No  more  fhall  cut  his  mafter.    Therefore,  friends. 

As  far  as  to  the  fepulchre  of  Chrifl, 

(Whofe  foldier  now,  under  whofe  blefTed  Crofs 

We  are  impreiTed,  and  engag'd  to  fight) 

Forthwith  a  Power  of  Englijh  fhall  we  levy  5 

Whofe  arms  were  moulded  in  their  mothers'  womb 

To  chafe  thefe  Pagans,  in  thofe  holy  fields 

Over  whofe  acres  walk'd  thofe  blclTed  feet. 

Which,  fourteen  hundred  years  ago,  were  nail'd 

For  our  advantage  on  the  bitter  Crofs. 

But  this  our  purpofe  is  a  twelvemonth  old^ 

And  bootlefs  'tis  to  tell  you  we  will  go. 

Therefore,  we  meet  not  now  :  Then  let  me  hear. 

Of  you  my  gentle  Coufin  Wejimorland, 

What  yeflernight  our  Council  did  decree, 

In  forwarding  this  dear  expedience. 

Weji,  My  Liege,  this  hafle  was  hot  in  queftion, 
And  many  limits  of  the  Charge  fet  down 
But  yefternight :  when,  all  athwart,  there  came 
A  Poll  from  IVales,  loaden  with  heavy  news ; 
Whofe  worft  was,  that  the  noble  Mortimer^ 
Leading  the  men  of  Hereford/hire  to  fight 
Againft  th'  irregular  and  wild  Glendo'wer^ 
Was  by  the  rude  hands  of  that  Weljbman  taken  ; 
A  thoufand  of  his  people  butchered. 
Upon  whofe  dead  corps  there  was  fuch  mifufc, 
Suchbeaftly,  ihamelefs  transformation, 
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By  thofe  Weljhnjoomen  done,  as  may  not  be. 
Without  much  lhame,  re- told  or  fpoken  of. 

Henry.  It  feems  then,  that  the  tidings  of  this  broil 
Brake  off  our  bufmefs  for  the  holy  Land. 

Weft,  This,  matcht  with  other,  did,  my  gracious  lord ; 
For  more  uneven  and  unwelcome  news 
Came  from  the  North,  and  thus  it  did  import. 
On  holy-rood  day,  the  gallant  Hot-fpur  there. 
Young  Harry- Per cyy  and  brave  Archibaldy 
That  ever- valiant  and  approved  Scot^ 
At  Holmedon  (pent  a  fad  and  bloody  hour : 
As  by  difcharge  of  their  artillery. 
And  fhape  of  likelihood,  the  news  was  told ; 
For  he,  that  brought  it,  in  the  very  heat 
And  pride  of  their  contention,  did  take  horfc. 
Uncertain  of  the  iffue  any  way. 

K.  Henry,  Here  is  a  dear  and  true-induftrious  friend. 
Sir  Waiter  Blunt,  new  lighted  from  his  horfe, 
Stain'd  with  the  variation  of  each  foil 
Betwixt  that  Holmedon^  and  this  Seat  of  ours  : 
And  he  hath  brought  us  fmooth  and  welcome  news. 
The  Earl  of  Do^jglas  is  difcomfited ; 
Ten  thoufand  bold  ScQtSy  three  and  twenty  Knights, 
Balk'd  in  their  own  blood  did  Sir  Walter  fee 
On  Holmedon  s  plains.    Of  prifoners,  Hot-fpur  took 
Mordake  the  Earl  of  Fife,  and  eldefl  fon 
To  beaten  Do^-wglas,  and  the  Earls  of  AthoU 
Of  Miirry,  Angus,  and  Menteith, 
And  is  not  this  an  honourable  fpoil  ? 
A  gallant  prize  ?  ha,  coufm,  is  it  not  ? 

Weft.  In  faith,  a  conquell  for  a  Prince  to  boafl:  of. 

K.  Henry,  Yea,  there  thou  mak'ft  me  fad,  and  mak'fl 
me  fin 

In  Envy,  that  my  lord  Northumberland 
\     Should  be  the  father  of  fo  bleft  a  fon  : 

A  fon,  who  is  the  theam  of  Honour's  tongue  : 
Amongft  a  grove,  the  very  ftraighteft  plant ; 
Who  is  fweet  Fortune's  Minion,  and  her  Pride : 
Whilft  I,  by  looking  on  the  praife  of  him, 
See  riot  and  diftionour  ftain  the  brow 

Of 
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Of  my  young  Harry.    O  could  it  be  provM, 
That  fome  night-tripping  Fairy  had  exchanged, 
In  cradle-cloachs,  our  children  where  they  lay, 
And  caird  mine  Percy,  his  Flantagenet ; 
Then  would  I  have  his  Harry,  and  he  mine. 

But  let  him  from  my  thoughts.  What  think  you, 

Coufm, 

Of  this  young  Percys  pride  ?  the  prifoners, 
Which  he  in  this  adventure  hath  furpriz'd. 
To  his  own  ufe  he  keeps,  and  fends  me  word, 
I  fhall  have  none  but  Mordake  Earl  of  Fife. 

Weft.  This  is  his  uncle's  teaching,  this  is  Worcejier, 
Malevolent  to  you  in  all  afpeds ; 
Which  makes  him  prune  himfelf,  and  briflle  up 
The  Creft  of  youth  againft  your  Dignity. 

K.  Henry.  But  I  have  fent  for  him  to  anfwer  this 
And  for  this  caufe  a  while  we  mull  negledt 
Our  holy  purpofe  to  J erufakm. 
Coufm,  on  V/ednefday  next,  our  Council  we 
Will  hold  at  Wind/or,  fo  inform  the  lords : 
But  come  your  fslf  with  fpeed  to  us  again ; 
For  more  is  to  be  faid,  and  to  be  done, 
Than  out  of  anger  can  be  uttered. 

H^'eJ}.  I  will,  my  Liege.  [Exeunf. 

SCENE,  an  Apartment  cf  the  Prince'j. 

Enter  Henry  Prince  of  Wales,  and  Sir  John  FalftafF. 

Fa/.  O  W,  Ha/,  what  time  of  day  is  it,  lad  ? 

Herny.  Thou  art  fo  fat-witted  with 
drinking  old  fack,  and  unbuttoning  thee  after  fupper, 
and  fleeping  upon  benches  in  the  afternoon,  that  thou 
haft  forgotten  to  demand  That  truly,  which  thou 
would'ft  truly  know.  WJhat  a  devil  haft  thou  to  do 
with  the  time  of  the  day  ?  unlefs  hours  were  cups 
of  fack,  and  minutes  capons,  and  clocks  the  tongues 
of  bawd<^,  and  dials  the  figns  of  leaping-houfes, 
and  the  bleffed  Sun  himfelf  a  fair  hot  wench  in 
fiame-colour'd  taftata  j    I  fee  no  reafon  why  thou 

ihould'ft 
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fliould'fl  be  fo  fuperfluous,  to  demand  the  time  of  the 
day. 

FaL  Indeed,  you  come  near  me  now,  HaL  For  we, 
that  take  purfes,  go  by  the  moon  and  feven  flars,  and 
not  by  Phoebus,  he  that  wandring  knight  fo  fair.  And, 
I  pray  thee,  fweet  wag,  when  thou  art  King —  as  Gcd 
fave  thy  Grace,  (Majeily,  I  fhould  fay  for  grace  thou 
wilt  have  none.)  

P.  Henry.  What !  none  ? 

FaL  No,  by  my  troth,  not  fo  much  as  will  ferve  ta 
be  prologue  to  an  egg  and  butter. 

P.  Henry,  Well,  how  then?  come,  roundly,  roundly— 
FaL  Marry  then,  fweet  wag,  when  thou  art  King, 
(2)  let  not  us  that  are  fquires  of  the  night's  body,  be 
caird  thieves  of  the  day's  booty.  Let  us  be  Diana's 
forefters,  gentlemen  of  the  fhade,  minions  of  the  Moon  ; 
and  let  men  fay,  we  be  men  of  good  government,  be- 
ing governed  as  the  Sea  is,  by  our  noble  and  chaft 
miftrefs  the  Moon,  under  whofe  countenance  wc  ■ 
ileal. 

P.  Henry.  Thou  fay 'ft  well,  and  it  holds  well  too; 
for  the  fortune  of  us,  that  are  the  Moon's  men,  doth 
ebb  and  flow  like  the  Sea  ;  being  govern'd  as  the  Sea 
is,  by  the  Moon.  As  for  proof,  now :  a  purfe  of 
gold  moll  refolutely  fnatch'd  on  Monday  night,  and 
mofl  diffolutely  fpent  on  Tuefday  morning;  got  with 
fvvearing,  lay  by  ;  and  fpent  with  crying,  bring  in  : 
now  in  as  low  an  ebb  as  the  foot  of  the  ladder  ; 
and  by  and  by  in  as  high  a  flow  as  the  ridge  of  the 
gallows. 

(2^  Let  not  Us,  that  are  Squires  of  the  Night^s  body,  he  caWd 
Thieves  of  the  Day\  Beauty.]  This  conveys  no  manner  of  Idea 
to  me.  How  could  They  be  call'd  Thieves  of  the  Day's  Beau- 
ty ?  They  robb'd  by  Moon-ftiine  j  they  could  not  fteal  the  fair 
Day. light.  I  have  ventured  to  fubftitute.  Booty  :  and  This  I 
take  to  be  the  Meaning.  Let  us  not  be  call'd  Thie'ves,  the 
Purloiners  of  that  Booty,  which,  to  the  Proprietors,  was  the 
Purchafe  of  lioneft  Labour  and  Induftry  by  Day. 

FaL 
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FaL  By  the  lord,  thou  fay'ft  true,  lad  :  and  is  not 
mine  Hoftefs  of  the  tavern  a  moft  fweet  wench  ? 

(3)  P.  Henry.  As  the  honey  of  Hybla,  my  old  lad  of 
the  caftle ;  and  is  not  a  bufF-jerkin  a  moft  fweet  robe  of 
durance  ? 

FaL  How  now,  how  now,  mad  wag  ;  what  in  thy 
quips  and  thy  quiddities  ?  what  a  plague  have  I  to  do 
with  a  buff  jerkin  ? 

P.  Hefiry.  Why,  what  a  pox  have  I  to  do  with  my 
Hoftefs  of  the  tavern  ? 

(3)  As  the  Honey  of  Hybla,  my  Old  Lad  of  the  Ca^lle.]  Mr. 
Roivef  (as  I  have  obfervM  in  a  Note  on  The  Merry  TVinjes  of 
JVindfofy)  took  notice  of  a  Tradition,  that  this  Part  of  Fal- 
fiaff  was  faid  to  have  been  written  originally  under  the  Name 
of  Oldcafile,  An  ingenious  Correfpondent  (whom  I  only  know 
by  his  figning  himfelf  L.  H.)  hints  to  me,  that  the  Paflage 
above  quoted  from  our  Author  proves,  what  Mr.  Roiue  tells  us 
was  a  Tradition,  Old  Lad  of  the  Caftle  feems  to  have  a  Refe- 
rence to  Oldcafile,  Befides,  if  this  had  not  been  the  Fadt,  (be- 
fore the  Change  was  made  to  Falfiaff)  why,  in  the  Epilogue 
to  the  Second  Part  of  Henry  IV.  where  our  Author  promifcs 
to  continue  his  Story  with  Sir  John  in  it,  fhould  he  fay,  Wkere^ 
for  any  Thing  I  knoiv,  FalftafF Jhall  die  of  a  Siveat,  unlefs  alrea- 
dy  he  be  kilV  d  .tvith  your  hard  Opinions:  for  Oldcaftle  dy' d  a 
Martyr y  and  This  is  not  the  Man.  This  looks  like  declining  a 
Point,  that  had  been  made  an  Objeftion  to  him.  I'll  give  a 
farther  Matter  in  Proof,  which  feems  almoft  to  fix  the  Charge, 
I  have  read  an  old  Play,  call'd,  The  famous  Victories  of  Henry 

the  Vth.  containing  the  Honourable  Battle  of  Agincourt.  The 

Adion  of  this  Piece  commences  about  the  14th  Year  of  K.Henry 
IVth's  Reign,  and  ends  with  Henry  Vth.  marrying  Princefs 
Catharine  of  France,  The  Scene  opens  with  Prince  H^ry's 
Robberies.    Sir  John  Oldcafile  is  one  of  his  Gang,  and  calPd 

Jockie  :  and  Ned  and  Gads- hill  are  two  other  Comrades.  

From  this  old  imperfedl  Sketch,  I  have  a  Sufpicion,  Shakefpear^ 
might  form  his  two  Parts  of  Henry  the  IVth,  and  his  Hiftory 
of  Henry  V  :  and,  confequently,  'tis  not  improbable,  that 
he  might  continue  the  mention  of  Sir  John  Oldcafile,  till  fome 
Defcendants  of  That  Family  mov'd  Elizabeth  to  command 
h\tn  to  change  the  Name. 
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faL  Well,  thou  had  calPd  her  to  a  reckoning  many 
a  time  and  oft. 

P.  Henry.  Did  I  ever  call  thee  to  pay  thy  part  ? 

FaL  No,  ril  give  thee  thy  due,  thou  haft  paid  all 
there. 

P.  Henry,  Yea,  and  .elfe where,  fo  far  as  my  coia 
would  flretch  ;  and  where  it  would  not,  I  have  us'd  my 
credit. 

FaL  Yea,  and  fo  us'd  it,  that  were  it  not  here  ap« 

parent,  that  thou  art  heir  apparent  Bu-t,  1  pr'y- 

thee,  fweet  wag,  fnall  there  be  Gallows  Handing  in 
England^  when  thou  art  King?  and  refolution  thus 
fobb'd  as  it  is^  with  the  rufty  curb  of  old  father  antick, 
the  law  ?  Do  not  thou,  when  thou  art  a  King,  hang  a 
thief. 

P.  Henry.  No:  thou  fa  alt. 

FaL  Shall  I  f  O  rare !  By  the  Lord,  Fll  be  a  brave 
judge. 

P.  Henry.  Thou  judged  falfe  already :  I  mean,  thou 
lhalt  have  the  hanging  of  the  thieves,  and  fo  become  a 
rare  hangman. 

FaL  Well,  Hal^  well ;  and  in  fome  fort  it  jumps 
with  my  humour,  as  well  as  waiting  in  the  Court,  I 
can  tell  you, 

P.  Hairy,  For  obtaining  .of  fuit$  ?  — 

FaL  Yea,  for  obtaining  of  fuits  i  whereof  the  ha  rig- 
man  hath  no  lean  wardrobe.  'Sblood,  1  am  as  melan- 
choly as  a  gib -cat,  or  a  lugg'd  bear. 

p.  Hcfiry.  Or  an  old  Lion,  or  a  lover's  lute. 

FaL  Yea,  or  the  drone  of  a  Lincolnjhire  bagpipe. 

p.  He?iry.  What  fay'ft  thou  to  a  Hare,  or  the  melan- 
choly of  Moor-ditch  ? 

FaL  Thou  haft  the  moft  unfavoury  fimilies  ;  and  art, 
indeed,  the  moft  comparative,  rafcallieft,  fweet  young 

Prince  -But,  Hal,  I  pr'ythee,  trouble  me  no  more 

with  vanity;  I  would  to  God,  thou  and  I  knew  where 
a  commodity  of  good  names  were  to  be  bought :  an  old 
lord  of  the  "Council  rated  me  the  other  day  in  the  ftreet 
about  you,  Sir;  but  I  mark'd  him  aot,  and  yethjetalk'd 
very  wifely,  and  in  the  ftreet  too. 

Vol.  IV,  E         ^  V.Hatry. 
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P.  Henry.  Thoa  didil  well ;  for  wifdom  cries  out  fn 
the  ftreets,  and  no  man  regards  it. 

FaL  O,  thou  hail  damnable  iteration,  and  art,  in- 
deed, able  to  corrupt  a  faint.  Thou  hall  done  much 
harm  unto  me,  Hah  God  forgive  thee  for  it  !  Be- 
fore I  knew  thee,  Hal,  I  knew  nothing  :  and  now 
am  J,  if  a  man  fhould  fpeak  truly,  little  better  than 
one  of  the  v/icked.  I  mufl  give  over  this  life,  and 
I  will  give  it  over;  by  the  lord,  an  I  do  not,  I  am  a 
villain,  ril  be  damn  d  for  never  a  King's  fon  in  chri- 
llendom. 

^  P.  Henry,  Where  fliall  we  take  a  purfe  to  morrow. 
Jack? 

Fal,  Where  thou  wilt,  lad,  J'Jl  make  one ;  an  I  do 
not,  call  me  villain,  and  baffle  me. 

P.  Henry.  I  fee  a  good  amendment  of  life  in  thee, 
from  praying  to  purfe- taking. 

(4)  FaL  Why,  Haly  'tis  my  vocation,  HaL    'Tis  no 

fin 

(4}  Fal.  Why,  Hal,  Uis  my  Vocation,  Hal.  'Tis  no  Sin  for  m 
Man  to  labour  in  his  Vocation* 

.  Enter  Poins, 

Polns.  Now  pall  <we  knoiUy  if  Gads- hill  ha've  jet  a  Match.'] 
IVIr.  Pope  has  given  us  one  fignal  Obfervation  in  his  Preface  to 
our  Author's  Works.  Throughout  his  Plays,  fays  he,  had  all  the 
Speeches  heen  printed  ivithout  the 'uery  l^amQS  of  Perfons,  / 
hclie^vey  one  might  ha've  apply''d  them  with  Certainty  to  every 
Speaker.  But  how  fallible  the  mcfi;  fufficient  Crilick  may  be, 
the  Pafuige  in  ControveiTy  is  a  main  Inflance.  As  fignal  a 
Blunder  has  efcap'd  all  the  Editors  here,  as  any  one  thro'  the 
whole  Set  of  Plays.  V/ill  any  one  perfuade  me,  Shakefpeare 
could  be  guilty  of  fuch  an  Inconfiftency,  as  to  make  Poins  at 
his  firft  Entrance  want  News  of  Gads-bill,  and  immediately  af- 
ter to  be  able  to  give  a  full  Account  of  him  ?  No;  FaU 

ftaff,  feeing  Poins  at  hand,  turns  the  Stream  of  his  Difcourfe 
from  the  Prince,  and  fays,  Now  Hiall  we  knov/  whether  Gads^ 
hill  has  fet  a  Match  for  Us  ;  and  then  im.mediately  falls  into 
Railing  and  Inveiftives  againf^  Poins,  How  admirably  is  This 
in  Character  for  Falftaff!  And  Poins,"—  who  knew  well  his 
^huiisc  iTLmti^ti  fecms  in  part  to  overhear  him;  and  fo  foon 

as 


King  Henry  IV.  99 

fin  for  a  man  to  labour  in  his  vocation.    Poins  !  . 

Now  ihall  we  know,  if  GaiU-hlll  have  fet  a  match.  O, 
if  men  were  to  be  faved  b/  merit,  what  hole  in  hell 
were  hot  enough  for  him ! 

Enter  Poins. 

This  is  the  mofl:  omnipotent  Villain,  that  ever  cryM, 

^tand,  to  a  true  Man.   . 

P.  Henry.  Good  morrow,  'Ned. 

P 01715.  Good  morrow,  fweet  Hal.  What  fays  Mon- 
fieur  Remorfe?  what  fays  Sir  John  Sack  and  Sugar? 
Jack  !  how  agree  the  devil  and  thou  about  thy  foul, 
that  thou  foldell  him  on  Good-Friday  lail,  for  a  cup  of 
Madera,  and  a  cold  capon's  leg  ? 

P.  Henry..  Sir  John  ftands  to  his  word  ;  the  devil  Hiali 
have  his  bargain,  for  he  was  never  yet  a  breaker  of  pro- 
verbs ;  He  <Tvill  ginje  the  derail  his  due^ 

Poins.  Then  thou  art  damn'd  for  keeping  thy  word 
with  the  devil. 

P.  Henry,  Elfe  he  had  been  damn'd  for  cozening  the 
devil. 

Pains.  But,  my  lads,  my  lads,  to  morrow  morning, 
by  four  o'  clock,  early  at  Q ads-hill \  there  are  pilgrims 
going  to  Canterbury  with  rich  oiFerings,  and  traders  rid- 
ing to  London  with  fat  purfes,  I  have  vifors  for  you 
all ;  you  have  horfes  for  your  felves :  Gads-hill  lies  to 
night  in  Rochefter^  I  have  befpoke  fupper  to  morrow 
night  in  Eaji-cheap ;  we  may  do  it,  as  fecure  as  fleep  : 
if  you  will  go,  I  will  ilufF  your  purfes  full  of  crov/ns ; 
if  you  will  not,  tarry  at  home  and  be  hang'd. 

Fal.  Hear  ye,  Tedivard ;  if  I  tarry  at  home,  and  go 
not,  I'll  hang  you  for  going. 

Poins.  Y ou  will,  chops  ? 

Fal.  Hal,  wilt  thou  make  one  ?  \ 

P.  Henry.  Who,  1  rob  ?  1  a  thief?  not  I,  by  my 
faith. 

as  he  has  returned  the  Prince's  Salutation,  cries,  by  way  of  Ar- 
fwer,  What  fays  Monjieur  Remorfe  ?  PFbat  fajis  Sir  John  Sack 
Mnd  Sugar  ? 

E  z  Fal. 
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Fal.  There  Is  neither  honefty,  manhood,  nor  good 
fcllovvfliip  in  ihee,  nor  thou  cam'ft  not  of  the  bJood 
royal,  if  thou  dar'il  not  cry,  y?W,  for  ten  fliillings. 

P.  Ht?2rj\  Well  then,  once  in  my  days  ril  be  a  mad- 
cap. 

Fal.  Why,  that's  well  faid. 

r.  Hetiry.  Well,  come  what  will.  Til  tarry  at  home. 
Fal.  By  the  lord,  Til  be  a  traitor  then,  when  thou  art 
King. 

P.  Henry.  I  care  not. 

Poins.  Sir  Jcbn,  I  prVthee,  leave  the  Prince  and  me 
alone  ;  I  will  lay  him  down  fuch  reafons  for  this  adven- 
ture, that  he  lhall  go. 

Fal.  Well,  may'll:  thon  have  the  fpirit  of  perfuafion, 
and  he  the  ears  of  profiting,  that  what  thou  fpeak'ft 
may  move,  and  what  he  hears  may  be  believM ;  tfcat 
the  true  Prince  may  (for  recreation  fake,)  prove  a  falfe 
thief ;  for  the  poor  abufes  of  the  time  want  countenance. 
Farewel,  you  fiiall  find  me  in  Eajf- cheap. 

P.  Henry.  Farewel,  thou  latter  fpring  !  Farewel,  all- 
hallown  fummerl  [Exit  Fal. 

Peins.  Now,  my  good  fweet  hony  lord,  ride  with  us 
to  morrow.  I  have  a  jell  to  execute,  that  I  cannot 
manage  alone.    {5)  Faljlaffy  Bardolph,  Peto,  and  Gads- 

hilU 

(5)  Falftaif,  Harvey,  Rossil,  and  Gs^ds-hlW  Jhall  rob  thofe  - 
Men  that  We  ha've  already  nvay-laid.]  Thus  the  whole  Stream 
«f  Editions,  from  the  Firft  downwards.  But  thus  We  have  two 
Perfons  named,  as  Characters  in  this  Play,  that  never  were 
©nee  inferted  among  the  Dramatis  Ferjona  in  any  of  the  Im- 
prcflions  whatfoever.  But  let  us  fee  who  they  were,  that  com- 
mitted this  Robbery  j  and  then,  perhaps,  we  may  be  able  to 
account  for  this  Pair  of  additional  Thieves,  as  They  at  pre- 
fent  feem.  In  the  Cecond  A£l,  We  come  to  a  Scene  of  tho 
lligh'ivay.  Faljiaffy  wanting  his  Horfe,  which  had  been  hid 
on  purpofe  to  plague  him,  calls  out  on  Pcinsy  Bardolfe^ 
and  Veto\  and  fays.  He  has  a  great  Mind  to  leave  thcfeRogues. 
Prefently,  Cadi-hill  joins  Vm,  with  Intelligence  of  Travellers 

being  at  hand  ;  upon  which  the  Prince  fays,  You  Four 

fbjU  front  ''cm  in  tht  riArrcw  Lane^  Ned  Poins  and  I  will  ivalk 

Js*iver„ 
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hills  (hall  rob  thofe  men  that  we  have  already  way- 
laid ;  your  felf  and  I  will  not  be  there ;  and  when  tht-y 
have  the  booty,  if  you  and  I  do  not  rob  thern,  cut  this 
head  from  off  my  fhoulders. 

P.  Henry,  But  how  fhall  we  part  with  them  in  fetting 
forth  ? 

Poins.  Why,  we  will  fet  forth  before  or  after  them  ; 
and  appoint  them  a  place  of  meeting,  wherein  it  is  at 
our  pleafure  to  fail ;  and  then  will  they  adventure  upon 
the  exploit  themfelves,  which  they  fhall  have  no  fconer 
atchiev'd,  but  we'll  fet  upon  them. 

P.  Henry,  Ay  ;  but,  'tis  like,  they  will  know  us  by 
our  horfes,  by  our  habits,  and  by  every  other  appoint- 
ment, to  be  ourfelves. 

Foins,  Tut,  our  horfes  they  fhall  not  fee,  Til  tye 
them  in  the  wood ;  our  vizors  we  will  change  after  we 
leave  them ;  and,  firrah,  I  have  cafes  of  buckram  for 
the  nonce,  to  immask  our  noted  outward  garments. 

P.  Henry,  But,  I  doubt,  they  will  be  too  hard  for  us> 

Poins.  Well,  for  two  of  them,  I  know  them  to  be 
as  true-bred  cowards  as  ever  turn'd  Back ;  and  for  the 
third,  if  he  fight  longer  than  he  fees  reafon,  Fll  for- 
fwear  arms.  The  virtue  of  this  jefl  will  be,  the  in- 
comprehenfible  lies  that  this  fame  fat  rogue  will  tell  us 
when  we  meet  at  fupper ;  how  thirty  at  leaft  he  fought 
with,  what  wards,  what  blows,  what  extremities  he  en- 
dured;  and,  in  the  reproof  of  this,  lies  the  jefl. 

P.  Henry,  Well,  I'll  go  with  thee  ;  provide  us  all 

hiver.  So  that  the  Four  to  be  concerned  are  Faljiaffy  Bardolfc^ 
Peto,  and  Gads- hill.  Accordingly,  the  Robbery  is  committed  ». 
and  the  Prince  and  Point  afterwards  rob  them  Four,  "When  the 
Matter  comes  to  an  Examination  in  the  Bears-Head  Tavern, 
the  Prince  rallies  Peto  and  Bardolfe  for  their  running  away  ; 
who  confefs  the  Charge.  Upon  the  Evidence  now  is  it  not  plairt, 
that  Bardolfe  and  Pet9  were  two  of  the  four  Robbers  ?  And 
who  then  can  doubt,  but  Harvey  and  Bojfil  were  the  Names  of 
the  Aftors  that  performed  thofe  two  Parts  ^  and  by  Miflake,  in 
the  old  Play-houfe  Books,  put  inftcad  of  the  Names  of  the  Cha- 
racers  to  be  reprefented  by  them  > 

E  3  things 
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things  neccffhry,  and  meet  me  to  morrow  niglu  In  Eajf"^ 
iheap^  there  Til  fup.  FarewcL 

Feins.  Farevve],  my  lord,  [£.y/V  Poir«. 

P.  Ihnry.  1  know  you  all,  and  wil!  a  while  uphold 
The  unyok'd  humour  of  your  idlenefs ; 
Yet  herein  will  I  imitate  the  Sun, 
Who  doth  permit  the  bafe  contagious  clouds 
To  linother  up  his  beauty  from  the  world ; 
That  when  he  pieafe  again  to  be  himfelf, 
Being  wanted,  he  may  be  more  wondred  at, 
Ey  breaking  through  the  foul  and  ugly  mills 
Of  vapours,  that  did  fecm  to  f  ranglc  hira. 
If  all  tlie  year  were  playing  holidays, 
To  iport  would  be  as  tedious  as  to  work ; 
But  when  they  feldom  come,  they  wifiit-for  come^ 
And  nothing  pleafeth  but  rare  Accidents, 
bo^  when  this  Ico^e  behaviour  I  throw  ofF, 
And  pay  the  dtbt  I  never  promifed  ; 
By  hov/  much  better  than  my  word  I  am. 
By  fo  much  fnall  I  falfifie  men's  hopes ; 
And,  like  bright  m-etal  on  a  fullen  ground. 
My  Refonnation,  glittering  o'er  my  fault. 
Shall  iliew  more  goodly,  and  attract  more  eyes, 
Than  That  which  hath  no  foil  to  fet  it  ofF. 
I'll  fo  offend,  to  make  offence  a  skill ; 
Redeeming  time,  when  men  think  leafl  I  will.  [Exif^ 

SCENE   changes  to  an  Apartment  in  the 
Palace, 

Enter  King  Menry,  Northumberland,  Worcefler,  Hot- 
fpur,  iiir  Walter  Blunt,  and  others. 

K.  liairj.  ^  h\ocA  hath  been  too  cold  and  tem- 

Unnpt  to  far  at  thefe  indignities ; 

Avnd  you  have  found  me  ;  for  accordingly 

You  tread  upon  my  patience  :  but  be  fure, 

J  will  from  iiencefcrth  rather  be  my  felf, 

Mighty,  and  to  be  fear'd,  than  my  condition. 

Which  hath  b^:eii  fmooth  as  oyL  foft  as  young  down, 

^  And 
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And  therefore  lofl  that  title  of  Refped, 

Wliich  the  proud  foul  ne'er  pays,  but  to  the  proud. 

Ifor.  Our  houfe,  my  fovereign  Liege,  little  deferves 
The  fcourge  of  Greatnefs  to  be  ufed  on  it  ; 
And  that  fame  Greatnefs  too,  which  our  own  hands 
Have  helped  to  make  fo  portly. 

North.  My  good  lord,  

K.  Henry.  IVorcefter,  get  thee  gone  ;  for  I  do  fee 
Danger  and  difobedience  in  thine  eye. 
O  Sir,  your  prefence  is  too  bold  and  peremptory  ; 
And  Mc'jjeily  might  never  yet  endure 
The  moody  frontier  of  a  fervant  brow. 
You  have  good  leave  to  leave  us.    Whe^i  we  need 
Your  ufe  and  counfel,  we  lhall  fend  for  you. 

{Exit  Worcefler. 

You  were  about  to  fpeak.  \To  Northumberland. 

North.  Yes,  my  good  lord. 
Thofe  prifonersa  in  your  Highnefs'  name  demanded. 
Which  Harry  Percy  here  at  Holmedon  took, 
Were,  as  he  fays,  not  with  fuch  ftrength  deny'd 
As  was  deliver'd  to  your  Majefty. 
Or  Envy  therefore,  or  Mifprifion, 
Is  guilty  of  this  fault,  and  not  my  fon. 

Hot.  My  Liege,  I  did  deny  no  prifoners ; 
But  I  remember,  when  the  fight  was  done. 
When  I  was  dry  with  rage,  and  extream  toil., 
Breathlefs,  and  faint,  leaning  upon  my  fword  ; 
Came  there  a  certain  lord,  neat,  trimly  drefs'd  ; 
Frefli  as  a  bridegroom,  and  his  chin,  new-reap'd, 
Shew'd  like  a  Hubble  land  at  harvell-home. 
He  was  perfumed  like  a  milliner  ; 
And  'twixt  his  linger  and  his  thumb,  he  held 
A  pouncet-box,  which  ever  and  anon 
He  gave  his  nofe  :  and  took't  away  again  : 
Who,  therewith  angry,  when  it  next  cfme  there, 

Took  it  in  fnufF.  And  ftill  he  fmiPd,  and  talk'd  ; 

And  as  the  foldiers  bare  dead  bodies  by, 
He  caird  them  untaught  knaves,  unmannerly, 
To  bring  a  flovenly  unhandfonie  coarfe 
Betwixt  the  Vyind^  and  his  Nobility. 

E  4'  With 
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With  mr.ny  holiday  and  lady  terms 
He  queilion  d  me  :  amongil  the  reft,  demanded 
My  prifoners,  in  your  IVIajefly's  behalf, 
f,  then  all-imarting  with  my  wounds  being  cold^ 
(To  be  lb  peftcr'd  with  a  popinjay,) 
Out  of  iTiy  grief,  and  my  impatience, 
Anfwer'd,  negleftingly,  I  knov/ not  what; 
Me  fliould,  or  lliould  not;  for  he  made  me  mad. 
To  fee  him  Hrine  fo  brifk,  and  fmell  fo  fweet, 
And  talk  fo  like  a  waiting-gentlewoman, 
Of  guns,  and  drums,  and  wounds ;   (  God  fave  the 
mark !  ) 

And  telling  me,  the  foverelgn'ft  thing  on  earth 
Was  Parmacity,  for  an  inward  bruife ; 
And  that  it  was  great  pity,  fo  it  was, 
This  villainous  falt-petre  fhould  be  digg'd 
Out  of  the  bowels  of  the  harmlefs  earth. 
Which  msny  a  good,  tall  fellow  had  deftroy'd 
So  cowardly  :  And  but  for  thefe  vile  guns. 

Tie  would  himfelf  have  been  a  foldier.  • 

This  bald,  unjointed  chat  of  his,  my  lord, 
I  anfwer'd  indiredly,  as  1  faid; 
And  I  befeech  you,  let  not  this  report 
Come  currant  for  an  accufation, 
Betwixt  my  love  and  your  high  Majefly. 

Blunt,  The  circumlUnce  confider'd,  good  my  lord. 
Whatever  Harry  Percy  then  had  faid. 
To  fuch  a  perfon,  and  in  fuch  a  place. 
At  fuch  a  time,  with  all  the  reft  retold. 
May  rcafonably  die  ;  and  never  rife 
'1  o  do  him  wrong,  or  any  vv^ay  impeach 
What  then  he  faid,  fo  he  unfay  it  now. 

K,  Henry,  Why,  yet  he  doth  deny  his  prifoners. 
But  with  provifo  and  exception, 
'I  liat  we  at  ^ijr  ov/n  charge  fhall  ranfom  ftraic 
His  Brother  in-law,  the  fooliih  Mortimer-, 
Who,  on  my  foul,  hath  wilfully  betray'd 
T  he  lives  of  thofe,  that  he  did  lead  to  fight 
Againft  the  great  magician,  damn'd  Glendo^ixer  \ 
Whofe  daughter,  as  we  hear,  the  Earl  of  March 

Hath 
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Hath  lately  marrv'd.    Shall  our  cofFcrs  then 
Be  empty 'd,  to  redeem  a  traitor  home  ? 
Sail  we  buy  treafon  ?  and  indent  with  f^ars, 
When  they  have  loft  and  forfeited  themfelves  ? 
No  ;  on  the  barren  mountains  let  him  llarve  ; 
For  I  fhall  never  hold  that  man  my  friend, 
Wliofe  tongue  fhall  alk  me  for  one  penny  coft 
To  rarifom  home  revolted  Morti?ner, 

Hot.  Revolted  Mortimer? 
He  never  did  fall  ofF»  my  fovereign  Liege, 
Bat  by  the  chance  of  war ;  to  prove  That  true. 
Needs  no  more  bat  one  tongue,  for  all  thofe  wounds, 
Thofe  mouthed  wounds,  which  valiantly  he  took. 
When  on  the  gentle  Severn's  fedgie  bank. 
In  fingle  oppofirion,  hand  to  hand, 
He  did  confound  the  beft  part  of  an  hour 
In  changing  hardimenf  with  great  Glendo^er : 
Three  times  they  breath'd,  and  three  times  did  they 
drink. 

Upon  agreement,  of  fvvift  Se'verns  flood  ; 
Who  then  affrighted  with  their  bloody  looks. 
Ran  fearfully  among  the  trembling  reeds. 
And  hid  his  crifp'd  head  in  the  hollow  bank, 
Blood-ftained  with  thefe  valiant  Combatants. 
Never  did  bafe  and  rotten  Policy 
Colour  her  working  with  fucli  deadly  Avounds ; 
Nor  ever  could  the  noble  Mortimer 
Receive  fo  many,  and  all  willingly. 
Then  let  him  not  be  fiander'd  with  Revolt. 

K,  Henry,  Thou  dofl  belie  him,  Ptrcy^  thou  belicft 
him ; 

He  never  did  encounter  with  Glendo^er  ; 

He  durfl  as  well  have  met  the  Devil  alone. 

As  O^voen  GlerJonver  for  an  enemy. 

Art  not  afham'd  ?  but,  firrah,  from  this  hour 

Let  me  not  hear  you  fpeak  of  Mortimer, 

Send  me  your  prifoners  with  the  fpeedieft  means. 

Or  you  fhall  hear  in  fuch  a  kind  from  me 

As  will  difpleafe  you  —  My  Lord  Northitmherknd^ 

We  licence  your  departure  with  your  fori* 
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Send  us  your  priibners,  or  you'll  hear  of  it. 

{_Exit  K.  Henrjr; 
Hot.  And  if  the  Devil  come  and  roar  for  them, 
I  will  not  fend  them.    I  will  after  firait, 
And  tell  iiim  fo  ;  for  I  will  eafe  my  heart. 
Although  it  be  with  hazard  of  my  head. 

North.  What,  drunk  with  choler  ?  ftay,  and  paufe  a 
while; 
Here  comes  your  uncle. 

Enter  Worceller. 

Hot.  Speak  of  Mortimer  ? 
Yes,  I  will  fpeak  of  him;  and  let  my  foul 
Want  Mercy,  if  I  do  not  join  with  him. 
In  his  behalf,  Til  empty  ail  thefe  veins. 
And  Ihed  my  dear  blood  drop  by  drop  in  duft. 
But  1  will  lift  the  downfall'n  Mortimer 
As  high  i'  th'  Air  as  this  unthankful  King, 
As  this  ingrate  and  cankred  BcVnighroke. 

North.  Brother,  the  King  hath  made  your  Nephew 
mad,  i;To  Worceller; 

Wor.  Who  llrook  this  heat  up  after  I  was  gone  ? 

Hot.  He  will,  forfooth,  have  all  my  prifoners ; 
And  when  1  urg'd  the  ranfom  once  again 
Of  my  wife's  brother,  then  his  cheek  look'd  pale. 
And  on  my  face  he  turned  an  eye  of  death. 
Trembling  ev'n  at  the  name  of  Mortimer. 

Wor.  I  cannot  blame  him  ;  was  he  not  proclaim''d5 
By  Richard  that  dead  is,  the  next  of  blood  ? 

North.  He  was :  I  heard  the  Proclamation ; 
And  then  it  was,  when  the  unhappy  King 
( Whofe  v/rongs  in  us,  God  pardon  I )  did  fet  forth 
Upon  his  Irijh  expedition  ; 
From  whence  he,  intercepted,  did  return 
To  be  depos'd,  and  fhortly  murthered. 

Wor.  And  for  whofe  death,  we  in  .the  world's  wide 
mouth  - 

Live  fcandaliz'd,  and  foully  fpoken  of. 

Hot.  But  foft,  I  pray  you  ;  —  did  King  Richard  then 
Proclaim  my  brother  Mortimer 
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Heir  to  the  Crown  ? 

North,  He  did  ;  my  felf  did  hear  it. 
Hot,  Nay,  then  I  cannot  blame  his  coufm  King, 
That  wiih'd  him  on  the  barren  mountains  ftarv'd. 
But  fhall  it  be,  that  you,  that  fct  the  Crown 
Upon  the  head  of  tliis  forgetful  man, 
And  for  his  fake  wear  the  detefted  blot 
Of  murd'rous  Subornation  ?  fliall  it  be, 
Tiiat  you  a  world  of  curfes  undergo. 
Being  the  a;jents  or  bafe  fecond  means, 
The  cords,  the  ladder,  or  the  hangman  rath-er  ? 
(O  pardon  me,  that  I  deicend  fo  low, 
To  fhew  the  line  and  the  predicament 
Wherein  you  range  under  this  fubtle  King) 
Shall  it  for  fhame  be  ipoken  in  thefe  days. 
Or  fill  up  Chronicles  in  time  to  come, 
That  men  of  your  Nobility  and  Power 
Ingag'd  them  Both  in  an  unjufl:  behalf ; 
(As  Both  of  you,  God  pardon  it !  have  doner) 
To  put  down  Richc'.rd,  that  fweet  lovely  Rofe, 
And  plant  this  Thorn,  this  Canker  ^^^/zV/ir/r^/-^ /> 
And  lhaJl  it  in  more  fh<^me  be  further  fpoken, 
That  you  are  fooPd,  difcarded,  and  fhook 
By  liim,  for  whom  thefe  (hames  ye  underwent  ? 
No  ;  yet  time  ferves,  wherein  you  may  redeem 
Your  baniUfd  Honours,  and  rellore  your  felves 
Into  the  good  tho^aghts  of  the  world  again. 
Revenge  the  jeering  and  difdain'd  contempt 
Of  this  proud  King,  who  fludies  day  and  night 
To  anfwer  all  the  debt  he  owes  unto  you, 
E-/'n  v/ith  the  bloody  payments  of  your  deaths : 

Therefore,  I  fay  

VVor,  Peace,  Coufm,  fay  no  more. 
And  now  I  will  unclafp  a  fecret  book. 
And  to  your  quick- conceiving  difcontents 
I'll  read  you  matter,  deep  and  dangerous ; 
As  full  of  peril  and  adventurous  fpirit. 
As  to  o'er-w^aik  a  current,  roaring  loud^ 
On  the  unfteadfail  footing  of  a  ipear. 
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Hot.  If  he  fall  in,  goodnight,  or  fink  orfwim: 
Send  Danger  from  the  call  unto  the  weft. 
So  Honoar  crols  it  from  the  north  to  fouth  ; 
And  let  them  grapple.  —  O !  the  blood  more  ftirs 
7^0  rouze  a  Lion,  than  to  ftart  a  Hare. 

North.  Imagination  of  fome  great  ej^ploit 
Drives  him  beyond  the  bounds  of  patience. 

Hot.  By  heav'n,  metliinks,  it  were  an  eafie  leap^ 
To  pluck  bright  Honour  from  the  pale  fac'd  Moon; 
Or  dive  into  the  bottom  of  the  Deep, 
Where  fathom-line  could  never  touch  the  ground. 
And  pluck  up  drowned  Honour  by  the  locks  : 
So  he,  that  doth  redeem  her  thence,  might  wear 
Without  Corrival  all  her  Dignities. 
But  out  upon  this  half-fac'd  fellowfhip  f 

Wor.  He  apprehends  a  world  of  figures  here^ 
But  not  the  form  of  what  he  fhould  attend. 
Good  Coufm,  give  me  audience  for  a  while. 

Hot.  I  cry  you  mercy. 

Woi\  Thofe  fame  noble  Scots, 
That  are  your  prifoners  

Hot,  ril  keep  them  all. 
By  heav'n,  he  lhall  not  have  a  Scot  of  them  : 
No,  if  a  Sect  would  fave  his  foul,  he  lhall  not^ 
FU  keep  them,  by  this  hand. 

If^or.  You  fcart  away. 
And  lend  no  ear  unto  my  purpofes  ; 
Thofe  prifoners  you  lhall  keep. 

Hot.  I  Will ;  that's  flat : 
He  faid,  he  would  not  ranfom  Mortimer  t 
Forbad  ray  tongue  to  fpeak  of  Mortimer  : 
Bat  I  will  iind  him  when  he  lyes  afleep. 
And  in  his  ear  Til  holla,  Mortimer  ! 
Nay,  I  will  have  a  Starling  taught  to  fpcak 
jS'othing  but  Mortimer,  and  give  it  him. 
To  keep  his  anger  £iil  in  motion. 
iVor.  Hear  you,  coufm,  a  word. 
Hot,  All  Hudies  here  I  folemnly  defie. 
Save  how  to  gall  and  pinch  this  Bolingbroke : 
And  that  fame  fv/ord  and-buckler  Prince  of  Wales, 
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(But  that,  I  think,  his  father  loves  him  not. 
And  would  be  glad  he  met  with  fome  mifehance,) 
rd  have  him  poifon'd  with  a  pot  of  ale. 

IVar,  Farewel,  my  kinfman  ;  I  will  talk  to  you. 
When  you  are  better  tempered  to  attend. 

North,  Why,  what  a  wafp-tongu'd  and  impatient  fool 
Art  thou,  to  break  into  this  woman's  mood, 
Tying  thine  ear  to  no  tongue  but  thine  own  ? 

Hot.  Why,  look  you,  1  am  whipt  and  fcourg'd  witi 
rods, 

Nettled,  and  ftung  with  pifmires,  when  I  hear 
Of  this  vile  policician  BoUnghroke: 

In  Richard's  time  what  do  ye  call  the  place  ?— — • 

A  plague  upon't  !    it  is  in  Glofierjhire   . 

'Twas  wliere  the  mad  cap  Duke  his  uncle  kept  — i 

His  uncie  York         where  I  firft  bow'd  my  knee 

Unto  this  King  of  Smiles,  this  BoUnghroke: 
When  you  and  he  came  back  from  Ra^vefifpurg^ 

North.  At  Berkley  caille. 

Hot.  You  fay  true  : 
Why,  what  a  deal  of  candied  Courtefie 
This  fawning  greyhound  then  did  proffer  me  I 
Look,  when  his  infant  fortune  came  to  age^  ■.  ■  - 
And  gentle  Harry  Percy  ■        and  kind  coufin  ■  ■■ 
The  devil  take  fuch  cozeners —  God  forgive  me  — 
Good  uncle,  tell  your  tale,  for  I  have  done. 

War.  Nay,  If  you  have  not,  to't  again. 
We'll  ftay  your  leifure. 

Hot,  1  have  done,  i'faith. 

War^  Then  once  more  to  your  Scottijh  prifoners. 

\To  Hot-fpur, 

Deliver  them  without  their  ranfom  ftrait. 

And  make  the  Douglas  Son  your  only  mean 

For  Pow'rs  in  Scotland  \  which  for  divers  reafons  (6) 

Which 

(6)   ivhicb  for  diverge  "Reafom 

JVbicb  I  Jhall fend  yu  ivritten,  be  ajjurd 
Will  eaftly  be  granted  Tou,  my  Lord. 
Tour  Son  in  Scotland  l^eing  thus  employ"* d^ 
Shall  fecretly  into  the  Bofom  creep 

Of  that  fame  noblt  Prelate,  tcc.l^    I  have  chang'd  the 
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Which  I  lhall  fend  you  written,  be  a/Tur'd, 

Will  eafily  be  granted.     You,  my  lord,       \To  North; 

Your  Son  in  Scotland  being  thus  employed, 

Sliall  fc(iretly  into  the  boiom  creep 

Of  that  fame  noble  Prelate,  well  belov'd, 

Th'  Arch-bilhop, 

Hot,  Tork\  is't  not? 

Wor.  True,  who  bears  hard 
His  brother's  death  at  Brijlol,  the  lord  Scroop. 
I  fpeak  not  this  in  eflimation, 
As  what,   I  think,  might  be ;  but  what,  I  know. 
Is  ruminated,  plotted  and  fet  down  ; 
And  only  Hays  but  to  behold  the  face 
Of  that  occafion,  that  lhall  bring  it  on. 

Hot,  I  fmell  it :  on  my  life,  it  will  do  well. 

North.  Bjfore  the  game's  a-foot,  thou  Hill  lett'il  flip* 

Hot,  It  cannot  chufe  but  be  a  noble  plot  ; 
.A.nd  then  the  Power  of  Scotland  and  of  l^ork 
To  join  with  Mortimer  ;  ha  ! 

Wor.  So  they  fliall 

Hot,  In  faith,  it  is  exceeding  well  aim'd. 

Wor.  And  'tis  no  little  reafon  bids  us  Ipeed 
To  fave  our  heads,  by  railing  of  a  heaa  : 
For,  bear  our  felves  as  even  as  we  can. 
The  King  will  always  think  him  in  our  debt ; 
And  think,  we  deem  our  felves  unfatisfy'd, 

^Pointing  of  this  Paffage  by  the  Dire<5lion  of  Dr.  Thirlhy]  ami 
certainly  with  jufl  Reafon.  Worcefier  is  here  planning  out  a 
Confpiracy  to  his  Nephew  and  Brother.  But  Worcefrsr  never 
calls  his  Nephew  my  Lord:  nor  was  Hotfpur  intended  to  b« 
the  Perfon  to  ftir  up  the  Arcbbijhop,    '  Do  You,  (fays  He  to 

*  Hotfpur  5  )  deliver  up  your  Prifoners  5  releafe  Doivglas  ranfom- 

*  lefs,  and  employ  him  to  raife  a  Force  for  you  in  Scotland^ 

*  which  WiH  be  granted  ;    And  You,  my  Lord,  (fays  He  to 

*  Northumberland)  while  your  Son  is  fo  employed,  lhall  go  and 

*  work  upon  the  Archbifliop  of  Tork  to  rife  and  aflift  You.  * 
Confonant  to  this,  the  King,  at  the  End  of  this  Play  fends  his 
Son  j/ohn  with  an  Army  towards  Tork, 

To  meet  Northumberland  and  Prelate  Scroop, 
Who  J  as  iv(  bear^  art  bufilj  in  Arms, 
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Till  he  hath  found  a  time  to  pay  us  home. 

And  fee  already,  how  he  doth  begin 

7  o  make  us  ftrangers  to  his  looks  of  love. 

Hot,  He  does,  he  does ;  we'll  be  reveng'd  on  him. 

Wor.  Coufm,  farewel.    No  further  go  in  this. 
Than  T  by  letters  fliall  diredt  your  courfe  ; 
When  time  is  ripe,  which  will  be  fuddenly, 
I'll  ileal  to  Glendo'zv 67' y  and  lord  Mortimer^ 
Where  you  and  Donvglas,  and  our  PowVs  at  oncc, 
(As  I  will  failiion  it)  lhall  happily  meet. 
To  bear  our  fortunes  in  our  own  Itrong  arms. 
Which  now  we  hold  at  much  uncertainty. 

North.  Farewel,  good  brother  ;   we  ihall  thrive,  I 
trufl. 

Hot.  Uncle,  adieu  :  O  ler  the  hours  be  fhort, 
^Till  fields,  and  blows,  and  groans  applaud  our  fport  ? 

ACT  11. 

SCENE,    an   Inn  at  Rochefter. 

Enter  a  Carrier  with  a  Lanthorn  in  his  Hand* 

I    C  A  R  R  I  E  R. 

HEIGH  ho!  an't  be  not  four  by  the  day,  Fll  be 
hang'd.    Charles'"  njjain  is  over  the  new  chimney? 
and  yet  our  horfe  not  packt.  What,  oilier  ? 
-O/?.  Ifwithin-']  A  nan,  anon. 

1  Car.  I  pr'ythee,  Tom,  beat  Cutt'^s  faddle,  put  a  few 
flocks  in  the  point:  the  poor  jade  is  wrung  in  the  wi- 
thers, out  of  all  cefs. 

Enter  another  Carrier, 

2  Car.  Peafe  and  beans  are  as  dank  here  as  a  dog, 
and  that  is  the  next  way  to  give  poor  jades  the  bots  : 
this  houfe  is  turn  d  upfide  down,  fince  Robin  Oftler 
dy*d,  J  Car^ 
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1  Car,  Poor  fellow  never  joy'd  fince  the  price  of  oats 
rofe,  it  was  the  death  of  him. 

2  Car,  I  think,  this  be  the  men:  villainous  houfe  in 
all  London  road  for  fleas  :  I  am  ftung  like  a  Tench. 

1  Car.  Like  a  Tench  ?  by  th'  Mafs,  there's  ne'er  a 
King  in  Chriflendom  could  be  better  bit  than  1  have  been 
fince  the  flrll  cock. 

2  Car,  Why,  they  will  allow  us  ne'er  ajourden,  and 
then  we  leak  in  your  chimney  :  and  your  chamber-lie 
breeds  fleas  like  a  Loach. 

1  Car,  What,  oftler,  come  away,  and  be  hang  d,  come 
away. 

2  Car.  I  have  a  gammon  of  bacon,  (7)  and  two  razes 
of  ginger  to  be  delivered  as  far  as  Charing- cro/s. 

I  Car.  'Odsbody,  the  Turkies  in  my  panniers  are 
quite  ftarv'd.  What,  oilier?  a  plague  on  thee  f  ha^ 
thou  never  an  eye  in  thy  head  :  canft  not  hear an 
'twere  not  as  good  a  deed  as  drink,  to  break  the  pate 
of  thee,  I  am  a  very  villian.  Come  and  be  hang'd,  haft 
no  faith  in  thee  ? 

Enter  Gads-hill. 

Gads,  Good-morrow,  carriers.  What's  o'  Clock? 
Car,  I  think,  it  be  two  o'  clock. 
Gads.  I  pr'ythee,  lend  me  thy  lanthorn,  to  fee  my 
gelding  in  the  liable. 

1  Car,  Nay,  foft,  I  pray  ye ;  I  know  a  trick  worth 
two  of  that,  i'faith. 

Gads.  I  pr'ythee,  lend  me  thine. 

2  Car,  Ay,  when  ?  canft  tell  ?  lend  me  thy  lanthorn^ 
quoth-a-!  marry,  Til  fee  thee  hang'd  firft. 

Gads,  Sirrah,  carrier,  what  time  do  you  mean  to  come 
to  London  ? 

(7)  Md  two  Razes  •/  Gingerl  As  our  Author  m  fcvcral 
PaflTages  mentions  a  Race  of  Ginger,  I  thought  proper  to  di- 
rtinguifli  it  from  the  RaTie  mention'd  here.  The  former  figni- 
6ei  no  more  than  a  fingle  Root  of  it,  from  the  Jtaiian  Term 
Radice\  but  a  Raua  is  the  Indian  Term  for  a  Bale  of  it.  Two 
Roota  of  this  Spice,  'tis  obvious,  would  hardly  have  beei* 
fent  from  Rnbejitr  to  LQndan  by  the  Carrier* 

2  Grr* 
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2  Car.  Time  enough  to  go  to  bed  with  a  Candle,  I 
Warrant  thee.  Come,  neighbour  Mugges,  we'll  call  up 
the  gentlemen ;  they  will  along  with  Company,  for 
they  have  great  Charge.  [^Exeunt  Carrier 

Enter  Chamberlain. 

Gads,  What,  ho,  chamberlain  !   

Cham.  At  hand,  quoth  pick-purfe. 

Gads.  That's  ev'n  as  fair,  as  at  hand,  quoth  the 
chamberlain ;  for  thou  varieft  no  more  from  picking 
of  purfes,  than  giving  direction  doth  from  labouring. 
Thou  lay 'ft  the  plot  how. 

Chamh.  Good  morrow,  mafter  Gads-hill ;  it  holds  cur- 
rant, that  I  told  you  yefternight.  There's  a  Franklin,  in 
the  wild  of  Kent^  hath  brought  three  hundred  marks 
with  him  in  gold  ;  I  heard  him  tell  it  to  one  of  his 
company  laft  night  at  fupper ;  a  kind  of  auditor,  one 
that  hath  abundance  of  Charge  too,  God  knows  what : 
they  are  up  already,  and  call  for  eggs  and  better.  They 
will  away  prefently. 

Gads,  Sirrah,  if  they  meet  not  with  St.  Nicholas^ 
clarks,  I'll  give  thee  this  neck. 

Cham.  No,  ril  none  of  it :  I  pr'ythee,  keep  that  for 
the  hangman  ;  for  I  know  thou  worlhipp'ft  St.  Nicholas 
as  truly  as  a  man  of  falfhood  may. 

Gads,  What  talk'fl  thou  to  me,  of  the  hangman  ?  if  I 
hang,  I'll  make  a  fat  pair  of  gallows.  For  if  I  hang, 
old  Sir  John  hangs  with  me,  and  thou  know'ft,  he's 
no  ftarveling.  Tut,  there  are  other  Trojans  that  thou 
dream'ft  not  of,  the  which,  for  fport-fake,  are  content 
to  do  the  profelTion  fome  grace  ;  that  would,  if  matters 
ihould  be  look'd  into,  for  their  own  credit  fake,  make 
all  whole  I  am  join'd  with  no  foot- land-rakers,  no 
long-llaff- fix- penny- ftrikers,  none  of  thofe  mad  Mufta- 
chip-purple-hu'd-malt-worms ;  but  with  nobility  and 
tranquillity;  (8)  burgomafters,  and  great  Moncycrs  ;> 

fuch, 

(8)  Burgo-maJierSy  and  great  onc»cycr$.]  Perhaps,  oncrairc?, 
Trufiees,  or  CQmmiJfionm  \  feys  Mr  Pf/r,   But  how  this  Word 

comes 
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fuch  as  can  hold  in,  fach  as  will  flrike  fooner  than 
fpeak  ;  and  fpeak  fooner  than  drink  j  and  drink  fooner 
than  pray  ;  and  yet  I  lye,  for  they  pray  continually  unto 
their  Saint  the  Common-wealth;  or  rather,  not  pray 
to  her,  but  prey  on  her;  for  they  ride  up  and  down  on 
her,  and  make  her  their  boots. 

Cham,  What,  the  common-wealth  their  boots  ?  will 
Ihe  hold  out  water  in  foul  way  ? 

Gads.  She  will,  fhe  will;  juftice  hath  liquor'd  her. 
We  fteal  as  in  a  cafile,  cock-fure  ;  we  have  the  receipt 
of  Fern  feed,  we  walk  invifible. 

Chatn,  Nay,  I  think  rather,  you  are  more  beholden 
to  the  night,  than  the  Fern-feed,  for  your  walking  in- 
vifible. 

Gads.  Give  me  thy  hand  ;  thou  (halt  have  a  flurc  in 
our  purchafe,  as  1  am  a  true  man. 

Cham.  Nay,  rather  let  me  have  it,  as  you  are  a  falfe 
thief. 

Gads.  Goto, — is  a  common  name  to  all  men. 
,  Bid  the  ofller  bring  my  Gelding  out  of  the  liable.  Fare- 
wel,  ye  muddy  knave.  \Excuntm 

SCENE,   changes  to  ihe  Highway. 
Enter  Prince  Henry,  Poins,  and  Peto. 

Poins.  /^OM^,  fhelter,  fhelter;  I  have  removed  Fal^ 
V>*  fi^ff'^  horfe,-andhefretslikeagumm'd  velvet. 
P.  Henry.  Stand  clofe. 

comes  to  admit  of  any  fuch  Conftru£lion,  I  am  at  a  lofs  fo 
know.  To  Mr.  Pope's  fecond  Conjecture,  of  canning  Men  that 
look  fiarp  and  aim  ivell,  1  have  nothing  to  reply  ferioufly ;  but 
choofe  to  drop  it.  The  Reading,  which  I  have  fubftltuted,  I 
owe  to  the  Friendfliip  of  the  ingenious  Nicholas  Hardinge,  Efq, 
A  Moneyer,  is  an  Officer  of  the  Mint,  which  makes  Coin  and 
delivers  out  the  King's  money.  Moneyers  are  alfo  taken  for 
Bankers,  or  thofe  that  make  it  their  Trade  to  turn  and  re- 
turn Money.  Either  of  thefe  Acceptations  will  admirably  fquaic 
with  our  Author's  context. 
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Enter  FalftafF. 

Tal.  Potns^  Poins,  and  be  hanged,  Pcins ! 

P.  Henry.  Peace,  ye  fat-kidney'd  rafcal,  what  a  brawl- 
ing doft  thou  keep  ? 

Fal.  What,  Poins!  Hal!   

p.  H'  firy.  He  is  walk'd  up  to  the  top  of  the  hill,  I'll 
go  feek  him. 

Fal.  I  am  accurfl:  to  rob  in  that  thief's  company  : 
the  rafcal  hath  removed  my  horfe,  and  ty'd  him,  I  know 
r.ot  where.  Jf  I  travel  but  four  foot  by  the  fquare 
farther  afoot,  I  lhall  break  my  wind.  Well,  I  doubt 
not  but  to  die  a  fair  death  for  ail  this,  if  I  'fcape  hang- 
ing for  killing  that  rogue.  I  have  forfworn  his  com- 
pany hourly  any  time  this  two  and  twenty  year,  and 
yet  I  am  bewitch'd  with  the  rogue's  company.  If  the 
rafcal  have  not  given  me  medicines  to  make  me  love 
him,  I'll  be  hang'd  ;  it  could  not  be  elfe  ;  I  have  drunk 
medicines.  Poins !  Hal!  a  Plague  upon  you  both. 
Bardolph  !  Peto  !  I'll  ilarve,  ere  TU  rob  a  foot  further. 
Aw  'twere  not  as  good  a  deed  as  to  drink,  to  turn 
true-man,  and  to  leave  thefe  rogues,  I  am  the  verieil 
varlet  that  ever  chew'd  with  a  tooth.  Eight  yards  of 
uneven  ground,  is  threefcore  and  ten  miles  afoot  with 
me :  and  the  llony-hearted  villains  know  it  well  enough. 
A  plague  upon't,  Vv^hen  thieves  cannot  be  true  one  to 

another.    \Jhey  ^vhijile']  Whew  !  a  plague  upon 

you  all.  Give  me  my  horfe  ;  you  rogues,  give  me  my 
horfe,  and  be  hang'd. 

P.  He?iry.  Peace,  ye  fat  guts,  lye  down,  lay  thine  ear 
clofe  to  the  ground,  and  lift  if  thou  canft  hear  the  tread 
of  travellers. 

Fal.  Have  you  any  leavers  to  Ijft  me  up  again,  being 
down?  'Sblood,  I'll  not  bear  mine  own  flefli  fd  far  afoot 
again,  for  all  the  coin  in  thy  father's  exchequer.  What 
a  plague  mean  ye,  to  colt  me  thus  ? 

P.  Hepjy.  Thou  lieft,  thou  art  not  colted,  thou  art 
imcolted. 

Fal.  I  pr'ythee,  good  Prince  Haly  help  me  to  my 
horfe,  good  King*5  Ion, 

P.  Hemy. 
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P.  Henry.  Out,  you  rogue  !   fhall  I  be  your  ofller  ? 

Fal.  Go  hang  thy  felf  in  thy  own  heir-apparent  gar- 
ters  ;  if  I  be  ta'en,  Til  peach  for  this  ;  an  I  have  not 
ballads  made  on  you  all,  and  fung  to  filthy  tunes,  let  a 
cup  of  fack  be  my  poifoni  when  a  jell  is  fo  forward, 
and  afoot  too  !  I  hate  it. 

Enter  Gads-hill  ^^/^/Bardolph. 

GaJs.  Stand,  — 

Fal,  So  I  do  againfl  my  will. 

Potns,  O,  'tis  our  Setter,  I  know  his  voice  ; 
Bardolph,  what  news  ? 

Bard,  Cafe  ye,  cafe  ye  ;  on  with  your  vifors  •  there's 
money  of  the  Kings  coming  down  the  hill,  'tis  going  to 
the  King's  Exchequer/ 

FaL  You  lie,  you  rogue,  'tis  going  to  the  King*i 
tavern. 

Gads.  There's  enough  to  make  us  all. 
FaL  To  be  hang'd. 

P.  Henry,  Sirs,  you  four  fhall  front  them  in  the  nar» 
row  lane ;  l^ed  Foins  and  I  will  walk  lower ;  if  they 
Ycape  from  your  encounter,  then  they  light  on  us. 

Feto,  But  how  many  be  of  them  ? 

Gads.  Some  eight  or  ten. 

FaL  Zounds !  will  they  not  rob  us  ? 

P.  Henry,  What,  a  coward.  Sir  John  Paunch  ? 

FaL  Indeed,  I  am  not  Jchn  of  Gaunt ^  your  grand- 
father ;  but  yet  no  coward,  HaL 

P.  Henry,  Well,  well  leave  that  to  the  proof. 

Foins,  Sirrah,  Jacky  thy  horfe  ilands  behind  the 
hedge ;  when  thou  need'ft  him,  there  fhalt  thou  find 
him  ;  farewel,  and  Hand  fail. 

FaL  Now  cannot  I  flrike  him,  if  I  fhould  ba 
hang'd. 

P.  Henry.  Nedy  where  are  our  difguifes  ? 
Poins,  Here,  hard  by :  fland  clofe. 
FaL  Now,,  my  mailers,  happy  man  be  his  dole,  fay 
I ;  every  man  to  his  bufinefs. 

Enter 
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Enter  Travellers  • 

Trav.  Come,  neighbour ;  the  boy  fliall  lead  our 
horfes  down  the  hill:. we'll  walk  a  foot  a  while,  and 
cafe  our  legs. 

Thieves.  Stand,  

Trav.  Jefu  blefs  us ! 

FaL  Strike ;  down  with  them,  cut  the  villains'  throats ; 
ah!  whorfon  caterpillars ;  bacon-fed  knaves;  they  hate 
ws  youth  ;  down  with  them,  fleece  them. 

Trav,  O,  we  are  undone,  both  we  and  ours  for  ever. 

FaL  Hang  ye,  gorbellied  knaves,  are  you  undone  ? 
no,  ye  fat  chuffs,  I  would  your  ftore  were  here.  On, 
bacons,  on  !  what,  ye  knaves  ?  young  men  muft  live  ; 
you  are  grand  jurors,  are  ye  ?  we'll  jure  ye,  i'faith. 

\Here  they  rob  and  bind  them  :  [_Exeunt» 

Enter  Prince  Henry  and  Poins. 

P.  Henry.  The  thieves  have  bound  the  true  men  : 
now  could  thou  ^nd  I  rob  the  thieves  and  go  merrily 
to  London,  it  would  be  argument  for  a  week,  laughter 
for  a  month,  and  a  good  jell  for  ever. 

Poins,  Stand  clofe,  1  hear  them  coming. 

Enter  Thieves  again, 

Fal.  Come,  my  mailers,  let  us  lliare,  and  then  ta 
horfe  before  day;  an  the  Prince  and  Poins  be  not  two 
arrant  Cowards,  there's  no  equity  llirring.    There's  no 
more  valour  in  that  Poins ,  than  in  a  wild  Duck. 
P.  Henry.  Your  mony. 
Poins.  Villains ! 

\^As  they  are  Jharing,  the  Prince  ojid  Poins  fei  upon 
them.  They  all  run  avjay,  and  Falllaff  after  a 
hlovj  or  t-wo  runs  avuay  too^  leaving  the  booty  be* 
hind  them, 

P.  Henry,  Got  with  much  eafe.    Now  merrily  to 
horfe : 

The  thieves  are  fcatter'd,  and  poffeft  with  fear 
So  flrongly,  that  they  dare  not  meet  each  other ; 
Each  takes  his  fellow  for  an  officer. 

Away, 


ii8  The  Firji  Part  of 

Away,  good  Ned.    Now  Faljiaff  fweats  to  death. 
And  lards  the  lean  earth  as  he  walks  along : 
Were't  not  for  laughing,  I  fliould  pity  him. 

Folm,  How  the  rogue  roar'd  I  •  \ExcuKt. 

SCENE,   Lord  PercyV  Houfe. 

Enter  Hot-fpur  foluSy  reading  a  letter, 

BUT  for  mine  oujn  part,  7ny  lord,  1  could  he  nvell 
contented  to  be  there,  in  refpe^i  of  the  lo^e  I  hear 
your  Houfe.  He  could  be  contented  to  be  there ;  why  is 
he  not  then  ?  in  rcfpeSt  of  the  loue  he  bears  our  Hoife  ! 
he  fhews  in  this,  he  loves  his  own  barn  better  than  he 
loves  our  Houfe.  Let  me  fee  fome  more.  7he  purpofe 
ysu  U7idertake  is  dangerous.  Why,  that's  certain  :  'tis 
dangerous  to  take  a  cold,  to  fleep,  to  drink  :  but  I  tell 
you,  my  lord  fool,  out  of  this  nettle,  danger,  we  pluck 
this  flower,  fafety.  The  purpofe  you  undertake  is  dange- 
rous, the  friends  you  hanje  named  uncertain,  the  time  it 
flf  uffortcd,  and  your  njjhole  plot  too  light,  for  the 
counter  poize  of  fo  great  an  oppoftion.  Say  you  fo,  fay 
you  fo  ?  I  fay  unto  you  again,  you  are  a  fliallov/  cow- 
ardly hind,  and  you  lie.  What  a  lack-brain  is  this  ? 
By  the  lord,  our  plot  is  a  good  plot  as  ever  was  laid  ; 
our  friends  true  and  conftant :  a  good  plot,  good  friends, 
and  full  of  expeflation ;  an  excellent  plot,  very  good 
friends.  What  a  frofty-fpirited  rogue  is  this?  Why, 
ray  lord  of  York  commends  the  plot,  and  the  general 
courfe  of  the  action.  By  this  hand,  if  I  were  now  by 
this  rafcal,  I  could  brain  him  with  his  lady's  fan.  Is 
there  not  my  father,  my  uncle,  and  my  felf.  Lord  Ed- 
f;m?td  Mortimer,  my  lord  of  Tork,  and  O^iven  Gkn- 
do^jer  P  Is  there  not  befides,  the  Doivglas  P  have  I 
not  all  their  letters,  to  meet  me  in  arms  by  the  ninth 
of  the  next  month  ?  and  are  there  not  fome  of  them 
fet  forward  already  ?  What  a  Pagan  rafcal  is  this  ? 
an  infidel.  Ha!  you  fhall  fee  now,  in  very  fmcerity 
of  fear  and  cold  heart,  will  he  to  the  King,  and  lay  open 
all  our  proceedings.        1  could  divide  my  felf,  and  go 

to 
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to  buffets,  for  moving  fuch  a  diOi  of  flumm'd  milk 
with  lb  honourable  an  adion.  Hang  him,  let  him 
tell  the  King.  We  are  prepared,  I  will  fet  forward  to 
night. 

Enter  Lady  Percy, 

How  now,  Kate !  I  muft  leave  you  within  thefe  two 
hours. 

Lady.  O  my  good  lord,  why  are  you  thus  alone  ? 
For  what  offence  have  I  this  fortnight  been 
A  banidi'd  woman  from  my  Harry  s  bed  ? 
Tell  me,  fweet  lord,  what  is't  that  takes  from  thec 
Thy  ftomach,  pleafure,  and  thy  golden  fleep  ? 
Why  doftthou  bend  thy  eyes  upon  the  earth  ? 
And  ftart  fo  often,  when  thou  fitt'ft  alone  ? 
Why  hafi:  thou  loft  the/refh  blood  in  thy  cheeks  ? 
And  given  my  treafures  and  my  rights  of  thee. 
To  thick- ey'd  mufing,  and  curs'd  melancholy  ? 
In  thy  faint  {lumbers  I  by  thee  have  vv^atcht. 
And  heard  thee  murmur  tales  of  iron  wars : 
Speak  terms  of  manage  to  thy  bounding  fteed  ; 
Cry,  courage  !  to  the  field  !  and  thou  haft  talk'4 
Of  faliies,  and  retires ;  of  trenches,  tents, 
"Of  palifadoes,  frontiers,  parapets ; 
Of  bafilisks,  of  cannon,  culverin. 
Of  priibners'  ranfom,  and  of  foldiers  flain^ 
And  all  the  current  of  a  heady  fight. 
Thy  fpirit  within  thee  hath  been  fo  at  war. 
And  thus  hath  fo  beftir'd  thee  in  thy  lleep. 
That  beads  of  fweat  have  ftood  upon  thy  brow. 
Like  bubbles  in  a  late-difturbed  ftream : 
And  in  thy  face  ftrange  motions  have  appeared, 
Such  as  we  fee  when  men  reftrain  their  breath 
On  fome  great  fudden  hafte.    O,  what  portents  arc 
thcfe  ? 

Some  heavy  bufinefs  hath  my  lord  in  hand. 
And  I  muft  know  it ;  elfe  he  loves  me  not. 

Hot.  What,  ho  !  is  GilUams  with  the  packet  gone  ? 

Ent^r 
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Enter  Servant. 

Sfr<v,  He  is,  my  lord,  an  hour  agone. 
Hot,  Hath  But/er  brought  thofe  horfes  from  the 
Sheriff? 

Scr^.  One  horfe,  my  lord,  he  brought  ev'n  now. 

J{ot,  What  horfe  ?  a  roan,  a  crop- ear,  is  it  not  ? 

Sera;.  It  is,  my  lord. 

Hot,  That  roan  fhall  be  my  Throne. 
Well,  I  will  back  him  ftrait.    O  Efperance  I 
Bid  Butler  lead  him  forth  into  the  Park. 

Lady,  But  hear  you,  my  Lord. 

Hot,  What  fay'ft  thou,  my  Lady  ? 

Lady.  What  is  it  carries  you  away  ? 

Hot.  Why,  my  horfe,  my  love,  my  horfe. 

Lady.  Out,  you  mad-headed  ape !  a  weazel  hath  not 
Such  a  deal  of  fpleen  as  you  are  toll  with. — 
In  faith,  Fll  know  your  bufmefs,  that  I  will. 
I  fear,  my  brother  Mortimer  doth  flir 
About  his  Title,  and  hath  fent  for  you 
To  line  his  enterprize  :  but  if  you  go  - 

Hot.  So  far  afoot,  1  fhall  be  weary,  love. 

Lady.  Come,  come,  you  Paraquito,  anfwer  mc 
Dire£lly  to  this  queftion,  I  fhall  ask. 
I'll  break  thy  little  Finger,  Harry, 
An  if  thou  wilt  not  tell  me  all  things  true. 

Hot.  Away,  away,  you  trifler :— love !  I  love 
thee  not, 

I  care  not  for  thee,  Kate  ;  this  is  no  world 
To  play  with  mammets,  and  to  tilt  with  lips. 
We  mud  have  bloody  nofes,  and  crack'd  crowns. 
And  pafs  them  currant  too  ■  gods  me  !  my  horfe. 

What  fay'it  thou,  Kate  ?  what  wouldll  thou  have  witli 
me  ? 

Lady.  Do  ye  not  love  me  ?  do  you  not,  indeed  ? 
Well,  do  not  then.    For,  fince  you  love  me  not, 
I  will  not  love  my  felf.    Do  you  not  love  me  ? 
Nay,  tell  me,  if  you  fpeak  in  jeft,  or  no  ? 

Hot,  Come,  wilt  thou  fee  me  ride  ? 
And  when  I  am  o'  horie-back,  1  will  fwear. 
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I  love  thee  infinitely.    But  hark  you,  Kate, 
I  muft  not  have  you  henceforth  queflion  me. 
Whither  I  go ;  nor  reafon,  where  about. 
Whither  1  muft,  I  muft ;  and,  to  conclude. 
This  evening  muft  I  leave  thee,  gentle  Kate. 
I  know  you  wife  ;  but  yet  no  further  wife 
Than  Harry  Percy  s  wife.  Conftant  you  are. 
But  yet  a  woman ;  and  for  fecrefie, 
No  lady  clofer.    For  I  well  believe, 
Thou  wilt  not  utter  what  thou  doft  not  know  ; 
And  fo  far  will  I  truft  thee,  gentle  Kate. 
Lady,  How  !  fo  far  ? 

Hot,  Not  an  inch  further.    But  hark  you,  Kate, 
Whither  I  go,  thither  ftiall  you  go  too  ; 
To  day  will  1  fet  forth,  to  morrow  you. 
Will  this  content  you,  Kate  ? 

Lady.  "It  muft  of  force.  \Exeunt* 

Scene  changes  io  the  BodLV^s-Head  Tavern 
in  Eaft-cheap. 

Enter  Prince  Henry  and  Poins. 

P.  Henry.  T^T  E  D,  pr'ythee  come  out  of  that  fat  room* 
i\|  and  lend  me  thy  hand  to  laugh  a  little. 

Poins.  Where  haft  been,  Hal  P 

P.  Henry,  With  three  or  four  loggerheads,  amongfl 
three  or  fourfcore  hogffieads.  I  have  founded  the  very 
bafe  ftring  of  humilty.  Sirrah,  I  am  fworn  brother  to 
a  leafti  of  drawers,  and  can  call  them  all  by  their  Chrif- 
tian  names,  a^  T om,  Dick,  and  Francis.  They  take  it  al- 
ready upon  their  confcience,  that  though  I  be  but  Prince 
of  Wales,  yet  I  am  the  King  of  courtefie;  telling  me 
flatly,  I  am  no  proud  Jack,  like  Faljiaff,  but  a  Corin- 
thian, a  lad  of  mettle,  a  good  boy  :  (by  the  Lord,  fo 
they  call  me  ;  )  and  when  I  am  King  of  England,  I  fhall 
command  all  the  good  lads  in  Eaft-cheaf,  They  call 
drinking  deep,  dying  fcarlet ;  and  when  you  breathe 
in  your  watering,  they  cry,  hem  !  and  bid  you  play  it 
off.  .  To  conclude,  I  am  fo  good  a  proficient  in 

Vol.  ly.  F  one 
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ene  quarter  of  an  hour,  that  I  can  drink  with  any 
tinker  in  his  own  language  during  my  life.  I  tell 
thee,  Ned,  thou  hafl  loft  much  honour,  that  thou 
were  not  with  me  in  this  action  ;  but,  fweet  Ntd^  —  (to 
fweeten  which  name  of  Ned,  I  give  thee  this  penny- 
worth of  fugar,  clnpt  even  now  into  my  hand  by  an 
under-skinker,  one  that  never  fpake  other  Englijh  in  his 
life,  than  Eight  Shillings  and  Six  Pence,  and  Tou  are 
^welcome.  Sir :  with  this  fhrill  addition,  Jnon,  ancn.  Sir; 
Score  a  pi?it  of  hajiard  in  the  half  moon ^  or  fo.)  But> 
Ned,  to  drive  away  the  time  till  Falfajf  come,  I  pr'y- 
thee,  do  thou  ftand  in  fome  bye-room,  while  1  queftion 
my  puny  drawer,  to  what  end  he  gave  me  the  fugar  ; 
and  do  thou  never  leave  calling  Francis,  that  his  tale  to 
me  may  be  nothing  but,  anon.    Step  afide,  and  Til 


fran,  Anon,  anon,  Sir ;  look  down  into  the  pem- 
granet,  Ralph, 

P.  Henry,  Come  hither,  Francis, 
Fran,  My  lord. 

P.  Henry.  How  long  hafl  thou  to  ferve,  Francis  P 
.Fran,  Forfooth  five  years,  and  as  much  to  — 

Poins.  Francis,  

Fran.  Anon,  anon,  Sir. 

P.  Henfy.  Five  years ;  by'rlady,  a  long  leafe  for  the 
clinking  of  pewter.  But,  Francis,  dareft  thou  be  fo  va- 
liant, as  to  play  the  coward  with  thy  indenture,  and 
fhew  it  a  fair  pair  of  heels,  and  run  from  it  ? 

Fran,  O  lord,  Sir,  Fll  be  fworn  upon  all  the  books 
in  England,  I  could  find  in  my  heart  » 

poins.  Francis,  -  '  - 

Fran.  Anon,  anon,  Sir. 

P.  Henry.  How  old  art  thou,  Francis  P 

Fran.  Let  mc  kQ,  about  Michaelmas  next  I  ihall 


ihew  thee  a  precedent. 
Poins.  Francis,  - 
P.  Henry,  Thou  art  perfeft. 
Fmns,  Francis,  


[Poins  retins. 


Enter  Francis  the  draiver. 


be  


PoinSt 
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Poins.  Francisy  — — 

Fran.  Anon,  Sir ;  pray  you  flay  a  little,  my  lord. 

P.  Henry,  Nay,  but  hark  you,  Francis,  for  the  fugar 
thou  gaveft  me,  'twas  a  pennyworth,  was'tnot  ? 

Fran.  O  lord,  I  would  it  had  been  two. 

P.  Henry:  I  will  give  thee  for  it  a  thoufand  pound  : 
ask  me  when  thou  wilt,  and  thou  flialt  have  it. 

Poins,  Francis,  " 

Fran,  Anon,  anon. 

P.  Henry.  Anon,  Francis?  no,  Francis,  but  to  mor- 
row, Francis,  or  Francis,  on  Thur/day ;  or,  indeed, 
Francis,  when  thou  wilt.    But,  Francis,  — - 

Fran,  My  lord  ? 

P.  Henry,  Wilt  thou  rob  this  leathern-jerkin,  cryflal- 
button,  knot-pated,  agat-ring,  puke- {locking,  caddice^ 
garter,  fmooth-tongue,  Span^/h-ipouch  ? 

Fran,  O  lord.  Sir,  who  do  you  mean  ? 

P.  Henry,  Why  then  your  brown  baftard  is  your  only 
drink ;  for  look  you,  Francis,  your  white  canvas  doa* 
blet  will  fully.  In  Barbary,  Sir,  it  cannot  come  to  fo 
much. 

Fran,  What,  Sir  ? 

Poins,  Francis,  — 

^,  Henry,  Away,  you  rogue,  doft  thou  not  kear  them 
call? 

[Here  they  loth  call ;  the  dranver  Jiands  amazed, 
not  knouoing  ^hich  ^ay  to  go. 

Filter  Vintner, 
Vint,  What,  ftand'ft  thou  ftill,   and  hear'il  fuch  a 
Calling?  Look  to  the  guefts  within.    My  lord,  old  Sir 
John  with  half  a  dozen  more  arc  at  the  door  ;  lhall  I 
let  them  in  ? 

P.  Henry,  Let  them  alone  a  while,  and  then  open  the 
door.    Poins y  *  ■  \_Exit  Vintner^ 

Enter  ?oins. 

Poins.  Anon,  anon.  Sir  ? 

V.  Henry.  Sirrah.  Falfidffzn^  the  reft  of  the  thieves 
are  at  the  door ;  fliall  we  be  merry  ? 

F  z  Poins. 
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Poins,  As  merry  as  Crickets,  my  lad.  But  hark  ye, 
what  cunning  match  have  you  made  with  this  jell  of  the 
drawer  ?  come,  what's  the  iflue  ? 

P.  Henry,  1  am  now  of  all  humours,  that  have  fhew'd 
themfelves  humours,  fince  the  old  days  of  goodman 
Mam,  to  the  pupil  age  of  this  prefent  twelve  o'clock 
at  midnight.    What's  o'clock,  Francis? 

Fran,  Anon,  anon,  Sir. 

P.  Henry,  1  hat  ever  this  fellow  fhould  have  fewer 
wwds  than  a  Parrot,  and  yet  the  fon  of  a  Woman  !  — 
His  induflry  is  up  ftairs  and  down  flairs  ;  his  eloquence 
the  parcel  of  a  reckoning.  I  am  not  yet  of  Percy  % 
mind,  the  hot-fpurof  the  north  ;  he  that  kills  micfome 
fix  or  feven  dozen  of  Scots  at  a  breakfaft,  wafhes  his 
hands  and  fays  to  his  wife,  fie  upon  this  quiet  life  !  I 
want  work.  O  my  fweet  Harry,  fays  fhe,  how  many 
haft  thou  kiird  to  day  ?  Give  my  roan  horfe  a  drench, 
fays  he,  and  anfwers,  fome  fourteen,  an  hour  after  ;  a 
trifle,  a  trifle.  I  pr'ythee,  call  in  Faljiaff ;  TU  play 
Percy,  and  that  damn'd  Brawn  fliall  play  dame  Mar- 
//V/z^rr  his  wife.  Pduo,  fays  the  drunkard.  Call  in  ribs, 
call  in  tallow. 

Enter  Falflafl',  Gads-hill,  Bardolph,  and  Peto, 

Polns*  Welcome,  Jack ;  where  haft  thou  been  ? 

Fal,  A  plague  of  all  cowards,  I  fay,  and  a  vengeance 
too,  marry  and  Amen!  Give  me  a  cup  of  fack,  boy  — 
Ere  I  lead  this  life  long,  I'll  fow  nether  focks,  and 
mend  them,  and  foot  them  too.  A  plague  of  all  cow- 
;ard's!  Give  me  a  cup  of  fack,  rogue.  Is  there  no  vir- 
tue extant  ?  {He  drinks. 

P.  Henry.  Didft  thou  never  fee  Titan  kifs  a  difli 
of  butter  ?  (9)  pitiful-hearted  Butter,  that  melted  at 

the 

(9)  fitifuUhearted  Titan,  that  melted  at  the  fweet  Tale  of  the 
Sun  ?  ]  This  abfurd  Reading  pofTeffesall  the  Copies  in  general ; 
and  tho'  it  has  pafsM  thro*  fuch  a  Number  of  Imprcflions,  if 
JKonfenfe  which  we  may  pronounce  to  have  arifen  at  firft 
from  the  Inadvertence  cither  of  Tranfcribers,  or  the  Compo- 
sitors 
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the  Aveet  tale  of  the  Sun  ?  if  thou  didft,  then  behold 
that  compound. 

Fal.  You  rogue,  here's  lime  in  this  fack  too  ;  there 
is  nothing  but  roguery  to  be  found  in  villainous  mari ; 
yet  a  coward  is  worfe  than  a  cup  of  fack  with  lime  in 
it.  A  villainous  coward  —  Go  thy  ways,  old  Jack,  die 
when  thou  wilt,  if  manhood,  good  manhood,  be  not 
forgot  upon  the  face  of  the  earth,  then  am  I  a  fhotten 
herring  :  there  live  not  three  good  men  unhang'd  in 
England,  and  one  of  them  is  fat  and  grows  old,  God 
help,  the  while  !  a  bad  world;  I  fay.  I  would,  I  were 
a  weaver ;  I  could  fmg  pfalms,  and  all  manner  of  fongs. 
A  plague  of  all  cowards,  I  fay  ftill  ! 

P.  Hejtry.  How  now,  Woolfack,  what  mutter  you? 

FaL  A  King's  fon  ?  if  I  do  not  beat  thee  out  of  thy 
Kingdom  with  a  dagger  of  lath,  and  drive  all  thy  Sub- 
je6ls  afore  thee  like  a  flock  of  wild  geefe,  I'll  never 
wear  hair  on  my  face  more.  You  Prince  of  Wales  ? 

P.  Henry.  Why,  you  whorfon  round  man  ?  what's  the 
matter  ?  ' 

Fal,  Are  you  not  a  coward  ?  anfwer  me  that,  and 
Toins  there  ? 

P.  Henry.  Ye  fat  paunch,  an  ye  call  me  coward,  Dl 
ftab  thee. 

FaL  I  call  thee  coward  f  I'll  fee  thee  damn'd  ere 
ril  call  thee  coward;  but  I  would  give  a  thoufand 
pound  I  could  run  as  faft  as  thou  canft.  You  are  ftraight 
enough  in  the  fhoulders,  you  care  not  who  fees  your 
back  :  call  you  that  backing  of  your  friends  \  a  plague 

liters  at  "Preji.  'Tis  well  known,  7/Vj»  is  one  of  the  poetical 
Names  of  the  Sun  ;  but  we  have  no  Authority  from  Fable  for 
^itan^  nhclting  away  at  his  own  fwcet  Talc,  as  Nareiffus  did 
at  the  Reflection  of  his  own  fwect  Form,  The  Poet's  Mean- 
ing was  certainly  this :  Falflaff  enters  in  a  great  Heat,  after 
having  been  robbM  by  the  Prince  and  Poins  in  Difguife :  and 
the  Prince  feeing  him  in  fuch  a  Sweat,  makes  the  following; 
Simile  u^on  him  I  "  Do  but  look  upon  that  Compound  of 

Greafe;  —his  Fat  drips  away  with  the  Violence  of  his 

Motian,  juft  as  Butter  does  with  the  Heat  of  6he  Sun- teams 
•*  darting  full  upon  it, 

F  3  upon 
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upon  fuch  backing  !  give  me  them  that  will  face  mc— 
Give  me  a  cup  of  fack  ;  I  am  a  rogue,  if  I  drunk  to 
day. 

P.  Henry.  O  villain,  thy  lips  are  fcarcc  wip'd  fincc 
thou  drunk'ft  laft. 

Fal,  All's  one  for  that,  \He  Mnhn 

A  plague  of  all  cowards,  flill,  fay  I ! 

P.  Henry,  What's  the  matter  ? 

FaL  What's  the  matter  !  here  be  four  of  us,  have 
ta'en  a  thoufand  pound  this  morning. 

P.  Henry,  Where  is  it.  Jack?  where  is  it? 

FaL  Where  is  it  ?  taken  from  us,  it  is ;  a  hundred 
upon  poor  four  of  us. 

P.  He?iry,  What  a  hundred,  man  ? 

FaL  I  am  a  rogue,  if  I  were  not  at  lialf-fword  with  a 
dozen  of  them  two  hours  together.  I  have  efcap'd  by 
miracle.  I  am  eight  times  thruft  through  the  doublet, 
four  through  the  hofe,  my  buckler  cut  through  and 
through,  my  fword  hack'd  like  a  hand-faw,  ecce  fignum. 
1  never  dealt  better  fmce  I  was  a  man ;  all  would  not 
do.  A  plague  of  all  cowards !  —  let  them  fpeak  ;  if 
they  fpeak  more  or  lefs  than  truth,  they  are  villains  and 
the  fons  of  darknefs. 

P.  Henry,  Speak,  Sirs,  how  was  it  ? 

Gads.  We  four  fet  upon  fome  dozen. 

FaL  Sixteen,  at  leaft,  my  lord. 

Gads.  And  bound  them. 

Feto.  No,  no,  they  were  not  bound. 

FaL  You  rogue,  they  were  bound,  every  man  of 
them,  or  I  am  a  Je^  elfe,  an  Ehre^  Jenjj. 

Gads.  As  we  were  lharing,  fome  fix  or  feven  frefh 
aaen  fet  upon  us. 

FaL  And  unbound  the  reft,  and  then  came  in  the 
other. 

P,  Henry.  What,  fought  ye  with  them  all  ? 

FaL  All  ?  I  know  not,  what  ye  call  all ;  but  if  I 
fought  not  with  fifty  of  them,  I  am  a  bunch  of  radifh  : 
if  there  were  not  two  or  three  and  fifty  upon  poor  old 
Jack,  then  am  I  no  two-Jegg'd  creature. 


Poins* 
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Poins.  Pray  heav'n,  you  have  not  murthered  fome  of 
them. 

Fal,  Nay,  that's  paft  praying  for.  I  have  peppered 
two  of  them  ;  two,  I  am  fure,  I  have  pay'd,  two  rogues 
in  buckram  fuits.  I  tell  thee  what,  Haly  If  I  tell  thee 
a  lie,  fpit  in  my  face,  call  me  horfe ;  thou  know'll  my 
old  ward  ;  here  I  lay,  and  thus  I  bore  my  point ;  four 
rogues  in  buckram  let  drive  at  me. 

P.  Henry.  What,  four  ?  thou  faidft  but  two,  even 
now. 

FaL  Four,  Hal,  I  told  thee  four. 
Pohis.  Ay,  ay,  he  faid  four. 

FaL  Thefe  four  came  all  a- front,  and  mainly  thruft 
at  me  ;  I  made  no  more  ado,  but  took  all  their  feven 
points  in  my  target,  thus. 

P.  Henry,  Seven }  why  there  were  but  four,  even 
now. 

Fal.  In  buckram. 

Poins,  Ay,  four,  in  buckram  fuits. 
FaL  Seven,  by  thefe  hilts,  or  I  am  a  villain  elfc. 
P.  Henry,  Pr'ythec  let  him  alone,  we  fhall  have  mors? 
anon. 

FaL  Doft  thou  hear  me,  Hal? 
P.  Henry,  Ay,  and  mark  thee  too,  Jack. 
FaL  Do  fo,  for  it  is  worth  the  liftning  to  :  ^efe  nli>c 
in  buckram,  that  I  told  thee  of 
P.  Henry.  So,  two  more  already. 
FaL  Their  points  being  broken  — — 
Poins,  Down  fell  his  hofe. 

FaL  Began  to  give  me  ground ;  but  I  foHowM  me 
clofe,  came  in  foot  and  hand  ;  and,  with  a  thought,  fe- 
ven of  the  eleven  I  pay'd* 

P.  Henry,  O  monflrous !  eleven  buckram  men  growo 
out  of  two ! 

FaL  But  as  the  devil  would  have  it,  three  mif-begot- 
cn  knaves  in  Kendal  green  came  at  my  back,  and  let 
drive  at  me  5  (for  it  was  fo  dark,  Haly  that  thou  eouldit 
not  fee  thy  hand.) 

P.  Henry.  Thefe  lies  are  like  the  father  that  begeto 
them,  grofs  as^  mountain,  open,  palpable.  Why,  thou 
F  4  clay- 
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clay-brain  d  guts,  thou  knotty-pated  fool,  thou  whorfoji 
obfcene  greafie  tallow-catch  

Fal.  What,  art  thou  mad  ?  art  thou  mad  ?  is  not  the 
truth,  the  truth  ? 

P.  Hemy,  Why,  how  could'fl  thou  know  thefe  men 
in  Kendal  green,  when  it  was  fo  dark,  thou  could'ft  not 
fee  thy  hand  ?  come,  tell  us  your  reafon :  what  fay'fl 
thou  to  this  ? 

Poins.  Come,  your  reafon,  Jack,  your  reafon. 

FaL  What,  upon  compulfion  ?  ne ;  were  I  at  the 
llrappado,  or  all  the  racks  in  the  world,  1  would  not 
tell  you  on  compulfion.  Give  you  a  reafon  on  com- 
pulfion !  if  reafons  v/ere  as  plenty  as  black-berries,  I 
would  give  no  man  a  reafon  upon  compulfion,  I. 

P.  Henry,  Til  be  no  longer  guilty  of  this  fin.  This 
fanguine  coward,  this  bed-preller,  this  horfe-back-break- 
er,  this  huge  hill  of  llefli,  

FaL  Away,  you  itarveling,  you  elf-skin,  you  dry'd 
neats-tongue,  bull's  pizzel,  you  flbck-fifh  :  O  for  breath 
to  utter !  What  is  like  thee  ?  You  taylor's  yard,  you 
flicath,  you  bov/-cafe,  you  vile  ftanding  tuck,  — — 

P.  Henry,  Well,  breathe  a  while,  and  then  to't  again ; 
and  when  thou  haft  tir'd  thy  felf  in  bafe  comparifons, 
hear  me  fpeak  but  this. 

Poins.  Mark,  Jack, 

P.  Henry.  We  two  faw  you  four  fet  on  four,  you 
bound  them,  and  were  mafcers  of  their  wealth:  mark 
now,  how  a  plain  tale  lhall  put  you  down.  Then  did 
we  two  fet  on  you  four,  and  with  a  word,  out-fac'd  you 
from  your  prize,  and  have  it ;  yea,  and  can  (hew  it  you 
here  in  the  houfe.  And,  Faljlaff,  you  carry 'd  your  guts 
away  as  nimbly,  with  as  quick  dexterity,  and  roar'd 
for  mercy,  and  Hill  ran  and  roafd,  as  ever  I  heard 
bull-calf  What  a  flave  art  thou,  to  hack  thy  fword  as 
thou  haft  done,  and  then  fay  it  was  in  fight  — What 
trick  ?  what  device  ?  what  ftarting  hole,  canft  thou  now 
fnd  out,  to  hide  thee  from  this  open  and  apparent 
lhame  ? 

Poins.  Come,  let's  hear,  Jack:  what  trick  haft  thou 
now  ? 

Fal 


King  Henry  IV.  129 

FaL  By  the  Lord,  I  knew  ye,  as  well  as  he  that 
niade  ye.  Why,  hear  ye,  my  mafters ;  was  it  for  me  to 
kill  the  heir  apparent  ?  Should  I  turn  upon  the  true 
Prince  ?  Why,  thou  knoweft,  I  am  as  valiant  as  Her- 
ailes ;  but  beware  inftindl,  the  Lion  will  not  touch  the 
true  Prince  :  inftindl  is  a  great  matter.  I  was  a  coward 
on  inftind:  I  fhall  think  the  better  of  myfelf,  and 
thee,  during  my  life ;  I,  for  a  valiant  Lion,  and  thou 
for  a  true  Prince.  But,  by  the  lord,  lads,  I  am  glad 
you  have  the  mony.  Hoftefs,  clap  to  the  doors ;  watch 
to  night,  pray  to  morrow.  Gallants,  lads,  boys,  hearts 
of  gold,  all  the  titles  of  good  fellowfhip  come  to  you  F 
What,  fhall  we  be  merry,  lhall  we  have  a  play  extern- 
pre  ? 

P.  Henry,  Content :  ■  and  the  argument  fhall  be 

thy  running  away, 
FaL  Ah  I  —  no  more  of  that,  Hall,  if  thou  loveft  me. 

Enter  Bofefs. 

Ho  ft.  O  Jefu  !  my  lord  the  Prince ! 
P.  He7iry.  How  now,  my  lady  the  Hoftefs,,  what  fay'ft 
thou  to  me  ? 

Hoft,  Marry,  my  lord,  there  is  a  Nobleman  of  the 
Court  at  door  would  fpeak  with  you  ;  he  fays,  he  comes 
from  your  father. 

P.  Henry.  Give  him  as  much  as  will  make  hm  a  royal 
man,  and  fend  him  back  again  to  my  motherv 

FaL  What  manner  of  man  is  he  ? 

Hoft.  An  old  man. 

FaL  What  doth  gravity  out  of  his  bed  at  midnight  ? 
Shall  I  give  him  his  anfwer  ? 

P.  Henry,  Pr'ythee,  do,  Jack. 

FaL  Faith,  and  Til  fend  him  packing.  {Exit. 

P.  Henry,  Now,  Sirs,  by'r  lady,  you  fought  fair  ;  fo 
did  you,  Peto ;  fo  did  you,  Bardolph  :  you  are  Lions 
too,  you  ran  away  upon  inftindl ;  you  will  not  touch 
the  true  Prince  ;  no,  fie  I 

Bard,  'Faith,  I  ran  wjhen  I  faw  others  run, 

P.  Henry,  Tell  me  now  in  earneft  j  how  came  Fai- 
fi^^f^  fword  fo  hackt  ? 

F  s  F^t&* 
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Feio.  Why,  he  hackt  it  with  his  dagger,  and  faid 
he  would  fwear  truth  out  of  England,  but  he  would 
make  you  believe  it  was  done  in  fight,  and  perfuaded 
us  to  do  the  like. 

Bard.  Yea,  and  to  tickle  our  nofes  with  fpear-grafc, 
to  make  them  bleed ;  and  then  beflubber  our  garments 
with  It,  and  fwear  it  was  the  blood  of  true  men.  1  did 
That  I  did  not  thefe  feven  years  before,  I  blufh'd  to  hear 
his  monftrous  devices. 

P.  Henry.  O  villain,  thou  ftolleft  a  cup  of  fack  eigh- 
teen years  ago,  and  wert  taken  in  the  manner,  and  ever 
fmce  thou  hafl  blufh'd  extempore ;  thou  hadft  fire  and 
fword  on  thy  fide,  and  yet  thou  ranneft  away ;  what 
inflindl  hadft  thou  for  it  ? 

Bard,  My  lord,  do  you  fee  thefe  meteors ;  do  yoi* 
behold  thefe  exhalations  ? 

P.  Henry.  I  do. 

Bard,  What  think  you  they  portend  T 
P.  Henry,  Hot  livers,  and  cold  purfes; 
£ard.  Choler,  my  lord,  if  rightly  taken^ 
P.  Henry,  No,  if  rightly  taken,  halter. 

Re^enter  FalflafF. 

Here  comes  lean  yaek,  here  comes  bare-bone.  How 
now,  my  fweet  creature  ofbombaft,  how  long  is*t  ago> 
yack,  fmce  thou  faw'fl  thy  own  knee  ? 

Fa/,  My  own  knee  ?  when  I  was  about  thy  years> 
Ha/,  I  was  not  an  Eagle's  talon  in  the  walk  ;  1  could 
have  crept  into  any  alderman's  thumb-ring  :  a  plague  of 
fighing  and  grief,  it  blows  a  man  up  like  a  bladder. 
There's  villainous  news  abroad :  here  was  Sir  yohn 
Braty  from  your  Father;  you  muft  go  to  the  Court  m 
the  morning.  That  fame  mad  fellow  of  the  norths 
Percy,  —  and  he  of  Wa/es,  that  gave  Amamon  the  bafli- 
nado,  and  made  Lucifer  cuckold,  and  fwore  the  devil 
his  true  Liegeman  upon  the  crofs  of  a  ^^^Z'-hook ; 
what  a  plague  call  you  him  . 

Poins,  O,  G/endonxjer, 

Pal.  Onjuert,  OiveK ;  the  fame;  and  his  fon-in-Iaw 
Mcriimr,  and  old  I^ortifumberlandy  and  that  fprightly 

S(9t 
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Scot  of  Scots^  Do^'glasy  that  runs  a  horfcback  up  a  hill 
perpendicular  ■ 

P.  Henry,  He  that  rides  at  high  fpeed,  and  with  a  pi- 
ftol  kills  a  fparrow  flying. 

Fal.  You  have  hit  it. 

P.  Henry,  So  did  he  never  the  Sparrowr. 

FaL  Well ;  that  rafcal  hath  good  mettle  in  him,  he 
will  not  run. 

P.  Heiiry.  Why,  what  a  rafcal  art  thou  then,  to  praife 
him  fo  for  running  ? 

Fal.  A  horfeback,  ye  cuckow,  —  but  afoot,  he  will 
not  budge  a  foot. 

P.  Henry,  Yes,  y^ck,  upon  in{lin6l. 

Fal.  I  grant  ye,*  upon  inftindl ;  well,  he  is  th^re  too^ 
and  one  Mordake^  and  a  thoufand  blue-caps  more.  Wor- 
cejler  is  ftoln  away  by  night ;  thy  father's  beard  is  turn'd 
white  with  the  news ;  you  may  buy  land  now  as  cheap 
as  linking  mackerel. 

P.  Henry,  Then  'tis  like,  if  there  come  a  hot  June^ 
and  this  civil  bufFetting  hold,  we  lhall  buy  maidenheads 
as  they  buy  hob-nails,  by  the  hundred. 

Fal.  By  the  mafs,  lad,  thou  fay*^ft  true  ;  it  is  like,  we 
fhall  have  good  trading  that  way.  But  tell  me,  Hal,  art 
not  thou  horribly  afeard  ?  thou  being  heir  apparent, 
could  the  world  pick  thee  out  three  fuch  enemies  again 
as  that  fiend  Dowaglasy  that  fpirit  Fercy^  and  that  devil 
Glendo^wer  f  art  thou  not  horribly  afraid  ?  doth  not  thy 
blood  thrill  at  it  ? 

P.  Henry.  Not  a  whit,.  i'  fakh ;  I  lack  fome  of  thy  in- 
fiina. 

Fal.  Well,  thou  wilt  be  horribly  cHid  to  morrowv 
when  thou  com'll  to  thy  father  :  if  thou  do  love  me^ 
pradife  an  anfwer. 

P.  Henry,  Do  thou  ftand  for  my  father,  and  examine 
me  upon  the  particulars  of  my  life. 

Fal,  Shall  I  ?  content,  this  Chair  lhall  be  my  State^ 
this  Dagger  my  Scepter,  and  this  Cufhion  my  Crown. 

?,  Henry,  Thy  ftate  is  taken  for  a  joint-flool,  thy  gol- 
den fcepter  for  a  leaden  dagger,  and  thy  precious  rich 
Crown  for  a  pitiful  bald  crown* 
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Tai.  Well,  an  the  fire  of  grace  be  not  quite  out  of 
thee,  now  fhalt  thou  be  moved — Give  me  a  cup  of 
Sack  to  make  mine  eyes  look  red,  that  it  may  be  thought 
I  have  wept ;  for  I  muft  fpeak  in  paflion,  and  I  will 
do  it  in  King  Camhyfes  vein. 

P.  Henry,  Well,  here  is  my  leg. 

Fal.  And  here  is  my  fpeech  .  Stand  afide, 

Nobility   

Hoft.  This  is  excellent  fport,  i'  faith. 

FaL  Weep  not,  fweet  Queen,  for  trickling  tears  are 
vain. 

Hoft,  O  the  father  !  how  he  holds  his  countenance? 

FaL  For  God's  fake,  lords,  convey  my  triftful  Queen, 
For  tears  do  ftop  the  flood-gates  of  her  eyes. 

Hoft.  O  rare,  he  doth  it  as  like  one  of  thafe  harlotry 
Players,  as  I  ever  fee. 

Fal,  Peace,  good  pint- pot ;  peace,  good  tickle-brain— 
Jiarry^  I  do  not  only  marvel,  where  thou  fpendeft  thy 
time  ;  but  alfo,  how  thou  art  accompany 'd:  for  though 
the  camomile,  the  more  it  is  trodden  on,  the  fafter  it 
grows  5  yet  youth,  the  more  it  is  wafted,  the  fooner  it 
wears.  Thou  art  my  fon ;  I  have  partly  thy  mother's 
word,  partly  my  own  opinion  ;  but  chiefly  a  villanous 
trick  of  thine  eye,  and  a  foolifti  hanging  of  thy  nether 
lip,  that  doth  warrant  me.  If  then  thou  be  fon  to 
me,  here  lyeth  the  point ;  why,  being  fon  to  me,  art 
thou  fo  pointed  at  ?  Shall  the  blefled  Sun  of  heav'n 
prove  a  micher,  and  eat  black-berries?  a  queftion  not 
to  be  afk'd.  Shall  the  fon  of  England  prove  a  thief, 
and  take  purfes,  a  queftion  to  be  afk'd.  There  is  a 
thing,  Harry,  which  thou  haft  often  heard  of,  and 
3t  is  known  to  many  in  our  Land  by  the  name  of 
pitch  :  this  pitch,  as  ancient  writers  do  report,  doth 
deiile  ;  fo  doth  the  company  thou  keep'ft  ;  for,  Harry ^ 
now  do  I  not  fpeak  to  thee  in  drink,  bat  in  tears  ; 
not  in  pleafure,  but  in  paflion;  not  in  words  only, 
but  in  woes  alfo  ;  and  yet  there  is  a  virtuous  man, 
whom  I  have  often  noted  in  thy  company,  but  I 
know  not  his  name,  " 


P.  Henry^ 
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P.  Henry,  What  manner  of  man,  an  it  like  your 
Majefly  ? 

FaL  A  goodly  portly  man,  i' faith,  and  a  corpulent ; 
of  a  chearful  look,  a  pleafmg  eye,  and  a  moll  nobla 
carriage;  and,  as  I  think,  his  age  fome  fifty,  or,  by'r 
lady,  inclining  to  threefcore;  and  now,  I  remember  me, 
his  name  is  Falftaff:  if  that  man  Ihould  be  lewdly 
given,  he  deceives  me;  for,  Harry ^  I  fee  virtue  in  his: 
looks.  If  then  the  tree  may  be  known  by  the  fruit, 
as  the  fruit  by  the  tree,  then  peremptorily  I  fpeak  it, 
.there  is  virtue  in  that  Faljiaff ;  him  keep  with,  the  reft 
banifh.  And  tell  me  now,  thou  naughty  varlet,  tell  me, 
where  haft  thou  been  this  month  ? 

P.  Henry,  Doft  thou  fpeak  like  a  King  ?  do  thou  ftand 
for  Me,  and  I'll  play  my  father* 

FaL  Depofe  me  ?  If  thou  doft  it  half  fo  gravely,, 

fo  majeftically,  both  in  word  and  matter,  hang  me  up 
by  the  heels  for  a  rabbet-fucker,  or  a  poulterer's  hare. 

P.  Henry,  Well,  here  I  am  fet. 

FaL  And  here  I  ftand  ;  judge,  my  mafters. 

P.  Henry,  Now,  Harry,  whence  come  you  I 

FaL  My  noble  lord,  from  Eaft-cheap. 

P.  Henry,  The  complaints  I  hear  of  thee  are  grievous, 

FaL  'Sblood,  my  lord,  they  are  falfe  Nay,  Til 

tickle  ye  for  a  young  Prince.  ■ 

P.  Henry.  Sweareft  thou,  ungracious  boy  ?  henceforth 
ne'er  look  on  me  ;  thou  art  violently  carried  away  from 
grace  ;  there's  a  devil  haunts  thee,  in  the  likenefs  of  a 
fat  old  man :  a  tun  of  man  is  thy  companion.  Why 
doft  thou  converfe  with  that  trunk  of  humours,  that 
boulting-hutch  of  beaftlinefs,  that  fwoln  parcel  of  drop- 
fies,  that  huge  bombard  of  fack,  that  ftwfft  cloak-bag  of 
guts,  that  roafted  Manning-tree  Ox  with  the  pudding  in 
his  belly,  that  reverend  vice,  that  grey  iniquity,  that 
father  ruffian,  that  vanity  in  years  ?  Wherein  is  he 
good,  but  to  tafte  fack  and  drink  it  ?  wherein  neat 
and  cleanly,  but  to  carve  a  capon  and  eat  it  ?  wherein 
cunning,  but  in  craft  ?  wherein  crafty,  but  in  villany  ? 
wherein  villainous,  but  in  all  things  ?  wherein  worthy, 
but  in  nothing  ? 
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FaL  I  would,  your  Grace  would  take  me  with  you  r 
whom  means  your  Grace  ? 

P.  Henry.  That  villainous  abominable  mif-Ieader  of 
youth,  Faljiaff,  that  old  '  hite-i-earded  Sathan. 

FaL  My  lord,  the  m.  n  I  Know. 

P.  Henry.  1  know,  thou  doll. 

FaL  But  to  fay,  I  know  more  harm  in  him  than  in 
xny  felf,  were  to  fay  more  than  I  know.  That  he  is 
old,  the  more  is  the  pity,  his  white  hairs  do  vvit-nefs  it ;. 
but  that  he  is,  (faving  your  reverence,)  a  whc  emafter, 
that  I  utterly  deny.  If  fack  and  fugar  be  a  fault,  God 
help  the  wicked !  if  to  be  eld  and  merry,  be  a  fm,  thea 
many  an  old  hofl:>  that  I  know,  is  damn*d  :  if  to  be 
fat,  be  to  be  hated,  then  Phuroah\  lean  kinj  are  to 
be  lov*d.  No,  my  good  lord,  banilh  PetOy  banilh  Bar- 
dolph,  banifh  Poins ;  but  for  fweet  Jack  Faljiaff,  kind 
Jack  Faljiaff,  true  Jack  Faljiuff,  valiant  Jack  FaU 
faffy  and  therefore  more  valiant,  being  as  he  is,  old 
Jack  Faljiaff ;  baniih  not  him  thy  Harrys  company ; 
banifh  plump  Jacky  and  banifh  all  the  world. 

P.  Henry,  1  do,  I  wilL 

[^Knocking  ;  and  Hojhfs  goes  out^ 

Enter  Bardolph  runnings 

'Bard,  O,  my  lord,  my  lord,  the  SheriiF  with  a  moft 
monftrous  Watch,  is  at  the  door. 

FaL  Out,  you  rogue  I  play  out  the  Play :  I  have  muck 
to  fay  in  behalf  of  that  Faljiaff. 

Re  enter  the  Hofefu 
Hoft,  O,  my  lord,  my  lord  ! 

FaL  Heigh,  heigh,  the  devil  rides  upon  a  fiddle-ftick : 
what's  the  matter  ? 

Hojl,  The  Sheriff  and  all  the  watch  are  at  the  door : 
they  are  come  to  fearch  the  houfe  :  fhall  I  let  them  in  ? 

FaL  Doft  thou  hear,  Hal?  never  call  a  true  piece  of 
^old  a  counterfeit:  thou  art  eiTentially  mad,  without 
feeraing  fo. 

P.  Henry.  And  thou  a  natural  coward,  without  in*- 

FaL 
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FaL  I  deny  your  major ;  if  you  will  deny  the  Sheriff; 
fo ;  if  not,  let  him  enter.  If  I  become  not  a  cart  as 
well  as  another  man,  a  plague  on  my  bringing  up;  I 
hope,  I  fhall  as  foon  be  ftrangled  with  a  halter,  as 
another. 

P.  Benry.  Go,  hide  thee  behind  the  arras,  the  reft 
walk  up  above.  Now,  my  makers,  for  a  true  face  and 
good  confcience. 

FaL  Both  which  I  have  had ;  but  their,  date  is  out^ 
and  therefore  FU  hide  me. 

[Exeunt  FalftalF,  Bardolph,  (fa 

P.  Henry.  Call  in  the  Sheriff.  

Enter  Sheriff  and  Carrier, 

Now,  Mailer  Sheriff",  what  is  your  will  with  me  } 
Sher,  Firft,  pardon  me,  my  lord.    A  hue  and  cry 

Hath  followed  certain  men  uato  this  houfe, 
P.  Henry.  What  men  ? 

Sher.  One  of  them  is  well  known,  my  gracious  lord^ 
A  grofs  fat  man. 

Car.  As  fat  as  butter. 

P.  Henry,  The  man,  I  da  aflurc  you,  is  not  here> 
For  I  my  felf  at  this  time  have  employ'dliim  ; 
And,  SherifF,  I  engage  my  word  to  thee. 
That  I  will,  by  to  morrow  dinner  time,. 
Send  him  to  anfwer  thee,  or  any  man, 
.  For  any  thing  he  fhall  be  charg'd  withal : 
And  fo  let  me  intreat  you  leave  the  houfe^ 

Sher,  I  will,  my  lord :  there  are  two  gentlemen 
Have  in  this  robbery  loft  three  hundred  marks, 

P.  Henry,  It  may  be  fo ;  if  he  have  robb'd  thefe  men^ 
He  lhall  be  anfwcrable  ;  and  fo  farewel. 

Sher.  Goodnight,  my  noble  lord. 

P.  Henry,  I  think  it  is  good  morrow,  is  it  not? 

Sher,  Indeed,  my  lord,  I  think  it  be  two  o'  clock. 

{Exit, 

P.  Henry,  This  oily  rafcal  is  known  as  well  as  ?aur&  5 
go  call  him  forth. 

Feto.  Falftaff  ^  faft  afleep,  behind  the  arras,  and  . 

fnorting  like  a  horfe. 

f.Mmy. 


i 

156  7he  Fir  ft  Tart  of 

p.  Henry.  Hark,  how  hard  he  fetches  breath  :  fearch 
his  Pockets. 

\lle  fe arches  his  Pockets,  and Jinds  certain pizpers. 

P.  Henry.  What  hail  thou  found  ? 

Peto,  Nothing  but  papers,  my  lord, 

P.  Henry,  Let's  fee,  what  be  they?  read  theiru 

Peto.  Item,  a  capon,  2  /.  2  ^. 
Itenty  Sauce,  4^. 
Item,  Sack,  two  gallons,  5/.  8^. 
Item,  Anchoves  and  fack  after  fupper,  2  j.  6d. 
Item,  Bread,  a  halfpenny. 

P.  Henry.  O  monllrous  !  but  one  halfpenny-worth  of 
bread,  to  this  intolerable  deal  of  fack  ?  What  there  is 
elfe,  keep  clofe,  we'll  read  it  at  more  advantage  ;  there 
let  him  fleep  till  day.  I'll  to  the  Court  in  the  morning : 
we  muft  all  to  the  wars,  and  thy  place  fhall  be  honour- 
able. I'll  procure  this  fat  rogue  a  charge  of  foot,  and, 
I  know,  his  death  will  be  a  march  of  twclve-fcore.  The 
mony  fhall  be  paid  back  again  with  advantage.  Be 
with  me  betimes  in  the  morning ;  and  fo  good  mor- 
row, Peto. 

Peto.  Good  morrow,  good  my  lord.  [^Exeunt. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE,    the  Archdeacon  of  BangorV 
Houfein  WALES. 

Enter  Hot-fpur,  Worcefler,  Lord  Mortimer,  and 
Owen  Glendower. 

Mortimer". 

THESE  promifes  are  fair,  the  parties  fure. 
And  our  indudlion  full  of  profp'rous  hope. 
Hot.  hotd  Mortimry  and  coufin  G/if^^/cwr, 
Will  you  fit  down  ? 

And; 
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And,  uncle  Worcejfer  a  plague  upon  it ! 

I  have  forgot  the  map. 

Glef:ii.  No,  here  it  is ; 
Sit,  coufin  Percy  \  fit,  good  coufin  Hot-/pur  : 
For,  by  that  name,  as  oft  as  Lancajier 
Doth  fpeak  of  you,  his  cheeks  look  pale  ;  and  with 
A  rifing  figh,  he  wifheth  you  in  heav'n. 

Hot,  And  you  in  hell,  as  often  as  he  hears 
Oivcn  GlevJoucer  fpoke  of. 

Glend.  I  blame  him  not :  at  my  Nativity, 
The  front  of  heav'n  was  full  of  hery  fhapes. 
Of  burning  Crcflets ;  know,  that,  at  my  birth.. 
The  frame  and  the  foundation  of  the  earth 
Shook  like  a  coward. 

Hot,  So  it  wou'd  have  done 
At  the  fame  feafon,  if  your  mother^s  cat 
Had  kitten'd,  though  your  felf  had  ne'er  been  born. 

GIe?2d.  I  fay,  the  earth  did  fhake  when  I  was  born^ 

Hot,  I  fay^.  the  earth  then  was  not  of  my  mind; 
If  you  fuppofe,  as  fearing  you,  it  Ihook. 

Gl£72d.  The  heav  ns  were  all  on  fire,  the  earth  did 
tremble. 

Hot.  O,  then  the  earth  fhook  to  fee  the  heav'ns  on 
fire. 

And  not  in  fear  of  your  nativity.  * 

Difeafed  Nature  oftentimes  breaks  forth 

Iji  ftrange  eruptions ;  and  the  teeming  earth 

Is  with  a  kind  of  colick  pinch'd  and  vext. 

By  the  imprifoning  of  unruly  wind 

Within  her  womb  ,  which,  for  enlargement  flriving, 

Shakes  the  old  beldame  earth,  and  topples  down  ^ 

High  tow'rs  and  mofs-grown  fleeples.    At  your  birth^ 

Our  grandam  earth,  with  this  diftemperature, 

In  palTion  Ihook. 

Glend,  Coufm,  of  many  men 
I  do  not  bear  thefe  crofTmgs :  give  me  leave 
To  tell  you  once  again,  that  at  my  birth 
The  front  of  heav'n  was  full  of  fiery  lhapes ; 
The  goats  ran  from  the  mountains,  and  the  herds 
Were  llrangely  clamorous  in  the  frighted  fields : 
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Thefe  figns  have  mark'd  me  extraordinary. 

And  all  the  courfes  of  my  life  do  (hew, 

I  am  not  in  the  roll  of  common  men. 

Where  is  he  living,  dipt  in  with  the  fea 

That  chides  the  banks  of  England,  Wales,  or  Scotlanl, 

Who  calls  me  pupil,  or  hath  read  to  me  ? 

And  bring  him  out,  that  is  but  woman's  fon. 

Can  trace  me  in  the  tedious  ways  of  art. 

Or  hold  me  pace  in  deep  experiments. 

Hot,  I  think,  there  is  no  man  fpeaks  better  Weljh^ 
I'll  to  dinner 

Mort,  Peace,  co:?fin  Fercy ;  you  will  make  him  mad* 

Gknd,  I  can  call  Spirits  from  the  vafty  deep. 

Hot.  Why,  fo  can  I,  or  fo  can  any  man  : 
But,  will  they  come  when  you  do  call  for  them  ? 

Glend.  Why,  I  can  teach  thee  to  command  the  deviL 

Hot.  And  J  c?-n  teach  thee,  coz,  to  fhame  the  devil^ 
By  telling  truth  ;  Tell  truth  and Jhame  the  de^iL—» 
Vt  thou  haft  powV  to  raife  him,  bring  him  hither. 
And  ril  be  fworn,  IVe  pow'r  to  fhame  him  hence. 
Oh,  while  you  live,  tell  truth,  and  fhame  the  devil. 

Mort.  Come,  come! 
No  more  of  this  unprofitable  chat 

Qlend,  Three  times  hath  Henry  BoUnglrch  made  head 
Againft  my  powV ;  thrice  from  the  banks  of  Wyey 
And  fandy- bottomed  Se<vern,  have  I  fent 
Him  bootlefs  home,  and  weather- beaten  back. 

Hot,  Home,  without  boots,  and  in  foul  weather  too! 
How  Ycapes  he  agues,  in  the  devil's  name  ? 

Glend,  Come,  here's  the  Map :  Shall  Vv'C  divide 
Right, 

According  to  our  threefold  order  ta'en  ? 

Mort,  Th*  Archdeacon  hath  divided  it 
Into  three  limits,  very  equally  : 
England,  from  Trent,  and  Senjern  hitherto, 
By  fouth  and  eaft,  is  to  my  part  afTign'd  : 
/  All  weflward,  Wales^  beyond  the  Sn^ern  ihore,. 
And  all  the  fertile  land  within  that  bound. 
To  Onven  Glendo^wer    and,  dear  Coz,  to  you 
The  remnant  northward,  lying  off  from  Trmt. 
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And  our  Indentures  tripartite  are  drawn  : 

Which  being  fealed  interchangeably, 

(A  bufinefs,  that  this  night  may  execute) 

To  morrow,  coufm  Percy^  you  and  I, 

And  my  good  lord  of  Worcefter,  >yill  fet  forth. 

To  meet  your  father,  and  the  Scoitijh  Power, 

As  is  appointed  us,  at  Shreuusbury, 

My  father  Glend(ywer  is  not  ready  yet, 

Nor  fliall  we  need  his  help  thefe  fourteen  days  : 

Within  that  fpace,  you  may  have  drawn  together 

Your  tenants,  friends,  and  neighbouring  gentlemen, 

Glend.  A  fhorter  time  lhall  fend  me  to  you,  lords ; 
And  in  my  condud  lhall  your  ladies  come. 
From  whom  you  now  muft  fteal,  and  take  no  leaye  j 
For  there  will  be  a  world  of  water  fhed. 
Upon  the  parting  of  your  wives  and  you. 

Hot.  Methinks,  my  moiety,  north  from  'Burton  herCi 
In  quantity  equals  not  one  of  yours : 
See,  how  this  river  comes  me  crankling  in. 
And  cuts  me,  from  the  beft  of  all  my  land, 
A  huge  half-moon,  a  monflrous  cantle  out. 
rU  have  the  Current  in  this  place  damm'd  up : 
And  here  the  fmug  and  filver  Trent  fliall  run 
In  a  new  channel,  fair  and  evenly: 
It  fliall  not  wind  with  fuch  a  deep  indent. 
To  rob  me  of  fo  rich  a  bottom  here. 

Glend,  Not  wind  ?  it  fliall,  it  muft ;  you  fee,  it  doth. 

Mort.  But  mark,  he  bears  his  courfe,  and  runs  me  up 
With  like  advantage  on  the  other  fide, 
Gelding  th'  oppofed  continent  as  much. 
As  on  the  other  fide  it  takes  from  you. 

Wor.  Yes,  but  a  little  charge  will  trench  him  here, 
And  on  this  north-fide  win  this  cape  of  land. 
And  then  he  runs  flrait  and  even. 

Hot.  ni  have  it  fo,  a  little  charge  will  do  it» 

Glend,  I  will  not  have  it  altered. 

Hot.  Will  not  you  ? 

GUnd.  No,  nor  you  fliall  not. 

Hot,  Who  fliall  fay  me  nay  f 

GUnd.  Why,  that  wiU  I. 
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Hot,  Let  me  not  underftand  you  then. 
Speak  it  in  Weljh, 

Glend,  I  can  fpeak  EngliJ/?y  lord,  as  well  as  you^ 
For  I  was  train'd  up  in  the  EngUjh  Court : 
Where,  being  young,  I  framed  to  the  harp 
Many  an  Englijh  Ditty,  lovely  well, 
And  gave  the  tongue  a  helpful  ornament; 
A  virtue,  that  was  never  feen  in  you. 

Hot,  Marry,  and  I'm  glad  of  it  with  all  my  heart. 
I  had  rather  be  a  kitten,  and  cry,  mew  !  — — 
Than  one  of  thefe  fame  meeter-ballad-mongers ; 
rd  rather  hear  a  brazen  candleftick  turn'd. 
Or  a  dry  wheel  grate  on  the  axle-tree, 
And  that  would  nothing  fet  my  teeth  on  edge. 
Nothing  fo  much  as  mincing  Poetry  ; 
'Tis  like  the  forc'd  gate  of  a  ihuffling  nag. 

Glend,  Come,  you  lhall  have  Trent  turn'd. 

Hot,  I  do  not  care  ;  Dl  give  thrice  fo  much  land 
To  any  weil-deferving  friend ; 
But  in  the  way  of  bargain,  mark  ye  me, 
I'll  cavil  on  the  ninth  part  of  a  hair. 
Arc  the  indentures  drawn  ?  lhall  we  be  gone  ? 

Glend.  The  moon  fhines  fair,  you  may  away  by 
night : 

(ril  halle  the  writer)  and  withal. 

Break  with  your  Wives  of  your  departure  hence : 

I  am  afraid  my  daughter  will  run  mad ; 

So  much  Ihe  doteth  on  her  Mortimer,  [Exlt^ 
Mort,  Fie,  coufin  Percy,  how  you  crofs  my  father  I 
Hot.  I  cannot  chufe  ;  fometime  he  angers  me. 

With  telling  of  the  Moldwarp  and  the  Ant, 

Of  dreamer  Merlin,  and  his  prophecies ; 

And  of  a  dragon,  and  a  finlefs  iiih, 

A  clipt-wing  Griffin,  and  a  moulting  Raven; 

A  couching  Lion,  and  a  ramping  Cat ; 

And  fuch  a  deal  of  skimble-skamble  Huff, 

As  puts  me  from  my  faith.    I  tell  you  what, 

He  held  me  the  lafl  night  at  leaft  nine  hours. 

In  reckoning  up  the  feveral  devils  names. 

That  were  his  lackeys :  I  cry'd,  hum,— and  well— 
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But  mark'd  him  not  a  word.  O,  he's  as  tedious 
As  a  tir'd  horfe,  or  as  a  railing  wife  : 
Worfe  than  a  fmoaky  houfe.    I'd  rather  hVe 
With  cheefe  and  garlick,  in  a  windmil,  far ; 
Than  feed  on  cates,  and  have  him  talk  to  me. 
In  any  fummer-houfe  in  chrillendom. 

Mort.  In  faith,  he  is  a  worthy  gentleman; 
Exceedingly  well  read,  and  profited 
Pn  flrange  concealments ;  valiant  as  a  Lion ; 
And  wond'rous  affable ;  as  bountiful 
As  Mines  of  India  :  fhall  I  tell  you,  coufin  ? 
He  holds  your  temper  in  a  high  refpe^^, 
And  curbs  himfelf,  even  of  his  natural  fcope, 
When  you  do  crofs  his  humour ;  'faith,  he  does. 
I  warrant  you,  that  man  is  not  alive 
Might  fo  have  tempted  him  as  you  have  done. 
Without  the  tafle  of  danger  and  reproof. 
But  do  not  life  it  oft,  let  me  intreat  you. 

PFor,  In  faith,  my  lord,  you  are  too  wilful-blame, 
And,  fmce  your  coming  here,  have  done  enough 
To  put  him  quite  befides  his  patience  : 
You  muft  needs  learn,  lord,  to  amend  this  fault ; 
Though  fometimes  it  fhews  greatnefs,  courage,  blood, 
(And  that's  the  deareft  grace  it  renders  you ;) 
Yet  oftentimes  it  doth  prefent  harfh  rage, 
Defedof  manners,  want  of  government. 
Pride,  haughtinefs,  opinion,  and  difdain : 
The  lead  of  which,  haunting  a  Nobleman, 
Lofeth  men's  hearts,  and  leaves  behind  a  llain 
Upon  the  beauty  of  all  parts  befides. 
Beguiling  them  of  commendation. 

Hot.  Well,  I  am  fchool'd :  good  manners  be  y^ur 
fpeed ! 

Here  come  our  wives,  and  let  us  take  our  leave. 

E^ter  Glendower,  nviti?  the  ladies. 

.  Mort,  This  is  the  deadly  fpight  that  angers  me. 
My  wife  can  fpeakno  Englijh^  I  no  Weljh, 

Glend,  My  daughter  weeps,  Ihe  will  not  part  with 

'  She'U 
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Shell  be  a  foldier  too,  fhe'll  to  the  wars. 

Morf,  Good  father,  tell  her,  (he  and  my  aunt  Percy 
Shall  follow  in  your  condu(^l  fpeedily. 

[Glendower  /peaks  to  her  in  Welfh,  and  Jhe  an- 
Jkvers  him  in  the  fame. 
Clend.  She's  defpVate  here :  a  peevifh  felf-will'd  har- 
lotry. 

That  no  perfuafion  can  do  good  upon. 

[Lady  [peaks  in  Welfli. 
Mart.  I  underftand  thy  looks  ?  that  pretty  Weljhy 
Which  thou  powV'fl  down  from  thofe  two  fwelling 
heavens, 

I  am  too  perfe6l  in  :  and,  but  for  fhame. 
In  fuch  a  parly  fhould  I  anfwer  thee. 

\T^he  Lady  cgain  in  Welft. 
I  underftand  thy  kifles,  and  thou  mine ; 
And  that's  a  feeling  difputation  : 
But  I  will  never  be  a  truant,  love, 
'Till  I  have  learn'd  thy  language  ;  for  thy  tongue 
Makes  Weljh  as  fweet  as  ditties  highly  penn'd. 
Sung  by  a  fair  Queen  in  a  fummer'e  bower. 
With  ravifhing  divifion  to  her  lute. 

Glend,  Nay,  if  thou  melt,  then  will  (lie  run  mad. 

\T^he  Lady /peaks  again  in  Welfil. 
Mort.  O,  I  am  Ignorance  itfelf  in  this. 
Glend.  She  bids  you. 
All  on  the  wanton  ruflies  lay  you  down. 
And  reft  your  gentle  head  upon  her  lap. 
And  fhe  will  fmg  the  fong  that  pleafeth  you. 
And  on  your  eye-lids  crown  the  God  of  Sleep, 
Charming  your  blood  with  pleafing  heavinefs ; 
Making  fuch  difF'rence  betwixt  wake  and  fleep, 
As  is  the  difFVence  betwixt  day  and  night, 
The  hour  before  the  heavenly- barnefs'd  team 
Begin  his  golden  progrefs  in  the  eaft. 

Mort.  With  all  my  heart  Tli  fit,  and  hear  her  fmg: 
By  that  time  will  our  book,  I  think,  be  drawn. 

Glend,  Dofo; 
And  thofe  muficians,  that  fhall  play  to  you 
Hang  in  the  air  a  thoufand  league*  from  hence ; 

Yet 
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Yet  ftrait  they  fliall  be  here ;  fit,  and  attend. 

Hot,  Come,  Kate,  thou  art  perfed  in  lying  down : 
come,  quick,  quick,  that  I  may  lay  my  head  in  thy 
lap. 

Lad,  Go,  ye  giddy  goofe.    ^  [The  mujick  plays. 

Hot.  Now  I  perceive  the  devil  underftands  Weljh,  and 
'tis  no  marvel,  he  is  fo  humourous :  by'r  lady,  he's  a 
good  mufician. 

Lady,  Then  would  you  be  nothing  but  mufical,  for 
you  are  altogether  govern'd  by  humours :  lie  Hill,  ye 
thief,  and  hear  the  lady  iing  in  JVelJb, 

Hot,  I  had  rather  hear  Lady,  my  brach,  howI  in  Irijhi 

Lady.  Would'ft  have  thy  head  broken  ? 

Hot,  No. 

Lady,  Then  be  ftill. 

Hot,  Neither,  'tis  a  woman's  faulh 

Lady,  Now  God  help  thee  ! 

Hot.  To  the  Weljh  lady's  bed. 

Lady.  What's  that  ? 

Hot.  Peace,  fhe  fings. 

[Here  the  Lady  fings  a  Welfii  fong^ 
Come,  ril  have  your  fong  too. 

Lady,  Not  mine  in  good  footh. 

Hot,  Not  yours,  in  good  footh!  you  fwear  like  a 
comfit-maker's  wife;  not  you,  in  good  footh  %  and,  as 
trm  as  I  ii^'e;  and,  as  God  Jhall  mend  tne\  and,  as  fure 

day :  and  giveft  fuch  farcenet  furety  for  thy  oaths,  as 
if  thou  never  walk'd'ft  further  than  Finsbury, 
Swear  me,  Kate,  like  a  lady,  as  thou  art, 
A  good  mouth-filling  oath,  and  leave  i72footh. 
And  fuch  proteft  of  pepper-ginger-bread. 
To  velvet-guards,  and  Sunday-ciiiztn%, 
Come,  fing. 

Lady,  1  will  not  fing. 

Hot,  'Tis  the  next  way  to  turn  tailor,  or  be  Rolin^ 
Red-hreafi  teacher:  if  the  indentures  be  drawn,  V\\ 
away  within  thefe  two  hours ;  and  fo  come  in,  when  ye 
will.  [Exit. 

Gknd.  Come,  come,  lord  Mortimer^  you  are  as  flow^ 
As  hot  lord  Percx  is  on  fire  to  go, 

^      .  By 
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By  this  our  book  is  drawn :  we  will  but  feal, 
And  then  to  horfe  immediately. 

Mort,  With  all  my  heart.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Prefence-chamber  in 
Windlor. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Prince  of  Wales,  Lords  and  others, 

K,  Henry.  T  O  R  D  S,  giye  us  leave ;  the  Prince  of 

■  A       Wales  ahd  I 
Mull  have  fomc  private  conference :  but  be  near. 
For  we  fhall  prefently  have  heed  of  you.  

[Exeunt  Lords, 
I  know  not,  whether-God  will  have  it  fo. 
For  fome  difpleafing  fervice  I  have  done ; 
That,  in  his  fecret  doom,  put  of  my  blood 
He  breeds  revengement  and  a  fcourge  for  me  : 
But  thou  doft  in  thy  palTages  of  life 
Make  me  believe,  that  thou  art  only  mark'd 
For  the  hot  vengeance  and  the  rod  of  heav'n. 
To  punifh  my  mif-treadings.    Tell  me  elfe. 
Could  fuch  inordinate  and  low  defires, 
Such  poor,  fuch  bafe,  fuch  lewd,  fuch  mean  attempts, 
Such  barren  pleafures,  rude  fociety. 
As  thou  art  matched  withal  and  grajfted  to. 
Accompany  the  greatnefs  of  thy  blood, 
And  hold  their  level  with  thy  princely  heart  ? 

P.  Henry.  So  pleafe  your  Majefly,  I  wifh,  I  could 
Quit  all  offences  with  as  clear  excuie, 
As  well,  as,  I  am  doubtlefs,  I  can  purge 
My  felf  of  many  I  am  charged  withal. 
Yet  fuch  extenuation  let  me  beg. 
As,  in  reproof  of  many  tales  devised. 
Which  oft  the  ear  of  Greatnefs  needs  muft  hear. 
By  fmiling  pick-thanks  and  bafe  news-mongers ; 
I  may  for  fome  things  true  (wherein  my  youth 
Hath  faulty  wander'd,  and  irregular) 
Find  pardon  on  my  true  fubmiffion. 

K.  Henry.  Heav'n  pardon  thee;  yet  let  mc  wonder, 
Harrj^  At 
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At  thy  afFe(5lions,  which  do  hold  a  wing 
Qmtt  from  the  flight  of  all  thy  Anceftors. 
Thy  place  in  council  thou  haft  rudely  loll. 
Which  by  thy  younger  brother  is  fupply'd  ; 
And  art  almoft  an  alien  to  the  hearts 
Of  all  the  Court  and  Princes  of  my  bloodc 
The  hope  and  expectation  of  thy  time 
Is  ruin'd,  and  the  foul  of  every  man 
Prophetically  does  fore-think  thy  Fall. 
Had  I  fo  lavidi  of  my  prefence  been. 
So  common-hackney'd  in  the  eyes  of  men. 
So  ftaleand  cheap  to  vulgar  company 
Opinion,  that  did  help  me  to  the  crown. 
Had  ftill  kept  loyal  to  pofTellion  ; 
And  left  me  in  reputelefs  banilhment, 
A  fellow  of  no  mark,  nor  likelihood. 
But  being  feldom  feen,  I  could  not  Itir, 
But,  like  a  comet,  I  was  wonder'd  at  I 
That  men  would  tell  their  children,  this  is  he. 
Others  would  fay,  where?  which  is  Bolingbroke  f' 
And  then  I  ftole  all  courtefie  from  heav'n. 
And  dreft  my  felf  in  much  humility, 
That  I  did  pluck  allegiance  from  men's  hearts, 
Loud  fliouts  and  falutations  from  their  mouths* 
Even  in  the  prefence  of  the  crowned  King. 
Thus  I  did  keep  my  perfon  frefli  and  new. 
My  prefence,  like  a  robe  pontifical, 
Ne'er  feen,  but  wonder'd.  at ;  and  fo  my  State, 
Seldom,  butfumptuous,  Ihevved  like  a  fealt. 
And  won,  by  rarenefs,  fuch  folemnity. 
The  skipping  King,  he  ambled  up  and  down 
With  Iballow  jefters,  and  ralh  bavin  wits, 
Soon  kindled,  and  foon  burnt  ;  carded  his  State  ; 
Mingled  his  Royalty  with  carping  fools ; 
Had  his  great  name  profaned  with  their  fcorns ; 
Arid  gave  his  countenance,  againft  his  name, 
To  laugh  at  gybing  boys,  and  ftand  the  puilij 
Of  every  beardlefs,  vain  comparative  : 
Grew  a  companion  to  the  common  ftreets, 
Enfeoft''d  himfelf  to  popularity  : 
•  Vol.  IV.  G  That 
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That,  being  daily  fwallow'd  by  men's  eyes. 

They  furfeited  with  honey,  and  began 

To  loath  the  tafte  of  fweetnefs ;  whereof  a  little 

More  than  a  little  is  by  much  too  much. 

So  when  he  had  occafion  to  be  feen. 

He  was  but,  as  the  Cuckow  is  in  June, 

Heard,  not  regarded ;  feen,  but  with  fuch  eyes. 

As,  fick  and  blunted  with  community. 

Afford  no  extraordinary  gaze ; 

Such  as  is  bent  on  fun  like  A'lajefly, 

When  it  Ihines  feldom  i-n  admiring  eyes : 

But  rather  drowz'd,  and  hung  their  eye-lids  down, 

Slept  in  his  face,  and  rendred  fuch  afped 

As  cloudy  men  ufe  to  their  adverfaries, 

Being  with  his  prefence  glutted,  gorg'd  and  full. 

And  in  that  very  line,  Harry,  ftand'fl  thou  ; 

For  thou  haft  loft  thy  Princely  privilege 

With  vile  participation.    Not  an  eye. 

But  is  a-v/eary  of  thy  common  fight, 

Save  mine,  which  hath  defir'd  to  fee  thee  more  ; 

Which  now  doth,  what  I  would  not  have  it  do. 

Make  blind  itfelf  with  foolifh  tendernefs. 

Y,  Henry,  I  lhall  hereafter,  my  thrice- gracious  lord. 
Be  more  my  felf. 

K.  Henry,  For  all  the  world. 
As  thou  art  at  this  hour  was  Richard  then, 
When  I  from  France  fet  foot  at  Rawenffurg ; 
And  ev'n  as  I  was  then,  is  Percy  now. 
Now  by  my  fcepter,  and  my  foul  to  boot. 
He  hath  more  worthy  intereft  to  the  State, 
Than  thou,  the  fhadow  of  fuccelTion  ! 
For,  of  no  Right,  nor  colour  like  to  Right, 
He  doth  fill  fields  with  harnefs  in  the  Realm, 
Turns  head  againft  the  Lion's  armed  jaws ; 
And,  being  no  more  in  debt  to  years  than  thou. 
Leads  ancient  lords  and  rev'rend  bifhops  on. 
To  bloody  battels,  and  to  bruifing  arms. 
What  never-dying  honour  hath  he  got 
Againft  renowned  Do^juglas,  whofe  high  deeds, 
Whofe  hot  incurfions,  and  g^eat  name  in  arms. 

Holds 
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Holds  from  all  foldiers  chief  majority. 
And  military  Title  capital, 

Through  all  the  Kingdoms  that  acknowledge  Chrifl:, 

Thrice  hath  this  Hot-fpur  Mars  in  fwathing-cloaths. 

This  infant  warrior,  in  his  enterprifes, 

Difcomfited  great  Dowuglas^  ta'en  him  once. 

Enlarged  him,  and  made  a  friend  of  him. 

To  fill  the  mouth  of  deep  defiance  up. 

And  lhake  the  peace  and  fafety  of  our  Throne. 

And  what  fay  you  to  this  ?  Percy,  Northumberland, 

Th'  Archbifhop's  Grace  of  Tork,  Do^ivglasy  and  Mortimer ^ 

Capitulate  againft  11s,  and  are  up. 

But  wherefore  do  I  tell  this  news  to  thee  ? 

Why,  Harry,  do  I  tell  thee  of  my  foes, 

Which  art  my  near'ft  and  deareft  enemy  ? 

Thou  that  art  like  enough,  through  valTal  fear, 

Bafe  inclination,  and  the  flart  of  fpleen. 

To  iight  againft  me  under  Percys  pay ; 

To  dog  his  heels,  and  curtfie  at  his  frowns. 

To  Ihow  how  much  thou  art  degenerate. 

P.  Henry,  Do  not  think  fo,  you  lhall  not  find  it  fe  : 
And  heav'n  forgive  them,  that  fo  much  have  fway'd 
Your  Majefty's  good  thoughts  away  from  me  ! 
I  will  redeem  all  this  on  Percys  head. 
And  in  the  clofmg  of  fome  glorious  day, 
Be  bold  to  tell  you,  that  I  am  your  foa. 
When  I  v/ill  wear  a  garment  all  of  blood, 
And  ftain  my  favours  in  a  bloody  mask, 
Which,  wafti'd  away,  fhall  fcowre  my  fhame  with  it. 
And  that  lhall  be  the  day,  when  e'er  it  lights. 
That  this  fame  child  of  honour  and  renown. 
This  gallant  Hot-fpur,  this  all-praifed  Knight, 
And  your  unthought-of  Harry,  chance  to  meet, 
For  every  honour  fitting  on  his  helm, 
'Would  they  were  multitudes,  and  on  my  head 
My  ftiames  redoubled  !  for  the  time  will  come. 
That  1  fhall  make  this  northern  Youth  exchange 
His  glorious  deeds  for  my  indignities. 
Percy  is  but  my  fador,  good  my  lord, 
T'engrofs  up  glorious  deeds  on  my  behalf : 

G  2  And 
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And  I  will  call  him  to  fo  flridl  account. 
That  he  fhall  render  every  glory  up. 
Yea,  even  the  flighteft  worlhip  of  his  time. 
Or  I  will  tear  the  reckoning  from  his  heart. 
This  in  the  name  of  heav'n  I  promife  here : 
The  which,  if  I  perform,  and  do  furvive, 
I  do  befeech  your  Majefty,  may  falve 
The  long  grown  wounds  of  my  intemperature. 
If  not,  the  end  of  life  cancels  all  bonds ; 
And  I  will  die  a  hundred  thoufand  deaths. 
Ere  break  the  fmalleft  parcel  of  this  vow. 

K.  Henry.  A  hundred  thoufand  Rebels  die  in  this? 
Thou  fhalt  have  Charge,  and  fovereign  Truft  herein. 
Enter  Blunt. 

How  now^  good  Blunt  F  thy  looks  are  full  of  fpeed. 
Blunt.  So  is  the  bufmefs  that  I  come  to  fpeak  of. 

Lord  Morti7ner  of  Scotland  hath  fent  word. 

That  Do'wglas  and  the  EngUjh  rebels  met 

Th'  eleventh  of  this  month,  at  ^hre^shury : 

A  mighty  and  a  fearful  head  they  are. 

If  promifes  be  kept  on  every  hand. 

As  ever  ofler'd  foul  play  in  a  State. 

K,  Henry.  The  Earl  of  Wejfmorland  kt  forth  to  day, 

With  him  my  fon,  lord  John  of  Lancajler ; 

For  this  advertifement  is  five  days  old. 

On  Wedriefday  next,  Harry,  thou  fhalt  fet  forward : 

On  Thurfday  we  our  felves  will  march  :  our  meeting 

Is  at  Bridgnorth  ;  and,  Harry,  you  fhall  march 

Through  GWJierJhire :  by  which,  fome  twelve  days 
hence 

Our  general  forces  at  Bridgnorth  fhall  meet. 
Our  hands  are  full  of  bufinefs :  let's  away, 
Advantage  feeds  them  fat,  while  we  delay.  \Bxeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Boards-head  Tavern  in 
Eaft- cheap. 

Enter  FalflafF  and  Bardolph. 
JVJ.       Ardolph,  am  not  I  fall'n  away  vilely,  fmce 
J3  this  laft  aftion?  Do  I  not  bate?  do  I  not 

dwindle  I 


King  Henry  IV.  149 

dwindle  ?  why,  my  skin  hangs  about  me  like  an  old 
lady's  loofe  gown :  I  am  wither' d,  like  an  old  apple 
John.  Well,  I'll  repent,  and  that  fuddenly,  while  I 
am  in  fome  liking :  I  fhall  be  out  of  heart  fhortly,  and 
then  I  fhall  have  no  ftrength  to  repent.  An  I  have 
not  forgotten  what  the  infide  of  a  church  is  made  of, 
I  am  a  pepper- corn,  a  brewer's  horfe  ;  the  infide  of  a 
church !  company,  villainous  company  hath  been  the 
fpoil  of  me. 

Bard,  Sir  John,  you  are  fo  fretful,  you  cannot  live 
long. 

Fal,  Why,  there  is  it ;  come,  fmg  me  a  bawdy  fcng,. 
to  make  me  merry  :  I  was  as  virtuoully  given,  as  a 
gentleman  need  to  be  ;  virtuous  enough  ;  fwore  little  ; 
diced  not  above  feven  times  a  v/eek ;  went  to  a  bawdy- 
houfe  not  above  once  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour ;  paid 
mony,  that  I  borrow'd,  three  or  four  times ;  liv'd  well, 
and  in  good  compafs ;  and  now  I  live  out  of  all  order, 
out  of  ail  compafs. 

Bard,  Why,  you  are  fo  fat,  Sir  John^  that  you  muft 
needs  be  out  of  all  compafs,  out  of  all  reafonable  com- 
pafs, Sir  John. 

Fal,  Do  thou  amend  thy  face,  and  I'll  amend  my  life,- 
Thou  art  our  Admiral,  thou  beareft  the  lanthorn  in  the 
poop,  but  'tis  in  the  nofe  of  thee ;  thou  art  the  knight 
of  the  burning  lamp. 

Bard  Wh)f,  Sir  John,  my  face  does  you  no  harm, 

Fal,  No,  I'll  be  fworn ;  I  make  as  good  ufe  of  it, 
as  many  a  man  doth  of  a  death's  head,  or  a  memento 
mori.  I  never  fee  thy  face,  but  I  think  upon  hell- fire, 
and  Di^es  that  liv'd  in  purple ;  for  there  he  is  in  his 

robes,  burning,  burning.  If  thou  v/ert  any  way 

given  to  virtue,  I  would  fwear  by  thy  face ;  my  oath 
ihould  be,  hy  this  fire ;  but  thou  art  altogether  given 
over  \  and  wert  indeed,  but  for  the  light  in  thy  face, 
the  fon  of  utter  darknefs.  When  thou  rann'ft  up  Q ads- 
hill  in  the  night  to  catch  my  horfe,  if  I  did  not  think, 
thou  had'll:  been  an  ignis  fatuus,  or  a  ball  of  wild- fire, 
there's  no  purchafe  in  mony.  O,  thou  art  a  perpetual 
triumph,  an  everlafting  bonfire- light;  thou  haft  faved 
G  3  me 
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me  a  thoufand  marks  in  links  and  torches,  walking  with 
thee  in  the  night  betwixt  tavern  and  tavern;  but  the 
fack,  that  thou  hail  drunk  me,  would  have  bought  mc 
lights  as  good  cheap,  at  the  deareft  chandler's  in  Eu- 
rope, I  have  maintain'd  that  Salamander  of  yours  with 
£re,  any  time  this  two  and  thirty  years,  heav'n  reward 
me  for  it ! 

Bard.  'Sblood,  I  would,  my  face  were  in  your  belly. 
Fal.  God-a-mercy!  fo  fhould  I  be  fure  to  be  heart- 
burn'd. 

Enter  Hojlefs. 

How  now,  dame  Partlet  the  hen,  have  you  enquired 
yet  who  pick'd  my  pocket  ? 

Hof.  Why,  Sir  John,  what  do  you  think,  Sir  John  ? 
do  you  think,  I  keep  thieves  in  my  houfe  ?  I  have 
fearch'd,  I  have  enquir'd,  fo  has  my  husband,  man  b/ 
man,  boy  by  boy,  fervant  by  fervant :  the  tithe  of  a 
kair  v/as  never  loll  in  my  houfe  before. 

Fal.  Ye  lie,  hoftefs ;  Bardolph  was  lhav'd,  and  loft 
many  a  hair ;  and  Til  be  fworn,  my  pocket  was  pick'd  \ 
go  to,  you  are  a  woman,  go. 

Hoft.  Who  I  ?  I  defie  thee ;  I  was  never  calPd  fo  in 
mine  own  houfe  before. 

Fal.  Go  to,  I  know  you  well  enough. 

Hojl.  No,  Sir  John  :  you  do  not  know  me,  Sir  John% 
J  know  you,  ^ixJohn\  you  owe  me  mony,  John^ 
and  now  you  pick  a  quarrel  to  beguile  me  of  it.  I 
bought  you  a  dozen  of  fnirts  to  your  back. 

F^L  Dowlas,  filthy  dowlas :  I  have  given  them  a- 
vvay  to  bakers'  wives,  and  they  have  made  boulters  of 
them. 

Hojl.  Now  as  I  am  a  true  woman,  Holland  of  eight 
fliillings  an  ell :  you  owe  mony  here  befides.  Sir  John, 
for  your  diet,  and  by-drinkings,  and  mony  lent  you, 
four  and  twenty  pounds.. 

Fal.  He  had  his  part  of  it,  let  him  pay, 

Hoji.  He  ?  alas !  he  is  poor,  he  hath  nothing. 

Fal.  How  !  poor  ?  look  upon  his  face  :  what  call  yott 
rich  ?  let  him  coin  his  nofe,  let  him  coin  his  cheeks : 

rii 
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ril  not  pay  a  denier.  What,  will  you  make  a  yonker 
of  me  \  fhall  I  not  take  mine  eafe  in  mine  inn,  but  I 
ftiall  have  my  pocket  pick'd  ?  I  have  loft  a  feal-ring  of 
my  grand- father's,  worth  forty  mark. 

Hoji,  O  Jefu  !  I  have  heard  the  Prince  tell  him,  I 
know  not  how  oft,  that  the  ring  v/as  copper. 

FaL  How  ?  the  Prince  is  a  Jack,  a  fneak-cup  ;  and 
if  he  were  here,  I  would  cudgel  him  like  a  dog,  if  he 
would  fay  fo. 

E?iter  Prince  Henry  marchings  mid  Peto,  playing  on  his 
Tnmcheon  like  a  Fife  :  Falftaff  meets  them, 

FaL  How  now,  lad,  is  the  wind  in  that  door  ?  muft 
we  all  march  ? 

Bard,  Yea,  two  and  two,  i^Tv^^i^^-fafhion. 

Moji,  My  lord,  I  pray  you,  hear  me. 

V,  Henry.  What  fay'ft  thou,  Miftrefs  ^ickly  P  how 
does  thy  hufhand  ?  I  love  him  well,  he  is  an  honeft  man. 

Hojf  '.  Good  my  lord,  hear  me. 

FaL  Pr'ythee,  let  her  alone,  and  lift  to  me. 

P.  Henry,  V/hat  fay  ft  thou,  Jack!" 

FaL  The  other  night  I  fell  afleep  here  behind  the 
arras,  and  had  my  pocket  pickt :  this  houfe  is  turn'd 
bawdy-houfe,  they  pick  pockets. 

P.  Henry.  What  didft  thou  lofe,  Jack  P 

FaL  Wilt  thou  believe  me.  Hair"  three  or  four  bonds 
of  forty  pounds  a-piece,  and  a  feal-ring  of  my  grand* 
father's. 

P.  Henry,  A  trifle,  fome  eight-penny  matter. 

Hojl,  So  I  told  him,  my  lord  ;  and  I  faid,  I  heard 
your  Grace  fay  fo  ;  and,  my  lord,  he  fpeaks  moft  vilely 
of  you,  like  a  foul-mouth'd  man  as  he  is,  and  faid^  he 
would  cudgel  you. 

P.Henry,  What!  he  did  not? 

Ho/}.  There's  neither  faith,  truth,  nor  worrian-hood 
in  me  elfe. 

Fai,  There's  no  more  faith  in  thee  than  in  a  flew'd 
prune ;  no  more  truth  in  thee  than  in  a  drawn  Fox  ; 
and  for  woman-hood.  Maid  Marian  may  be  the  depu- 
ty's wife  of  the  ward  to  thee.    Go,  you  thing,  go. 

G  4  H./, 
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HoJ}.  Say,  what  thing?  what  thing? 

Fal.  What  thing  t  why,  a  thing  to  thank  God  on. 

Hop  I  am  nothing  to  thank  God  on,  I  would  thoti 
fiiould'll  know  It:  J  am  an  honeft  man^s  wife;  and, 
lettmg  thy  knighthood  afide,  thou  art  a  knave  to  call 
me  fo. 

Fal.  Setting  thy  womanhood  afide,  thou  art  a  beaft 
to  fay  otherwife. 

Hoft.  Say,  what  beaft,  thou  knave,  thou  ? 

FaL  What  beaft  ?  why,  an  Otter. 

P,  Henry,  An  Otter,  Sir  ^^^i^^,  why  an  Otter? 

Fal.  Why  ?  fhe's  neither  iifti  nor  flefh  ;  a  man  knows 
not  where  to  have  her. 

Hofi.  Thou  art  an  unjuft  man  in  fayiiig  fo  :  thou,  or 
any  man  knov^s  where  to  have  me ;  thou  knav«,  thou  ! 

P.  Henry,  Thou  fay'ft  true,  hoftefs,  and  he  flanders 
thee  mofi  grofsly. 

Hofi,  So  he  doth  you,  my  lord,  and  faid  this  other 
day,  you  ow'd  him  a  thcufand  pound. 

P.  Henry,  Sirrah,  do  I  owe  you  a  thoufand  pound  ? 

FoL  A  thoufand  pound,  Hal?  a  million;  thy  love  is 
worth  a  million  :  thou^ov/'ft  me  thy  love. 

Hofi^,  Nay,  my  lord^,  he  calia  y'o^Jacky  and  faid,  he 
-vvould  cue  gel  you. 

Fal  Did  I,  Bardolph  ? 

Bard.  Indeed,  Sir  John^  you  faid  fo. 

Fi^.l.  Yea,  if  he  faid,  my  ring  was  copper. 

P.  Henry,  I  fay,  'tis  copper.  Dar'ft  thou  be  as  good 
2s  thy  word  now  ? 

FaL  Why,  Haly  thou  know'ft,  as  thou  art  but  a 
Kian,  I  dare ;  but  as  thou  art  a  Prince,  I  fear  thee,  as 
1  fear  the  roaring  of  the  Lion's  whelp. 

P.  Henry,  And  why  not  as  the  Lion  ? 

FaL  The  King  himfelf  is  to  be  fear'd  as  the  Lion ; 
doft  thou  think.  Til  fear  thee,  as  1  fear  thy  father  ?  nay, 
if  I  do,  let  my  Girdle  break  ! 

P.  Henry,  Q,  if  it  fhould,  how  would  thy  guts  fall 
about  thy  knees !  But,  Sirrah,  there's  no  room  for  faith, 
truth,  nor  honefty,  in  this  bofom  of  thine ;  it  is  all 
fiird  up  with  guts  and  midriff.    Charge  an  honeft  wo- 
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man  with  picking  thy  pocket !  why,  thou  whorefon,  im- 
pudent, imbofs'd  rafcal,  if  there  were  any  thing  in  thy 
pocket  but  tavern  reckonings,  Memorandums  of  bawdy- 
houfes,  and  one  poor  penny-worth  of  fugar-candy  to 
make  thee  long-winded  ;  if  thy  pocket  were  enriched 
with  any  other  injuries  but  thefe,  1  am  a  villain  ;  and 
yet  you  will  Hand  to  it,  you  will  not  pocket  up  wrongs. 
Art  thou  not  afham'd  ? 

Fal.  Doll  thou  hear,  Hal?  thou  know'fl:  in  the  ftate 
of  innocency,  Ada?n  fell :  and  what  {hould  poor  Jack 
Faljlaff  do,  in  the  days  of  villany  ?  thou  feeft,  I  have 
more  flefh  than  another  man,  and  therefore  more  frailty. 
You  confefs  then,  you  pickt  my  pocket  ? 

P.  Henry,  It  appears  fo  by  the  Itory. 

TaL  Hoftefs,  I  forgive  thee  :  go  make  ready  Break- 
faft ;  love  thy  hufband,  look  to  thy  fervants,  and  che- 
rifh  thy  gueils  :  thou  lhalt  find  me  tradable  to  any 
honeftreafon:  thou  feeil,  I  am  pacify 'd  fcill.  Nay,  I 
pr'ythee,  be  gone.  [^;^//  Hofiefs, 

Now,  Hal^  to  the  news  at  Court:  for  the  robbery^, 
lad,  ■"        how  is  That  anfwer'd  ? 

Henry,  O  my  fweet  beef,  I  m^aft  ftill  be  good  an» 
gel  to  thee.    The  mony  is  paid  back  again, 

Fal.  O,  I  do  not  like  that  paying  back  ;  'tis  a  double 
labour. 

P.  Henry,  I  am  good  friends  with  my  father,  and 
may  do  any  thing. 

Fai  Rob  me  the  exchequer,  the  firft  thing  thou  doft^ 
and  do  it  with  unwaih'd  hands  too. 

Bard,  Do,  my  lord. 

P.  Henry,  I  have  procured  thee,  Jack^  a  charge  of. 
foot. 

Fal.  I  would,  it  had  been  of  horfe.    Where  fh all  I 
find  one,  that  can  fleal  well?  O,  for  a  fine  thief,  of 
two  and  twenty,  or;  thereabout ;  I  am  heinoufly  un- 
provided.   Well,  God  be  thank'd  for  thefe  rebels,, 
they  offend  none,  but  the  virtuous  5  I  laud  them,  I  praife 
them. 

P.  Henry,  Bardolph^  i«u..». 
Mai'd.  My  lord?: 

G..  3-  KHfvr/,. 
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p.  Henry.  Go  bear  this  letter  to  lord  Joh^  of  Z^«- 
cajhr,  to  my  brother  Jobn.  This  to  my  lord  of  JVrJ}^ 
mcrland',  go,  Peto,  to  horfe  ;  for  thou  and  1  have  thirty 
nnles  to  ride  yet  ere  dinner  time.  Jack,  meet  me  to- 
morrow in  the  Temple-H^ll  at  two  o'  clock  in  the  after- 
noon, there  llialt  thou  know  thy  charge,  and  there  re- 
ceive mony  and  order  for  their  furniture. 
The  Land  is  burning,  Percy  ftands  oh  high  ; 
And  either  they,  or  we,  muft  lower  lye. 

FaL  Rare  words  I  brave  world  !  hoftefs,  my  break- 
faft,  come: 

Oh  I  could  wilh,  this  tavern  were  my  drum !  [Exemf, 


A    C    T  IV. 

SCENE  changes  to  SHREWSBURY. 
Enter  Hot-fpur,  Worcefier,  and  Dowglas, 

Hot  -  spur. 

WELL  faid,  my  noble  Scot,  if  fpeaking  truth. 
In  this  fine  age,  were  not  thought  flattery. 
Such  attribution  fhould  the  Do^wglas  have. 
As  not  a  foldier  of  this  feafon's  ftamp 
Should  go  fo  gen'ral  currant  through  the  World, 
By  heav'n,  1  cannot  flatter  :  I  defie 
The  tongues  of  foothers.    But  a  braver  place 
In  my  heart's  love  hath  no  man  than  your  felf. 
Nay,  talk  me  to  my  word ;  approve  me,  lord, 

Doivg.  Thou  art  the  King  of  honour  : 
No  man  fo  potent  breathes  upon  the  ground. 
But  I  will  beard  him. 

Ef/ter  a  Mejfenger, 

Hot,  Do,  and  'tis  well  What  letters  hafl  thoa 

there  ?  — ;  • 

I  can  but  thank  you. 
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Mejf.  Thefe  come  from  your  father. 

Hot,  Letters  from  him  ?  why  comes  he  not  himfelf  ? 

Mejf.  He  cannot  come,  my  lord,  he's  grievous  fick. 

Hot.  Heav'ns !  how  has  he  the  leifure  to  be  fick 
In  fuch  a  juflling  time  ?  who  leads  his  Power; 
Under  whofe  government  come  they  along  ? 

Mef.  His  letters  bear  his  mind,  not  I  his  mind. 

War,  I  pr'ythee,  tell  me,  doth  he  keep  his  bed  ? 

MeJf,  He  did,  my  lord,  four  days  ere  I  fet  forth  : 
And  at  the  time  of  my  departure  thence. 
He  was  much  fear'd  by  his  phyficians. 

Wor.  I  would,  the  ftate  of  time  had  firft  been  whole. 
Ere  he  by  ficknefs  had  been  vifited ; 
His  health  was  never  better  worth  than  now. 

Hot,  Sick  now  ?  droop  now  ?  this  ficknefs  doth  infeft 
The  very  life-blood  of  our  enterprize; 
'Tis  catching  hither,  even  to  our  Camp* 
He  writes  me  here,  that  inward  ficknefs 
And  that  his  friends  by  deputation 
Could  not  fo  foon  be  drawn  :  nor  thought  he  meet 
To  lay  fo  dangerous  and  dear  a  Truft 
On  any  foul  remov'd,  but  on  his  own. 
Yet  doth  he  give  us  bold  advertifement. 
That  with  our  fmall  conjundlion  we  Ihould  on,. 
To  fee  how  fortune  is  difpos'd  to  us : 
For,  as  he  writes,  there  is  no  quailing  nowj, 
Bccaufe  the  King  is  certainly  poffeft 
Of  all  our  purpofes.    What  fay  you  to  it  ? 
Wor,  Your  father's  ficknefs  is  a  maim. to  us. 
Hot,  A  perillous  gafh,  a  very  limb  lopt  off : 
And  yet,  in  faith,  'tis  not;  his  prefent  want 
Seems  more  than  we  lhall  find  it.    VV^ere  it  good 
To  fet  the  exa6l  wealth  of  ail  our  Hates 
All  at  one  Caft ;  to  fet  fo  rich  a  Main 
On  the  nice  hazard  of  one  doubtful  hour? 
It  were  not  good  ;  for  therein  fhould  we  read 
The  very  bottom,  and  the  foul  of  hope. 
The  very  lift,  the  very  utmoft  Bound 
Of  all  our  fortunes. 
D.Q-Lvg.  Faith;,  and  fo  we  ftciild  ^ 

Where 
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Where  now  remains  a  fweet  reverfion. 
We  now  may  boldly  fpend  upon  the  hope 
Of  what  is  to  come  in  : 
A  comfort  of  retirement  lives  in  this. 

Hot.  A  rendezvous,  a  home  to  fly  unto. 
If  that  the  Devil  and  Mifchance  look  big 
Upon  the  maidenhead  of  our  affairs. 

fVcr.  But  yet  I  would  your  father  had  been  here  : 
The  quality  and  hair  of  our  attempt 
Brooks  no  divifion  :  it  will  be  thought 
By  fome,  that  know  not  why  he  is  away. 
That  wifdom,  loyalty,  and  meer  diflike 
Of  our  proceedings,  kept  the  Earl  from  hence*' 
And  think,  how  fuch  an  apprehenfion 
May  turn  the  tide  of  fearful  fadlion, 
And  breed  a  kind  of  queftion  in  our  caufe  : 
For  Vvell  you  know,  we  of  th'  ©ffending  fide 
Muft  keep  aloof  from  ilri6l  arbitrement ; 
And  flop  all  fight-holes,  every  loop,  from  whencSr 
The  eye  of  reafon  may  pry  in  upon  us : 
This  abfence  of  your  father  draws  a  curtain^ 
That  fhews  the  ignorant  a  kind  of  fear 
Before  not  dreamt  upon. 

Hot.  You  Urain  too  far. 
I  rather  of  his  abfence  make  this  ufe  : 
It  lends  a  iuflre,  and  more  great  opinion,. 
A  larger  Dare  to  our  great  enterprife. 
Than  if  the  Earl  were  here  :  for  men  mufl:  thini^j. 
If  we  without  his  help  can  make  a  head, 
To  pufh  againfl  the  Kingdom ;  with  his  help 
We  fhall  overturn  it  topfie-turvy  down. 
Yet  all"  goes  well,  yet  all  our  joints  are  whole. 

Do^g,  As  heart  can  think  ;  there  is  not  fuch  a  wori 
Spoke  of  in  Scotlandy  as  this  term  of  fear... 

Enter  Sir  Richard  Vernbn.. 

Hot.  My  comm^  FernoT!,  welcome,  by  my  foul  ! 

Fer.  Pra^y  God,  my  news  be  worth  a  welcome,  lord>. 
The  Earl  of  Weftmorland,  fev'n  thoufand  ftrong, 
Is  marching  hither,  with  Prince  John  of  Lancc^JI^.^ 
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Hot.  No  harm  ;  what  more  ? 
Fer.  And  further,  I  have  learn'd, 
The  King  himfelf  in  perfon  hath  fet  forth. 
Or  hitherwards  intended  fpeedily, 
With  ftrong  and  mighty  preparation. 

Hot.  He  lhall  be  welcome  too :  where  is  his  fon? 
The  nimble-footed  mad-cap  Prince  of  Walesy 
-And  his  comrades,  that  daft  the  world  afide 
And  bid  it  pafs  ? 

Ver.  All  furnifht,  all  in  arms. 
All  plum'd  like  Eftridges,  that  with  the  wind 
Baited  like  Eagles,  having  lately  bath'd  ; 
GJittering  in  golden  coats  like  images. 
As  full  of  fpirit  as  the  month  of  May, 
And  gorgeous  as  the  Sun  at  Midfummer  : 
Wanton  as  youthful  goats,  wild  as  young  bulls» 
I  faw  young  Harry^  with  his  beaver  on. 
His  cuifTes  on  his  thighs,  gallantly  arm^d. 
Rife  from  the  ground  like  feather'd  Mercury  ^ 
And  vaulted  with  fuch  eafe  into  his  feat. 
As  if  an  Angel  dropt  down  from  the  clouds,, 
To  turn  and  wind  a  fiery  Fegafus, 

And  witch  the  world  with  noble  horfemanlhip. 

Hot.  No  more,  no  more ;  worfe  than  the  fun  in  March^ 

This  praife  doth  nourifh  agues ;  let  them  come. 

They  come  like  Sacrifices  in  th^r  trim. 

And  to  the  fire-ey'd  maid  of  fmoaky  war. 

All  hot,  and  bleeding,  will  we  offer  them,. 

The  mailed  Mars  fhall  on  his  altar  fit 

Up  to  the  ears  in  blood.    I  am  on  fire. 

To  hear  this  rich  reprifal  is  fo  nigh. 

And  yet  not  ours.    Come,  let  me  take  my  horfe,. 

Who  is  to  bear  me,  like  a  thunder-bolt, 

Againfi:  the  bofom  of  the  Prince  of  Wales* 

Harry  to  Harry  fhall  (not  horfe  to  horfe) 

Meet,  and  ne*er  part,  till  one  drop  down  a  coarfej 

Oh,  that  Glendonjoer  were  come  ! 
V ?r.  There  is  more  news  : 

I  learn'd  in  Worcefier,  as  I  rode  along, 

Me  cannot  dmw  his  Pow'r  this  fourteen  days. 
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Do^g-  That's  the  worft  tidings  that  I  hear  of,  yet, 

Wor.  Ay,  by  niy  faith,  that  bears  a  frofty  found. 

Hot,  What  may  the  King's  whole  Battle  reach  unto  ? 

Ver,  To  thirty  thoufand. 

Hot.  Forty  let  it  be ; 
My  father  and  Gle?ido-wer  being  both  away, 
The  Pow'r  of  us  may  ferve  fo  great  a  day. 
Come,  let  us  take  a  mufter  fpeedily  : 
Dooms-day  is  near ;  die  all,  die  merrily. 

Donvg.  Talk  not  of  dying,  I  am  out  of  fear 
Of  death,  or  death's  hand,  for  this  one  half  year. 

[^Exeunt  ^ 

SCENE  changes  to  a  publick  Road^  near 
Coventry. 

Enter  FalftafF  and  Bardolph. 
FaLir%  Ardclph,  get  thee  before  to  Co^ventry ;  £11  me 
J3  a  bottle  of  fack,  our  foldiers  fhall  march 
through  :  we'll  to  Sutton-cop-hill  to  night. 

Bard,  Will  you  give  me  mony,  captain  I 

Fal.  Lay  out,  lay  out. 

Bard.  This  bottle  makes  an  angel. 

FaL  And  if  it  do,  take  it  for  thy  labour ;  and  if  it 
make  twenty,  take  them  all,  Til  anfwer  the  coynage. 
Bid  my  lieutenant  Peto  meet  me  at  the  town's  end. 

Bard.  I  will,  captain ;  farewel.  \^Exit, 

Fed,  If  1  be  not  aiham'd  of  my  foldiers,  I  am  a 
fouc'd  gurnet :  1  have  mif-us'd  the  King's  Prefs  dam- 
nably. I  have  got,  in  exchange  of  an  hundred  and 
fifty  foldiers,  three  hundred  and  odd  pounds,  I  prefs 
me  none  but  good  houfholders,  yeomens'  fons ;  en- 
quire me  oiat  contracted  batchelors,  fuch  as  had  been 
afk'^d  twice  on  the  banes :  fuch  a  commodity  of  warm 
Haves,  as  had  as  lieve  hear  the  devil,  as  a  drum  ;  fuck 
as  fear  the  report  of  a  culverin,  woxfe  than  a  ftruck- 
fowl,  or  a  hurt  wild  duck.  1  prefs  me  ncne  but  fuch 
toafts  and  butter,  with  hearts  in  their  bellies  no  big- 
ger than  pins'  heads,  and  they  have  bought  out  their 
itrvkes ;  and  now  my  whole  Charge  confifts  of  an- 
cients^ 
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cients,  eorporals,  lieutenants,  gentlemen  of  compa- 
nies, flaves  as  ragged  as  Lazarus  in  the  painted  cloth, 
where  the  Glutton's  dogs  licked  his  fores;  and  fuch 
as  indeed  were  never  foldiers,  but  dif-carded  unjull 
ferving  men,  younger  fons  to  younger  brothers ;  re- 
volted tapfters,  and  oftlers  trade- fall'n,  the  cankers  of 
a  calm  world  and  a  long  peace;  (lo)  ten  times  mora 
difhonourably  ragged  than  an  old-fac'd  ancient;  and 
fufh  have  I  to  fill  up  the  rooms  of  them  that  have 
bought  out  their  fervices ;  that  you  would  think,  I  had 
a  hundred  and  fifty  tatter'd  Prodigals,  lately  come  from 
fwine-keeping,  from  eating  draff  and  huflcs.  A  mad 
fellow  met  me  on  the  way,  and  told  me,  I  had  un- 
loaded all  the  gibbets,  and  preft  the  dead  bodies.  No 
eye  hath  feen  fuch  fkare- crows  :  V\\  not  march  through 
Co'ventry  with  them,  that's  flat.    Nay,  and  the  villains 

(lo)        I    ten  times  more  dtjhonourably  ragged  than  an  old" 
facM  Ancient.']  Sbakejpeare  ufes  this  Word  fo  promifcuoufly, 
to  fignify  an  Enfign  or  Standard-bearer,  and  alfo  the  Colours 
or  Standard  borne,  that  I  cannot  be  at  a  Certainty  for  his 
Allufion  here.    If  the  Text  be  genuine,  I  think,  the  Meaning 
muft  be ;  as  difhonourably  ragged  as  one  that  has  been  an 
Enfign  all  his  days  ;  that  has  let  Age  creep  upon  him,  and 
never  had  Merit  enough  to  gain  Preferment.    Mr.  Warhurt^n, 
who  underflands  it  in  the  fecond  Conftrudion,  has  fufpeded 
the  Text,  and^given  the  following  ingenious  Emendation.  — — 
How  is  an  old-fac'd  Ancient,  or  Enfign y  difhonourably  ragged  ? 
On  the  contrary,  Nothing  is  efteem'd  more  honourable  thaa 
a  ragged  Pair  of  Colours.    A  very  little  Alteration  will  re- 
**  ftore  it  to  its  Original  Senfe,  whi<;h  contains  a  Touch  of 
*^  the  ftrongeft  and  moft  fine  turn'd  Satire  in  the  World  5 

Ten  times  more  dijhonourably  ragged  than  an  old  Feaft  Ancient  i 
*^  i.  c.  the  Colours  ufed  by  the  City-Companies  in  their  Feafts 
and  Prcceflions.    Fer  each  Company  had  one  with  its 
*^  peculiar  Device,  which  was  ufually  difplayM  and  borne 
about  on  fuch  Occafions.    Now  Nothing  could  be  more 
*^  witty  or  fatirical  than  this  Comparifon.    For  as  Faljiaff's^ 
Raggamuffins  were  reduced  to  their  tatter'd  Condition  thro* 
their  riotous  Excefles  j  fo  this  old  Feaft  Ancient  became  torn 
and  (hatter'd,  not  in  any  manly  Exercif«  ©f  Arms,  but  amidft 

march 
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march  wide  betwixt  the  legs,  as  if  they  had  gyves  on  ; 
for,  indeed,  I  had  the  mod  of  them  out  of  prifon. 
There's  but  a  fhirt  and  a  half  in  all  my  company  ;  and 
the  half  Ihirt  is  two  napkins  tack'd  together,  and  thrown 
over  the  fhoulders  like  a  herald's  coat  without  fleeves; 
and  the  fhirt,  to  fay  the  truth,  ftoirn  from  my  Hoft 
of  St,  Albans ;  or  the  red-nos'd  Inn-keeper  of  Dain- 
try.  But  that's  all  one,  they'll  find  linnen- enough  on 
every  hedge. 

Enter  Prince  Henry  and  Weftmorland', 

P.  Henry,  How  now,  blown  JackP  how  now,  quilt? 

Fai.  What,  Hal?  How  now,  mad  wag,  what  a  de- 
vil doft  thou  in  Warwick/hire  ?  My  good  lord  of  Wcjl- 
morland,  I  cry  you  mercy  ;  I  thought  your  Honour  had 
already  been  2XShrenjjJbury.. 

Weft.  'Faith,  Sir  John,  'tis  more  than  time  that  I 
were  there,  and  you  too ;  but  my  powers  are  there  al- 
ready. The  King,  I  can  tell  you,  looks  for  us  all'; 
we  muft  away  all  to  night. 

Fal.  Tut,  never  fear  me,  I  am  as  vigilant,  as  a  Cat 
to  ileal  cream. 

P.  Henry,  I  think,  to  Ileal  cream,  indeed ;  for  thy 
theft  hath  already  made  thee  butter ;  but  tell  me,  Jach^ 
whofe  fellows  are  thefe  that  come  after  ? 

fal.  Mine,  HaU  mine. 

P.  Henry.  I  did  never  fee  fuch  pitiful  rafcals. 

Fal.  Tut,  tut,  good  enough  to  tofs :  food  for  pow- 
der, food  for  powder;  they'll  fill  a  pit  as  well  as  bet- 
ter; tufh,  man,  mortal  men,  mortal  men. 

Weft.  Ay,  but,  Sir  John,  methinks,  they  are  exceed- 
ing poor  and  bare,  too  beggarly. 

Fal.  Faith,  for  their  poverty,  I  know  not  where  they 
had  that;  and  for  their  barenefs,  lam  fure,  they  nevex 
learn'd  that  of  me. 

P.  Henry.  No,  Til  be  fworn,  unlefs  you.  call  thre^e 
fingers  on  the  ribs  bare.  But,  Sirrah,  make  hafte, 
Percy  is  already  in  the  field. 

Fal  What,  is  the  King  encamp'd  ? 

Weft.  He  is,  Sir  John :  I  fear, .  we.lhall  ftay  too  long. . 
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FaL  Well, 

The  latter  end  of  a  fray,  and  beginning  of  a  feaft. 


SCENE  changes  to  Shrewsbury. 
Hot  fpur,  Worcefler,  Dowglas,  W  Vernon. 
Hot,  WJ  E'll  fig^t  with  him  to  night. 


Donjjg,  You  give  him  then  advantage. 
Fer,  Not  a  whit. 

Hot,  Why  fay  you  fo  ?  looks  he  not  for  fupply  ? 
Fe?\  So  do  we. 

Hot,  He  is  certain,  ours  is  doubtful. 

IFor.  Goodcoufm,  be  advis'd;  ftirnot  to  night. 

Fer,  Do  not,  my  Lord. 

Do^Tvg,  You  do  not  counfel  well ; 
You  fpeak  it  out  of  fear,  and  from  cold  heart. 

Fer.  Do  me  no  flander,  Dowglas :  by  my  life. 
And  I  dare  well  maintain  it  with  my  life. 
If  well-refpe(5ted  honour  bid  me  on, 
I  hold  as  little  counfel  with  weak  fear. 
As  you,  my  lord,  or  any  Scot  that  lives. 
Let  it  be  feen  to  morrow  in  the  battel. 
Which  of  us  fears, 

Do<wg,  Yea,  or  to  night. 

Fer,  Content. 

Hot,  To  night,  fay  I. 

Fer.  Come,  come,  it  may  not  be :  I  wonder  much 
Being  men  of  fuch  great  Leading  as  you  are, 
That  you  forefee  not  what  impediments 
Drag  back  our  expedition  ;  certain  horfe 
Of  my  coufin  Fermn's  are  not  yet  come  up  ; 
Your  uncle  JVorceJiers  horfe  came  but  to  day. 
And  now  their  pride  and  mettle  is  afleep. 
Their  courage  with  hard  labour  tame  and  dull. 
That  not  a  horfe  is  half  half  of  himfelf. 

Hot,  So  are  the  horfes  of  the  enemy. 
In  gen'ral,  journey-bated,  and  brought  low  : 
The  better  part  of  ours  arc  full  of  Reft. 


Fits  a  dull  Fighter,  and  a  keen  Gucft. 


[Exeunt* 


Wor.  It  may  not  be. 
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Wor,  The  number  of  the  King's  excecdeth  ours : 
For  God's  fake,  ooufm,  ftay  till  all  come  m. 

\Jhe  Trumpets  found  a  parley p 

Enter  Sir  WdiltQX  Blunt. 

Siunt,  I  come  with  gracious  Offers  from  the  King, 
If  you  vouchfafe  me  hearing,  and  refpeft. 

Hot,  Welcome,  Sir  Walter  Blunt :  and  would  to  God, 
You  were  of  our  determination  : 
Some  of  us  love  you  well ;  and  cv'n  thofe  fome 
Envy  your  great  defervings,  and  good  name, 
Becaufe  you  are  not  of  our  quality  ; 
But  iland  againft  us  like  an  enemy. 

Blunt,  And  heav'n  defend,  but  ftill  I  fhould  ftand  fo, 
So  long  as  out  of  limit,  and  true  rule. 
You  ftand  againft  anointed  Majefty  ! 

But,  to  my  Charge  The  King  hath  fent  to  know 

The  nature  of  your  griefs,  and  whereupon 
You  conjure  from  the  breaft  of  civil  peace 
Such  bold  hoftility,  teaching  his  dutious  Land 
Audacious  cruelty.    If  that  the  King 
Have  any  way  your  good  deferts  forgot, 
Which  he  confefTeth  to  be  manifold, 
He  bids  you  name  your  griefs  :  and  with  all  fpeed 
You  fhall  have  your  defires,  with  intereft  : 
And  pardon  abfolute  for  your  felf,  and  thefe. 
Herein  mif-led  by  your  fuggeftion. 

Hot,  The  King  is  kind  :  and  well  we  know,  the  King 
Knows  at  what  time  to  promife,  when  to  pay. 
My  father  and  my  uncle,  and  my  felf, 
Did  give  him  that  fame  Royalty  he  wears : 
And  when  he  was  not  fix  and  twenty  ftrong. 
Sick  in  the  world's  regard,  wretched  and  low, 
A  poor  unminded  Out-law,  fneaking  home. 
My  father  gave  him  welcome  to  the  fliore  : 
And  when  he  heard  him  fwear,  and  vow  to  God^ 
He  came  to  be  but  Duke  of  Lancafter^ 
To  fue  his  livery  and  beg  his  peace, 
With  tears  of  innocence  and  terms  of  zeal  ; 
My  father,  in  kind  heart  and  pity  mov'd, 

Swore 
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Swore  him  affiftance,  and  perform'd  it  too. 

Now,  when  the  Lords  and  Barons  of  the  Realm 

Perceived,  Northumberland  did  lean  to  him. 

They,  more  and  lefs,  came  in  with  cap  and  knee ; 

Met  him  in  boroughs,  cities,  villages. 

Attended  him  on  bridges,  ftood  in  lanes. 

Laid  gifts  before  him,  proffer'd  him  their  oaths. 

Gave  him  their  heirs,  as  pages  following  him 

Even  at  the  heels,  in  golden  multitudes. 

He  prefently,  as  Greatnefs  knows  it  felf. 

Steps  me  a  little  higher  than  his  vow 

Made  to  my  father,  while  his  blood  was  poor. 

Upon  the  naked  Ihore  at  Ra^enffurg  : 

And  now,  forfooth,  takes  on  him  to  reform 

Some  certain  Edidls,  and  fome  ftrait  Decrees,  . 

That  lay  too  heavy  on  the  Common-wealth ; 

Cries  out  upon  abuf^^ ,  feems  to  weep 

Over  his  Country's  wrongs  ;  and  by  his  face. 

This  feeming  brow  of  juftice,  did  he  win  . 

The  hearts  of  all  that  he  xiid  angle  for  : 

Proceeded  further,  cut  me  off  the  heads 

Of  all  the  FavVites  that  the  abfcnt  King 

In  Deputation  left  behind  him  here, 

When  he  was  perfonal  in  the  Irijh  war. 

Blunt,  I  came  not  to  hear  this. 

Hot,  Then,  to  the  point  — 
In  fliort  time  after,  he  deposed  the  King, 
Soon  after  That  depriv'd  him  of  his  life : 
And,  in  the  neck  of  That,  task'd  the  whole  State. 
To  make  that  worfe,  fufFer'd  his  kinfman  Marcht 
(Who  is,  if  every  Owner  were  right  plac'd. 
Indeed,  his  King)  to  be  encag'd  in  Walesy 
There  without  ranfom  to  lie  forfeited  ; 
Difgrac'd  me  in  my  happy  Vi6lories, 
Sought  to  entrap  me  by  intelligence. 
Rated  my  uncle  from  the  Council-board, 
In  rage  dimifs'd  my  father  from  the  Court, 
Broke  oath  on  oath,  committed  wrong  on  wrong, 
And  in  conclufion  drove  us  to  feek  out 
This  head  of  fafety ;  and  withal  to  pry 
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Into  his  Title  too,  the  which  we  find 
Too  mdired  for  long  continuance. 

Blunt.  Shall  I  return  this  anfwer  to  the  King  ? 

HQt.  Not  fo.  Sir  JValter ;  we'll  withdraw  a  whflc  i 
Go  to  the  King,  and  let  there  be  impawn  d 
Some  furety  for  a  fafe  return  again ; 
And  in  the  morning  early  fhall  my  uncle 
Bring  him  our  purpofes :  and  fo  farewel. 

Blunt,  I  would,  you  would  accept  of  grace  and  love ! 

Hot,  It  may  be,  fo  we  lhall. 

Blunt,  Pray  heav'n,  you  do  !  \2xeunt^ 
SCENE  changes  to  the  ArchbiJhQfof^ox\^i  Palace^ 
Enter  the  Archbtjhofof  York,  and  Sir  Michell. 

Terk.  T  T  IE,  good  Sir  Mlchelh  bear  this  fealed  brief 

Jrl  With  winged  hafte  to  the  Lord  Marelhal; 
This  to  my  coufin5'mc/,  and  all  the  reft 
To  whom  they  are  direded  ;  if  you  knew 
How  much  they  do  import,  you  wou'd  make  hafle^ 
Sir  Mich,  My  lord,  I  guefs  their  tenour. 
York,  Like  enough. 
To  morrow,  good  Sir  MichelU  is  a  day. 
Wherein  the  fortune  of  ten  thoufand  men 
Muft  bide  the  touch.    For,  Sir,  ViiShrenjoshuryy 
As  I  am  truly  giv'n  to  underftand. 
The  King,  with  mighty  and  quick-raifed  power. 
Meets  with  lord  Harry  ;  and,  I  fear,  Sir  Michell^ 
What  with  the  ficknefs  of  Ncrthumberlandy 
Whofe  pow'r  was  in  the  firft  proportion  ; 
And  what  with  O^en  Glendo^ers  abfence  thence^ 
Who  with  them  was  a  rated  fmew  too. 
And  comes  not  in,  o'er-ruPd  by  prophecies; 
I  fear  the  powV  of  Percy  is  too  weak. 
To  wage  an  inftant  tryal  with  the  King. 

Sit  Mich,  Why,  my  good  lord,  there's  DonAJglas,  SXii 
lord  Mortimer, 

York,  No,  Mortimer  is  not  there. 

Sir  Mich,  But  there  is  Mordah,  Vernon,  Harry  Percy, 

And 
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And  there's  my  lord  of  Worcejier,  and  a  head 
Of  gallant  warriors,  noble  gentlemen. 

Tork.  And  fo  there  is :  but  yet  the  King  hath  drawa 
This  fpecial  head  of  all  the  Land  together  : 
The  Prince  of  Wales,  lord  John  of  Lancajier, 
The  noble  Wejlmorland,  and  warlike  Blunt ; 
And  many  more  corrivals,  and  dear  men 
Of  eftimation  and  command  in  arms. 

Sir  Mich.  Doubt  not,  my  lord,  they  fhall  be  well  op^ 
pos'd. 

Yorh,  I  hope  no  lefs :  yet,  needful  'tis  to  fear. 
And  to  prevent  the  worft.  Sir  Michell,  fpeed  j 
For  if  lord  Percy  thrive  not,  ere  the  King 
Difmifs  his  Power,  he  means  to  vifit  us ; 
For  he  hath  heard  of  our  Confederacy, 
And  'tis  but  wifdom  to  make  flrong  againft  him : 
Therefore  make  hafte,  I  muft  go  write  again 
To  other  friends ;  and  fo  farewel.  Sir  Michell,  [^Exeunt, 

A    C    T  V. 
SCENE,  the  Camp  at  Shrewsbury; 

Enter  King  Henry,  Prince  of  Wales,  Lord  John 
of  Lancafter,  Earl  of  Weftmoiland,  Sir  Walter 
Blunt,  and  FalftafF. 

if.  H  E  N  R  Y.  • 

HO  W  bloodily  the  Sun  begins  to  peer 
Above  yon  busky  hill  !  the  day  looks  pale 
At  hisdillemperature. 
P.  Henry,  The  fouthern  wind 
Doth  play  the  trumpet  to  his  purpofes. 
And,  by  his  hollow  whiftling  in  the  leaves, 
Foretels  a  tempeft,  and  a  bluftr'ing  day. 

1^.  Henry.  Then  with  the  lofers  let  it  fympathize. 
For  nothing  can  Ceem  foultothofe  that  win. 

\Jh^ 'Trumpet  funds: 
EntiT 
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Enter  Warcefter,  and  Sir  Richard  Vernon. 

K.  Henry.  How  now,  my  lord  of  'tis  not  well, 

Thatyou  and  I  fhould  meet  upon  fuch  terms 
As  now  we  meet.  You  have  deceived  our  Truft, 
And  made  us  dofF  our  eafie  robes  of  peace. 
To  crufh  our  old  limbs  in  ungentle  fteel : 
This  is  not  well,  my  lord,  this  is  not  well. 
What  fay  you  to't  ?  will  you  again  unknic 
This  churlifh  knot  of  all-abhorred  war. 
And  move  in  that  obedient  Orb  again. 
Where  you  did  give  a  fair  and  natural  light  ; 
And  be  no  more  an  exhal'd  meteor 
A  prodigy  of  fear,  and  a  portent 
Of  broached  mifchief,  to  the  unborn  times  ? 

Wor,  Hear  me,  my  Liege  : 
For  mine  own  part,  I  could  be  well,  content 
To  entertain  the  lag  end  of  my  life 
With  quiet  hours :  for  I  do  proteft, 
I  have  not  fought  the  day  of  this  diflike. 

K.  Henry,  You  have  not  fought  it,  Sir  ?  how  comes 
it  then  ? 

FaL  Rebellion  lay  in  his  way,  and  he  found  it.  ( 1 1 ) 

P  Henry, 

(ii)  Fal.  Rebellion  lay  in  his  nvay,  amd  he  found  it. 

Prince.  Peace,  Chevet,  peace.  ]  This  I  take  to  be  an  ar- 
bitrary Refinement  of  Mr.  Pope^s :  nor  can  I  eafily  agree,  that 
Chevet  is  Shakfpeare*^  Word  here.  Why  fliould  Prince  Henry  c^U 
Faljiaff  Bolfter,  for  interpofmg  in  the  Difcourfe  betwixt  the 
King  and  Worcejier  f  *With  Submiflion,  he  does  not  take  him 
up  here  for  his  unreafonable  fize,  but  for  his  ill-tim'd  unfea- 
fonable  Chattering.  I  therefore  have  prefcrr'd  the  Reading  of 
the  old  Books.  A  Chemjet,  or  Chuet,  is  a  noify  chattering  Bird, 
a  Pie,  This  carries  a  proper  Reproach  to  Taljlaff  for  his  med- 
ling  and  impertinent  Jeft.  And  befides,  if  the  Poet  had  in- 
tended that  the  Prince  fliould  fleer  at  Faljiaff,  on  account  cf 
his  Corpulency,  I  doubt  not,  but  he  would  have  call'd  him 
Boljier  in  plain  Englijh,  and  not  have  wrapp'd  up  the  Abufe 
in  the  French  Word  Chcv^t.  In  another  Pafl^age  of  this  PJay, 
tlic  Prince  honeflly  calls  him  ^//rj  As  to  Prince  Henry,  his 

Stock 
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P.  Henry,  Peace,  Chewet,  peace. 
JVor.  It  pleas'd  your  Majefty,  to  turn  your  looks 
Of  favour  from  my  felf,  and  all  our  Houfe  ; 
And  yet  I  mull  remember  you,  my  lord, 
We  were  the  iirft  and  deareft  of  your  friends : 
For  you,  my  lla{F  of  office  I  did  break 
In  Richard's  time,  and  polled  day  and  night 
To  meet  you  on  the  way,  and  kifs  your  hand; 
When  yet  you  were  in  place  and  in  account 
Nothing  fo  flrong  and  fortunate,  as  I : 
It  was  my  felf,  my  brother,  and  his  fon. 
That  brought  you  home,  and  boldly  did  out-dare 
The  dangers  of  the  time.    You  fwore  to  us, 
(And  you  did  fwear  that  Oath  at  Doncafier^) 
That  you  did  nothing  purpofe  'gainfl  the  State, 
Nor  claim  no  further  than  your  new-falFn  Right; 
The  Seat  of  Gaunty  Dukedom  of  Lancajier, 
To  this,  we  fware  our  aid :  but  in  Ihort  fpace 
It  rain'd  down  fortune  ihow'ring  on  your  head. 
And  fuch  a  flood  of  greatnefs  fell  on  you, 
What  with  our  help,  what  with  the  abfent  King, 
What  with  the  Injuries  of  a  wanton  time, 
The  feeming  fufF'rances  that  you  had  borne. 
And  the  contrarious  winds  that  held  the  King 
So  long  in  the  unlucky  Irijh  wars. 
That  all  in  England  did  repute  him  dead  : 
And  from  this  fwarm  of  fair  advantages 
You  took  occafion  to  be  quickly  vvoo'd. 
To  gripe  the  general  Sway  into  your  hand ; 
Forgot  your  oath  to  us  at  Doncafier ; 
And  being  fed  by  us,  you  us'd  us  fo, 
As  that  ungentle  gull,  the  Cuckow's  bird, 
Ufeth  the  Sparrow;  did  opprefs  our  neft. 
Grew  by  our  feeding  to  fo  great  a  bulk. 
That  ev'n  our  love  durfl  not  come  near  your  fight 

Stock  in  this  Language  was  fo  fmall,  that  when  he  comes  to  be 
King,  he  hammers  out  one  fmall  Sentence  of  it  to  Princefs 
Catharine,  and  tells  her.  It  is  as  eajy  for  him  to  conquer  the  King' 
dom  as  to  f^eak  fo  -much  more  French, 

For 
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For  fear  of  fwallowing;  but  with  nimble  wing 
We  v/ere  inforc'd  for  fafety's  fake  to  fly 
Out  of  your  fight,  and  raife  this  prefent  head  : 
Whereby  we  Hand  oppofed  by  fuch  means 
As  you  your  felf  have  forg'd  againft  your  felf. 
By  unkind  ufage,  dangerous  countenance. 
And  violation  of  all  faith  and  troth. 
Sworn  to  us  in  your  younger  enterprizc. 

K.  Henry.  Thefe  things,  indeed,  you  have  articulated;^ 
Proclaim'd  at  market-croffes,  read  in  churches. 
To  face  the  garment  of  Rebellion 
With  fome  fine  colour,  that  may  pleafe  the  eye 
Of  lickle  Changelings  and  poor  Difcontents  ; 
Which  gape,  and  rub  the  elbow  at  the  news 
Of  hurly-burly  innovation.  ~— 
And  never  yet  did  Infurredion  want 
Such  water-colours,  to  impaint  his  caufe  : 
Nor  moody  beggars,  ftarving  for  a  time 
Of  pell-mell  havock  and  confufion. 

P.  Henry,  In  both  our  armies  there  is  many  a  foul 
Shall  pay  full  dearly  for  this  bold  encounter. 
If  once  they  join  in  tryal.    Tell  your  nephew. 
The  Prince  of  Wales  doth  join  with  all  the  world 
In  praife  of  Henry  Percy  :  By  my  hopes, 
(This  prefent  enterprize  fet  off  his  head) 
I  do  not  think  a  braver  gentleman. 
More  adive- valiant,  or  more  valiant-young, 
More  daring,  or  more  bold,  is  now  alive. 
To  grace  this  latter  age  with  noble  deed. 
For  my  part,  I  may  fpeak  it  to  my  fhame, 
I  have  a  truant  been  to  Chivalry, 
And  fo,  I  hear,  he  doth  account  me  too. 
Yet  this  before  my  father's  Majefty, 
I  am  content  that  he  ihall  take  the  odds 
Of  his  great  Name  and  Eftimation  ; 
And  will,  to  fave  the  blood  on  either  fide, 
Try  fortune  with  him,  in  a  fmgle  fight. 

K.  Henry,  And,  Prince  of  Wales,  fo  dare  we  venture 
thee, 

Albeit,  Confiderations  infinite 

Do 
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Do  make  againft  it :  No,  good  Worjier,  no. 
We  love  our  People  well ;  even  thofe  we  love. 
That  are  mifled  upon  your  Coufin's  part : 
And,  will  they  take  the  offer  of  our  Grace, 
Both  he,  and  they,  and  you,  yea,  every  man 
Shall  be  my  friend  again,  and  I'll  be  his. 
So  tell  your  Coufm,  and  return  me  word 
What  he  will  do.    But  if  he  will  not  yield. 
Rebuke  and  dread  Corre6lion  wait  on  us. 
And  they  fliall  do  their  office. .  So,  be  gone ; 
We  will  not  now  be  troubled  with  Reply  ; 
We  offer  fair,  take  it  advifedly. 

[Exit  Worcefter,  nvitb  Vernon. 
P.  Hcmy,  It  will  not  be  accepted,  on  my  life. 
The  Douglas  and  the  Hot/pur  both  together 
Are  confident  againft  the  world  in  arms. 

K.  Henry,  Hence,  therefore,  every  Leader  to  his  Charge. 
For  on  their  anfwer  we  will  fet  on  them : 
And  God  befriend  us,  as  our  caufe  is  juft  !  \_Exeunt, 
Manent  Prince  Henry  and  Falftaff. 
Fal.  Haly  if  thou  fee  me  down  in  the  battel,  and  be- 
ftride  me,  fo  ;  'tis  a  point  of  friendlhip. 

P.  Henry,  Nothing  but  a  ColofTus  can  do  thee  that 
friendfhip:  Say  thy  prayers,  and  farewel. 

Fal,  I  would  it  were  bed-time,  Haly  and  all  well. 
P.  Hejnjy  Why,  thou  ov/efl  heav'n  a  death. 
Fal,  'Tis  not  due  yet :  I  would  be  loth  to  pay  him 
before  his  day.    What  need  I  be  fo  forward  v/ith  hini 
that  calls  not  on  me  ?  well,  'tis  no  matter,  honour 
pricks  me  on.    But  how  if  honour  prick  me  off,  when 
1  come  on  ?  how  then  ?  can  honour  fet  to  a  leg  ?  no :  or 
an  arm  ?  no :  or  take  away  the  grief  of  a  wound  ?  no  : 
honour  hath  no  fidll  in  furgery  then?  no.    What  is 
honour?  a  word,  what  is  that  w^ord  honour ?  Air;  a 
trim  Reckoning.  —  who  hatli  it?  he  that  dy'd  a  Wed- 
nefday,  doth  he  feel  it  ?  no.  doth  he  hear  it  ?  no  is  it 
infenfible  then  ?  yea,  to  the  dead,  but  will  it  not  liv^ 
with  the  living  ?  no.  why?  Detra6lion  will  not  fuffer 
it.  Therefore,  I'll  none  of  it;  honour  is  a  meer  fcutcheon, 
and  fo  ends  my  catechifm,  \_Exit. 
Vol.  IV,  H  SCENE 
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SCENE   changes  to  Percy's  Camp. 

Ent€r  Worcefler,  and  Sir  Richard  Vernon. 

Wor.f^    No,  my  nephew  mud  not  know.  Sir  Richards 
KJ^    The  liberal  kind  offer  of  the  King. 

Ver.  Twere  beft,  he  did. 

Wor,  Then  we  are  all  undone. 
It  is  not  poffible,  it  cannot  be. 
The  King  fhou'd  keep  his  word  in  loving  us  j 
He  will  fufped:  us  ftill,  and  find  a  time 
To  punifh  this  offence  in  other  faults : 
Sufpicion,  all  our  lives,  fliali  be  ftuck  full  of  eyes  ; 
For  treafon  is  but  trulled  like  a  Fox, 
Who  ne'er  fo  tame,  fo  cherifh'd,  and  lock'd  up. 
Will  have  a  wild  trick  of  his  anceftors. 
Look  how  we  can,  or  fad,  or  merrily. 
Interpretation  will  mifquote  our  looks  ; 
And  we  fhall  feed  like  Oxen  at  a  ffall, 
The  better  cherilh'd,  flill  the  nearer  death. 
My  nephew's  trefpafs  may  be  well  forgot. 
It  hath  th'  excufe  of  youth  and  heat  of  blood  ; 
And  an  adopted  name  of  privilege, 
A  hair-brain'd  Hot-fpur,  governed  by  a  Spleen  : 
All  his  Offences  live  upon  my  head, 
And  on  his  father's.    We  did  train  him  on  ; 
And  his  corruption,  being  ta'en  from  us. 
We  as  the  fpring  of  ail,  lhall  pay  for  all. 
Therefore,  good  coufm,  let  not  Harry  know. 
In  any  cafe  the  offer  of  the  King. 

Ver,  Deliver  what  you  will,  I'll  fay,  'tis  fo. 
Here  comes  your  coufm. 

Enter  Hot-fpur  and  Dov/glas. 

Hot.  My  uncle  is  return'd  : 
Deliver  up  my  lord  of  Wejimorla^id, 
Uncle,  what  news  ? 

Wor,  The  King  will  bid  you  battle  prefently. 

Domj,  Defie  him  by  the  lord  of  Wejimorland. 

Hut.  Lord  Dovjglasy  go  you  then  and  tell  him  fo. 
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Donvg,  Marry,  I  fhall ;  and  very  willingly. 

[Exit  Dovvglas. 

Wor,  There  is  no  Teeming  mercy  in  the  King. 

Hof,  Did  you  beg  any?  God  forbid  ! 

Wor.  I  told  him  gently  of  our  grievances. 
Of  his  oath-breaking  ;  which  he  mended  thus. 
By  now  forfweai  ing  that  he  is  forfworn. 
He  calls  us  rebels,  traitors,  and  will  fcourge 
With  haughty  arms  this  hateful  name  in  us, 

EfiUr  Dovvglas. 

Do^g,  Arm,  gentlemen,  to  arms ;  for  I  have  throwrt  ^ 
A  brave  defiance  in  King  Henry's  teeth  : 
And  Wejimorlandy  that  was  ingag'd,  did  bear  it; 
Which  cannot  chufe  but  bring  him  quickly  on. 

Wor.  The  Prince  of  IVales  flcpt  forth  before  the  King, 
And,  Nephew,  challenged  you  to  fingle  fight. 

Hot^  O,  would  the  quarrel  lay  upon  our  head:^ 
And  that  no  man  might  draw  fhort  breath  to  day. 
But  I  and  Harry  Monmouth  !  Tell  me,  tell  me. 
How  fhew'd  his  talking  ?  feem'd  it  in  contempt  ? 

Ver*  No,  by  my  foul :  I  never  in  my  life 
Did  hear  a  challenge  urg'd  more  modeftly, 
Unlefs  a  brother  fliould  a  brother  dare. 
To  gentle  exercife  and  proof  of  arms. 
He  gave  you  all  the  duties  of  a  man, 
Trim'd  up  your  praifes  with  a  princely  tongue. 
Spoke  your  defervings  like  a  chronicle. 
Making  you  ever  better  than  his  Praife  : 
By  ftill  difpraifing  Praife,  valued  with  You. 
And,  which  became  him  like  a  Prince  indeed. 
He  made  a  blufhing  cital  of  himfelf. 
And  chid  his  truant  youth  with  fuch  a  grace. 
As  if  he  mafter'd  there  a  double  fpirit. 
Of  teaching,  and  of  learning,  inftantly. 
There  did  he  paufe ;  But  let  me  tell  the  world. 
If  he  out-live  the  envy  of  this  day, 
England  did  never  owe  fo  fweet  a  hope. 
So  much  mifconflrued  in  his  wantonnefs. 

Mot,  Coufm,  1  think,  thou  art  enamoured 

H  z  Upon 
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Upon  his  Follies ;  never  did  I  hear 

Of  any  Prince,  fo  wild,  at  liberty. 

But  be  he  as  he  will,  yet  once  ere  night, 

I  will  embrace  him  with  a  foldier's  arm, 

That  he  fhall  ihrink  under  my  courtefie. 

Arm,  arm  with  fpeed.    And  fellows,  foldiers,  friends. 

Better  confider  what  you  have  to  do, 

Than  I,  that  have  not  well  the  gift  of  tongue. 

Can  lift  your  blood  up  with  perfuafion. 

Enter  a  Meffe7iger. 

Meff,  My  lord,  h^re  are  letters  for  you. 

Hot.  I  cannot  read  them  now. 
O  Gentlemen,  the  time  of  life  is  ftiort : 
To  fpend  that  Ihortnefs  bafely  were  too  long, 
Tho'  life  did  ride  upon  a  dial's  point. 
Still  ending  at  tV  arrival  of  an  hour. 
And  if  we  live,  we  live  to  tread  on  Kings : 
If  die  ;  brave  death,  when  Princes  die  with  us  I 
Now,  for  our  confciences,  the  arms  are  fair. 
When  the  intent  for  bearing  them  is  juft. 

Enter  another  Mejfenger, 

Mejf,  My  lord,  prepare,  the  King  comes  on  apace. 

Hot.  I  thank  him,  that  he  cuts  me  from  my  tale. 
For  I  profefs  not  talking :  only  this. 
Let  each  man  do  his  beft.    And  here  draw  I 
A  fword,  whofe  temper  I  intend  to  llain 
With  the  beft  blood  that  I  can  meet  withal. 
In  the  adventu-re  of  this  perilous  day. 
Now,  Efperan'z.a  !  Percy  !  and  fet  on  : 
Sound  all  the  lofty  Inftruments  of  war; 
And  by  that  mufick  let  us  all  embrace  : 
Por  (heav'n  to  earth)  fome  of  us  never  fhall 
A  fecond  time  do  fuch  a  courtefie. 

\They  embrace,  then  exeunt,  "The  T^riirnpets  foufid, 

The  King  entreth  <Vjiih  his  Pouuer  ;   Alarm  to  the  battle, 
TIjen  enter  Dovvglas,  and  Sir  Walter  Blunt. 

Blun,  What  is  thy  name,  that  thus  in  battle  crolTell  me  ? 

What 
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What  honour  doll  thou  feek  upon  my  head  ? 

Doiug.  Know  then,  my  name  is  Doi.vg/as, 
And  I  do  haunt  thee  in  the  battle  thus, 
Becaufe  fome  tell  me  that  thou  art  a  King. 

Blunt.  They  tell  thee  true. 

Do^g,  The  lord  of  Stafford  dear  to  day  hath  bought 
Thy  likenefs  j  for  inftead  of  thee.  King  Harry, 
This  fword  hath  ended  him ;  fo  lhall  it  thee, 
Unlefs  thou  yield  thee  as  my  prifoner. 

B/u^t,  I  was  not  born  to  yield,  thou  haughty  Scst^ 
And  thou  fhalt  find  a  King  that  will  revenge 
Lord  StafforcTs  death. 

Fight,  Blunt  is  Jlatn ;  then  enter  liot-fpur. 

Hot.  O  Douglas,  hadfl  thou  fought  at  Holmedon  thus, 
I  never  had  triumphed  o'er  a  ^cot, 
Doi/j,  All's  done,  all's  won,  here  breathlefs  lies  theKing. 
Hot.  Where  ? 
Dotvg,  Here. 

Hot,  This,  Donvgias?  no:  I  know  his  face  full  w-cU  : 
A  gallant  Knight  he  was,  his  name  was  Blunt, 
Semblably  furniih'd  like  the  King  himfelf. 

Douug,  Ah !  fool  go  with  thy  foul,  whither  it  goes ! 
A  borrow'd  title  haft  thou  bought  too  dear. 
Why  didft  thou  tell  me  that  thou  wert  a  King  ? 

Hot,  The  King  hath  many  marching  in  his  coats.  , 

Do^g,  Now  by  my  fword,  I  will  kill  all  his  coats ; 
I'll  murther  all  his  wardrobe  piece  by  piece. 
Until  I  meet  the  King. 

Ifot,  Up  and  away, 
Our  foldiers  ftand  full  fairly  for  the  day.  [Exeunf^. 

Alarm,  enter  FalftafF  folus. 

Fal,  Though  I  could  Tcape  fhot-free  at  London,  T  fear 
the  fhot  here :  here's  no  fcoring,  but  upon  the  pate. 
Soft,  who  art  thou?  Sir  Walter  Blunt?  there's  honour 
for  you;  here's  no  vanity  :  I  am  as  hot  as  moulten  lead, 
and  as  heavy  too:  heav'n  keep  lead  out  of  me,  I  need 
no  more  weight  than  mine  own  bowels !  I  have  led  my 
rag-o-muffians  where  they  are  pepper'd :  there's  not 
H  3  three 
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three  of  my  hundred  and  fifty  left  alive ;  and  they  arc 
for  the  town's  end,  to  beg  during  life.    But  who  comes 

here  ? 

Euter  Prince  Henry. 

P.  Hen7y.  What,  fland'ft  thou  idle  here  ?  lend  mc 
thy  fword  ; 
Many  a  noble  man  lies  flark  and  ftiiF 
Under  the  hoofs  of  vaunting  enemies  ; 
Whofe  deaths  are  unreveng'd.    Lend  me  thy  fword. 

Fai.  ©  Hah  I  pr'ythee,  give  me  leave  to  breathe  a 
while.  Turk  Gregory  never  did  fuch  deeds  in  arms,  as 
.1  have  done  this  day.  1  have  paid  Percy ^  1  have  made 
him  fare. 

P.  Hetiry,  He  is,  indeed,  and  living  to  kill  thee  : 
I  pr'ythce,  lend  me  thy  fword. 

FaL  Nay,  Hal,  if  Percy  be  alive,  thou  get'ft  not  my 
fword:  but  take  my  piftol,  if  thou  wilt. 

P.  Henry,  Give  it  me :  what,  is  it  in  the  cafe  ? 

F^iL  Ay,  Hal,  'tis  hot.  There's  that  will  fack  a  city. 

[The  Prince  dra^vs  out  a  bottle  of  fack, 

P.  Henry,  What,  is  it  a  time  to  jeft  and  dally  now  ? 

[Thro^-ws  it  at  him,  and  Exit, 

FaL  If  Percy  be  alive,  FlI  pierce  him  ;  if  he  do  come 
in  my  way,  fo  if  he  do  not,  if  I  come  in  his,  willingly, 
let  him  make  a  carbonado  of  me.  I  like  not  fuch  grin- 
ning honour  as  Sir  Wcdter  hath  ;  give  me  life,  which  if 
I  can  fave,  fo ;  if  not,  honour  comes  unlook'd  for,  and 
there's  an  end.  \Exit. 

jilarmn^  Excurjions,    Enter  the  King,  the  Prince,  Lord 
John  of  Lancalter,  and  the  Earl  of  Weflmorland. 

K.  Uenry.  I  pr'ythee,  Harry,  withdraw  thy  felf,  thou 
bleedeft  too  much :  Lord  John  of  Lancafer,  go  you 
with  him. 

Lan.  Not  T,  my  lord,  unlefs  I  did  bleed  too. 

P.  Henry.  I  do  befeech  your  Majefty  make  up, 
Leil  your  retirement  do  amaze  your  friends. 

K.  Henry.  I  will  do  fo  : 
My  lord  of  Wejimorland,  lead  him  to  his  Tent. 
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Wsji.  Come,  my  lord,  Til  lead  you  to  your  Tent. 

P.  Henry,  Lead  me,  my  lord  !  I  do  not  need  your  help ; 
And  heav'n  fbrbid,  a  (hallow  fcratch  fhould  drive 
The  Prince  of  Wales  from  fuch  a  field  as  this. 
Where  ftain'd  Nobility  lies  trodden  on, 
And  Rebels  arms  triumph  in  maflacres  I 

Lan,  We  breathe  too  long;  come,  co\i(iviWeJimorlandy 
Our  duty  this  way  lies  ;  for  heav'h's  fake,  come. 

P.  Heyiry,  By  heav'n,  thou  haft  deceived  me,  Lancafter^ 
I  did  not  think  thee  lord  of  fuch  a  fpirit : 
Before,  I  lov'd  thee  as  a  brother,  John  ; 
But  now,  I  do  refped  thee  as  my  foul. 

K.  Henry,  I  faw  him  hold  lord  Percy  at  the  point. 
With  luflier  maintenance  than  I  did  look  for 
Of  fuch  an  ungrown  warrior. 

P.  Henry,  Oh,  this  boy 
Lends  mettle  to  us  all.  {Exiunti 

Manet  King  Henry.    Enter  Dowglas. 

Do^g.  Another  King  ?  they  grow,  like  Hydra^s  heads : 
I  am  the  Doivglas^  fatal  to  all  thofe 
That  wear  thofe  colours  on  them.    What  art  thou, 
That  counterfeit'ft  the  perfon  of  a  King  ? 

K.  Henry,  The  King  himfelf,  who,  Do'vaglas^  grieves 
at  heart. 

So  many  of  his  lhadows  thou  haft  met, 
And  not  the  very  King.    I  have  two  boys 
Seek  Percy  and  thy  felf  about  the  field  ; 
But  feeing  thou  falPft  on  me  fo  luckily, 
I  will  afTay  thee :  fo  defend  thy  felf. 

Doivg,  1  fear,  thou  art  another  counterfeit  5 
And  yet,  in  faith,  thou  bear'H  thee  like  a  King  : 
But  mine,  I'm  fure,  thou  art,  whoe'er  thou  be. 
And  thus  I  win  thee. 

{Tifey  fgi^  :  the  King  Idng  in  dangerl- 

Enter  Prince  Henry. 

P.  Henry.  Hold  up  thy  head,  vile  Scot,  or  thott  art 
like 

Never  to  hold  it  up  again  :  the  Spirits 
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Of  Sberly,  Stafford,  Blunt,  are  in  my  arms ; 
It  IS  the  Prince  of  Wales  that  threatens  thee, 
Who  never  promifeth,  but  means  to  pay. 

7         1    J    1      r  ^"^^'yh^^^  Dowglas  flytth. 
C  hearly,  my  lord  ;  how  fares  your  Grace  ? 
Sir  hicholas  Ga^Jey  hath  for  fuccour  fent, 
y^nd  fo  hath  Clifton :  Til  to  Cll/ton  ftrait.' 

K.  Henry,  Stay,  and  breathe  a  while  ; 
Thou  haft  redeemed  my  loft  opinion. 
And  ftiew'd,  thou  mak'ft  fome  tender  of  my  life. 
In  this  fair  refcue  thou  haft  brought  to  me. 

P.  Ilrjry.  O  heav'n  !  they  did  me  too  much  injury, 
That  ever  faid,  I  hearkened  for  your  death. 
If  it  were  fo,  I  might  have  let  alone 
Th'  infulting  hand  of  Doivglas  over  you  ; 
Which  would  have  been  as  fpeedy  in  your  end, 
As  ail  the  poisonous  potions  in  the  world. 
And  fav'd  the  treacherous  labour  of  your  fon. 

K.  Henry.  Make  up  to  Cliftony  Til  to  Sir  Kuholas 
Ga^fey.  [Exit. 

Enter  Hot  fpur. 

Hot.  If  I  miftake  not,  thou  art  Harry  Monmouth, 

P.  Hcmy.  Thou  fpeak'ft  as  if  I  would  deny  my  name, 

Hot,  My  name  is  Harry  Percy. 

P.  Henry.  Then  I  fee 
A  very  valiant  Rebel  of  that  name. 
I  am  the  Prince  of  Wales :  and  think  not,  Percy^ 
To  fhare  with  me  in  Glory  any  more : 
Two  Scars  keep  not  their  motion  in  one  fphere  ; 
Nor  can  one  England  brook  a  double  Reign, 
Of  Harry  Percy  and  the  Prince  of  Wales. 

Hot.  Nor  fhall  it,  Harry ^  for  the  hour  is  come 
To  end  the  one  of  us ;  and  would  to  heav'n, 
Thy  name  in  arms  were  now  as  great  as  mine ! 

P.  Henry.  Til  make  it  greater,  ere  I  part  from  thee ; 
And  all  the  budding  honours  on  thy  creft 
I'll  crop,  to  make  a  garland  for  my  head. 

Hot.  1  can  no  longer  brook  thy  vanities.  [Fight. 


Enter 
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Enter  FalftafF. 

FaK  Well  faid,  '  Hal:  to  it,  HaL  Nay,  you  fhall 
find  no  boy's  play  here,  I  can  tell  you. 

Enter  Dowglas,  he  Jights  ivith  Y2X{k2i^,  ^ho  falls  do'wn 
as  if  he  ivere  dead,    The  Prince  kills  Percy.. 

Hot.  O,  Harry,  thou  haft  robbM  me  of  my  youth  : 
I  better  brook  the  lofs  of  brittle  life, 
Than  thofe  proud  Titles  thou  haft  won  of  me  5 
They  wound  my  thoughts,  worfe  than  thy  fword  niy  flefh 
But  thought's  theflave  of  life,  and  life  time's  fool  5 
And  time,  that  takes  furvey  of  all  the  world, 
Mufthaveaftop.    O,  I  could  prophefie,. 
But  that  the  earthy  and  cold  hand  of  death, 
Lyes  on  my  tongue  :  no,  Percy,  thou  art  duft. 
And  food  for  '  {Dies. 

P.  Henry,  Worms,  brave  Percy.    Fare  thee  well  ! 
Ill-weav'd  ambition,  ho\y  much  art  thou  Ihrunk  ! 
When  that  this  body  did  contain  a  fpirit, 
A  Kingdom  for  it  was  too  fmall  a  bound  : 
But  now  two  paces  of  the  vileft  earth 
Is  room  enough  !  this  earth,  that  bears  thee  dead, 
Bears  not  alive  fo  ftout  a  gentleman. 
If  thou  wert  fenfible  of  courtefie, 
I  ihould  not  make  fo  great  a  fhow  of  zeaL 
But  let  my  favours  hide  thy  mangled  face. 
And,  ev'nin  thy  behalf,  Fll  thank  my  felf 
For  doing  thefe  fair  Rites  of  tendernefs. 
Adieu,  and  take  thy  praife  with  thee  to  heav'u ; 
Thy  ignominy  ficep  with  thee  in  the  Grave, 
But  not  remembered  in  thy  epitaph.      [He  fees  Falftaff, 

 What !  old  acquaintance !  could  not  all  this  flefli 

Keep  in  a  little  life  ?  poor  Jack,  farewel ! 
I  could  have  better  fpar'da  better  man. 
Oh,  I  Ihould  have  a  heavy  mifs  of  thee, 
If  I  were  much  in  love  with  Vanity. 
Death  hath  not  ftrack  fo  fat  a  Deer  to  day. 
Though  many  a  dearer  in  this  bloody  fray  : 

H  5  Imbowelia 
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Imboweird  will  I  fee  thee  by  and  by, 

illl  then,  in  blood  by  noble  Percy  lye.  [Exlf, 

FalflafFr//^j. 

Fal,  Imboweird!  —  if  thou  imbowcl  me  to  day,  PIl 
give  you  leave  to  powder  me,  and  eat  me  to  morrow  ? 
'Sblood,  'twas  time  to  counterfeit,  or  that  hot  terma- 
gant Scot  had  paid  me  fcot  and  lot  too.  Counterfeit  ? 
I  lie,  I  am  no  counterfeit ;  to  die,  is  to  be  a  counter- 
feit j  for  he  is  but  the  counterfeit  of  a  man,  who  hath 
not  the  life  of  a  man  :  but  to  counterfeit  dying,  when 
a  man  thereby  liveth,  is  to  be  no  counterfeit,  but  the 
true  and  perfeft  image  of  life  indeed.  The  better  part 
of  valour  is  difcretion  ;  in  the  which  better  part,  I  have 
faved  my  life.  I  am  afraid  of  this  gun-powder  Percy 
though  he  be  dead.  How  if  he  fhould  counterfeit  too, 
and  rife  ?  I  am  afraid,  he  would  prove  the  better  coun- 
terfeit; therefore  I'll  make  him  fure ;  yea,  and  I'll 
fwear,  I  kill'd  him.  Why  may  not  he  rife  as  well  as  I  ? 
nothing  confutes  me  but  eyes,  and  no  body  fees  me. 
Therefore,  firrah,  with  a  new  wound  in  your  thigh 
come  you  along  with  me.    [Takes  Hot-fpur  on  his  back. 

Enter  Prince  Htmyy  and  John  (j/'Lancafter. 

P.  Eenrs,  Come,  brother  John,  full  bravely  haft  thou 
flefht 
Thy  maiden  fword. 

Lan,  Bat  foft !  whom  have  we  here  ? 
Did  not  you  tell  me,  this  fat  man  was  dead  ? 

P.  Henry.  I  did,  I  faw  him  dead, 
And  breathlefs  on  the  ground  :  art  thou  alive. 
Or  is  it  fancy  plays  upon  our  eye-fight  ? 
I  pr'ythee,  fpeak,  we  will  not  truft  our  eyes 
W  ithout  our  ears  ;  thou  art  not  what  thou  feem'fc. 

TaL  No,  that's  certain  j  I  am  not  a  double  man  ,* 
but  if  I  am  not  Jack  Faljiaff,  then  am  I  a  Jack:  there 
is  Percy,  if  your  father  will  do  me  any  honour,  fo  j  if 
not,  let  him  kill  the  next  Percy  himfelf.  1  look  either 
to  be  Earl  or  Duke,  I  can  afTureyou. 

P.  Henry.  Why,  Psrcy  I  kill'd  my  felf,  and  faw  thee 
dead.  fd. 
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FaL  Did'fl;  thou  ?  lord,  lord,  how  the  world  is  giv'n 
to  lying  !  I  grant  you,  I  was  down,  and  out  of  breath, 
and  fo  was  he  ;  but  we  rofe  both  at  an  inftant,  and 
fought  a  long  hour  by  Shrewsbury  clock  :  if  I  may  be 
believed,  fo ;  if  not,  let  them,  that  fhould  reward  va- 
lour, bear  the  fm  upon  their  own  heads.  I'll  take't  on 
my  death,  I  gave  him  this  wound  in  the  thigh  :  if  the 
man  were  alive,  and  would  deny  it,  I  would  make  him 
eat  a  piece  of  my  fword. 

Lan,  This  is  the  ftrangeft  Tale  that  e'er  I  heard, 

P.  Henry.  This  is,  the  flrangeft  fellow,  brother  Jobn.^ 
Come,  bring  your  luggage  nobly  on  your  back  : 
For  my  part,  if  a  Lie  may  do  thee  grace, 
I'll  gild  it  with  the  happieft  terms  I  have. 

retreat  is  founded. 
The  trumpets  found  retreat,  the  day  is  ours : 
Come,  brother,  kt's  to  th'  highell  of  the  field. 
To  fee  what  friends  are  living,  who  are  dead.  [Exeunt. 

FaL  I'll  follow,  as  they  fay,  for  reward.  He  that  re- 
wards me,  heav'n  reward  him  !  If  I  do  grow  great,  I'll 
grow  lefs;  for  Til  purge,  and  leave  fack,  and  live 
cleanly,  as  a  noble  man  Ihould  do.  \Fxit. 

^ he  Trumpets  found:  Enter  King  Henry,  Prince  t?/' Wales, 
Lord  John  af  Lancafter,  Earl  of  WeHraoriand,  wtb 
Worceiler  ^WVernon  Prifoners, 

K.  Henry.  Thus  ever  did  Rebellion  find  rebuke, 
ril-fpirited  Worfter,  did  we  not  fend  grace, 
Pardon,  and  terms  of  love  to  all  of  you  ? 
And  would'ft  thou  turn  our  offers  contrary  ? 
Mifufe  the  tenorof  thy  kinfman's  truft  ? 
Three  Knights  upon  our  party  flain  to  day,. 
A  noble  Earl,  and  many  a  creature  elfe,. 
Had  been  alive  this  hour,. 
If  like  a  chriftian  thou  had'ft  truly  borne 
Betwixt  our  armies  true  intelligence. 

Wor,  What  I  have  done,  my  faftey  urg'd  metor 
And  I  embrace  this  fortune  patiently. 
Since  not  to  be  avoided  it  falls  on  me. 

K.  H€nry,  Bear  Worcefer  to  death,  and  Vernon  too. 

Other 
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Other  Offenders  we  will  paufe  upon. 

{Exeunt  Worcefter  and  Vernon,  guarded. 
IIow  goes  the  field  ? 

P.  Henry,  The  gallant  Scot,  lord  Donvglas,  when  he  faW 
The  fortune  of  the  day  quite  turned  from  him. 
The  noble  Percy  flain  and  all  his  men 
Upon  the  foot  of  fear,  fled  with  the  reft; 
And,  falling  from  a  hill,  he  wasfo  bruis'd. 
That  the  purfuers  took  him.    At  my  Tent 
The  Doivg/as  is,  and,  I  befeech  your  Grace, 
J  may  difpofe  of  him. 

X.  Henry,  With  all  my  heart. 

P.  Henry.  Then,  brother  John  of  Lancajier,  to  yoil 
This  honourable  bounty  lhail  belong  : 
Go  to  the  Do^g/as,  and  deliver  him 
Up  to  his  pleafure,  ranfomlefs  and  free : 
His  valour  fliewn  upon  our  crefts  to  day. 
Hath  taught  us  how  to  cherifh  fuch  high  deeds, 
Ev'n  in  the  bofom  of  our  adversaries. 

Lan,  I  thank  your  Grace  for  this  high  courtefie. 
Which  I  (hall  give  away  immediately. 
.  K.  Henry,  Then  this  remains ;   that  we  divide  oui 
Power. 

You  fon  John,  and  my  coufin  Wejimorland^ 

Tow'rds  York  fhall  bend  you,  with  your  deareft  fpeed^. 

To  meet  'Northumberland,  and  Prelate  Scroopy 

Who,  as  we  hear,  are  bufily  in  arms. 

My  felf  and  You,  fon  Harry,  will  towards  Waksy 

To  fight  with  Glendoujer  and  the  Earl  of  Marche.. 

Rebellion  in  this  Land  fhall  lofe  his  fway. 

Meeting  the  check  of  fuch  another  day ; 

And  fince  this  bufinefs  fo  far  fair  is  done, 

iet  us  not  leave,  till  all  our  own  be  won,  \Extunit^ 
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PROLOGUE. 


Enter  Rumour,  painted  full  of  ionguey. 

OPEN  your  ears :  for  which  of  you  will  flop 
The  Vent  of  Hearing,  when  loud  Rimour  fpeaks  ? 
I  from  the  Orient  to  the  drooping  Well:, 
Making  the  wind  my  poft-horfe,  ftill  unfold 
The  Ads  commenced  on  this  Ball  of  Earth, 
Upon  my  tongues  continual  flanders  ride. 
The  which  in  every  language  I  pronounce ; 
Stuffing  the  ears  of  men  with  falfe  reports. 
I  fpeak  of  Peace,  while  covert  enmity. 
Under  the  fmile  of  fafety,  wounds  the  world  :i 
And  who  but  Rumour ^  who  but  only  I, 
Make  fearful  mufters  and  prepar'd  defence, 
Whilft  the  big  year,  fwoll'n  with  fome  other  grie% 
Is  thought  with  child  by  the  ftern  tyrant  War, 
And  nofuch  matter  ?  Rummir  is  a  pipe 
Blown  by  fuimifes,  jealoufies,  conjedurcs  ; 
And,  of  fo  eafie  and  fo  plain  a  ftop, 
That  the  blunt  monller  with  uncounted  headSc,. 
The  flill-difcordant  wavering  multitude,. 
Can  play  upon  it.    But  what  need  1  thus 
My  well-known  body  to  anatomize 
Among  my  houlhold  ?  Why  is  Rumour  here  ? 
I  run  before  King  Harrys  vidory  5 
Who  in  a  bloody  field  by  Shrewsbury 
Hath  beaten  down  young  Hot-fpur  and  his  troops 
Quenching  the  flame  of  bold  Rebellion 
Ev'n  with  the  rebels'  blood.    But  what  mean  I ^ 
To  fpeak  fo  true  at  firft  ?  my  office  is 
To  noife  abroad,  that  Harry  Monmouth  fell 
Under  the  wrath  of  noble  Hot-fpur  h  fword  ; 
And  that  the  King  before  the  Doivglas'  rage 
Stoop'd  his  anointed  head  as  low  as  d^eath. 


P  R  O  L  O  G  U  E. 

.This  have  I  rumour'd  through  the  peafant  towiu. 
Between  that  royal  field  oiShrei/jshuryy 
And  this  worm-eaten  Hold  of  ragged  flone ;  (i  ) 
Where  Hot-Jpurs  father,  old  Northumberland^ 
Lies  crafty  fick.    The  Pofts  come  tiring  on ; 
And  not  a  man  brings  other  news 
Than  they  have  leam'd  of  me.  From  Rumour's  tongues. 
They  bring  fmooth  comforts  falfe,  worfe  than  true 
wrongs.  [Exit. 

(i)  And  this  ivorm- eaten  Hole  of  ragged  Stone Northumher'^ 
land  had  retired  and  fortified  himfelf  in  his  Caftle,  a  Place 
of  Strength  in  thofe  times,  tho'  the  Building  might  be  im- 
pairM  by  its  Antiquity  5  and  therefore,  I  believe,  our  Poet 
wrote: 

And  tbh  worm-eaten  Hold  e/*  ragged  St$nt^  ^ 


Dramati 
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KING  Htmy  the  Fourth. 

Prince  Henry,  afterwards  crown  d  King  Henry  the  Fifths 
Prince  John  of  Lancafter,  T   Sons  to  Henry  the  Fourths. 
Humphrey  of  Gloucefter,   ?-    and  Brethren  to  Henry 
Thomas  of  Clarence,        J    the  Fifth. 
Northumberland,  "J^ 
Archbijhop  ^/^  York,  j 

Mowbray,  j  Qppoffes  againji  King  Henry 

Haftings,  y    the  Fourth.. 

Lord  Bardolph.  \ 
Travers,  \ 
Morton,  [ 
Colevile,  J 
Warwick,  *^ 
Weftmorland,  / 


Shf flow  and  Silence,  Country  Jufii 
Davy,  Ser'vant  to  Shallow. 
Phang^2»^  Snare,  tavo  Serjeants. 
Mouldy, 


Wart,       >    Country  S^oldten^ 
Feeble,  V 
Bulcalf,  J 


Lady  Northumberland, 
Lady  Percy, 
Hofefs  Quickly. 
DqU  Tear-fheet 


Drawers,  Beadles^  Cmtns, 
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A   C  T  I. 

SCENE,    Northumberland's  Caftk. 
EnUr  Lord  Bardolph  \  the  Porter  at  the  door. 

Bardolph. 

H  O  keeps  the  gate  here,  hoa?  where  is 
the  Earl  ? 
Port,  What  ftiall  I  fay  you  are  ? 
Bard.  Tell  thou  the  Earl, 
That  the  lord  Bardolph  doth  attend  him 
here. 

Port,  His  lordfhip  is  walk'd  forth  into  the  Orchard ; 
Pleafe  it  your  Honour,  knock  but  at  the  gate. 
And  he  himfelf  will  anfwer. 

Enter  Northumberland. 

Bard.  Here's  the  Earl. 

(z)  The  zd  Part  of  Henry  IV. J  The  Tranfaftions  comprirM 
in  this  Hiftory  take  up  about  nine  Years.  The  Aftion  com- 
mences with  the  Account  of  Hot/pur's  being  defeated  and  kilFd  | 
and  clofcs  with  the  death  of  Ki  Htnri  IV,  and  the  Coronation 
of  K.  Henry  V, 

North. 
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North,  What  news,  lord  Bardolph  ?  evVy  mintitc  now 
Should  be  the  father  of  fome  flratagem. 
The  times  are  wild :  Contention,  like  a  horfc 
Full  of  high  feeding,  madly  hath  broke  loofe. 
And  bears  down  all  before  him. 

Bard,  Noble  Earl, 
I  bring  you  certain  news  from  Shreivsbury, 

North.  Good,  if  heav'n  will ! 

Bard.  As  good  as  heart  can  wifh  : 
The  King  is  almoft  wounded  to  the  death : 
And  in  the  fortune  of  my  lord  your  fon, 
Prince  Harry  (lain  outright ;  and  both  the  Blunts 
Kill'd  by  the  hand  of  Douglas :  young  Prince  John, 
And  Wejimorland,  and  Staffordy  Hed  the  field. 
And  Harry  Monmouth's  brawn,  the  hulk  Sir  John, 
Is  prifoner  to  your  fon.    O,  fuch  a  day. 
So  fought,  fo  folio w'd,  and  fo  fairly  won. 
Came  not  till  now,  to  dignifie  the  times. 
Since  Cafars  fortunes ! 

North.  How  is  this  derived  ? 
Saw  you  the  field  ?  came  you  from  Shrewhury  ? 

Bard,  I  fpake  with  one,  my  lord,  that  came  froir* 
thence, 

A  gentleman  well  bred,  and  of  good  name ; 
That  freely  rendered  me  thefe  news  for  true. 

North,  Here  comes  my  fervant  Traruersy  whom  I  lent 
On  Tuefday  laft  to  liflen  after  news. 

Bard,  My  lord,  I  over-rode  hini  on  the  way. 
And  he  is  furnifh'd  with  no  certainties, 
More  than  he,  haply,  may  retail  from  me. 

Enter  Travers. 
North.  Now,  Tracers,  what  good  tidings  come  witK 
you  ? 

fra.  My  lord.  Sir  John  Vmfre^ll  turn'd  me  back 
4Vith  joyful  tidings ;  and,  being  better  hors'd, 
Out-rode  me.    After  him  came  fpurring  hard 
A  gentleman,  almoft  fore-fpent  with  fpeed, 
That  flopp'd  by  me  to  breathe  his  bloodied  horfe : 
He  ask'd  the  way  to  Chefter ;  and  of  him 
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I  did  demand  what  news  from  Shre^shuvy, 
He  told  me,  that  Rebellion  had  ill  luck ; 
And  that  young  Harry  Percys  Spur  was  cold. 
With  That  he  gave  his  able  horfe  the  head. 
And,  bending  forward,  ftruck  his  agile  heels 
Againfl  the  panting  fides  of  his  poor  jade 
Up  to  the  rowel-head ;  and,  ftartingfo. 
He  feem'd  in  running  to  devour  the  way. 
Staying  no  longer  queliion. 

North,  Ha  ?  again  : 
Said  he,  young  Hany  Percys  fpur  was  cold  I 
Rebellion  had  ill  luck  ? 

Bard.  My  lord,  I'll  tell  you  ; 
If  my  young  lord  your  fon  have  not  the  day. 
Upon  mine  Honour,  for  a  filken  point 
I'll  give  my  Barony.    Ne'er  talk  of  it. 

NortL  Why  fhould  the  gentleman,  that  rode  by 
Tracers, 

Give  then  fuch  inftances  of  lofs  ? 

Bard.  Who  he? 
He  was  fome  hilding  fellow,  that  had  ftoH'n 
The  horfe  he  rode  on  j  and,  upon  my  life. 
Spake  at  adventure.   Look,  here  comes  more  new*:. 

Enter  Morton. 

North.  Yea,  this  man's  brow,  like  to  a  title-leaf^ 
Foretels  the  Nature  of  a  tragick  volume : 
So  looks  the  ftrond,  whereon  th'  imperious  flood 
Hath  left  a  witnefs'd  ufurpation. 
Say,  MortoTiy  did'ft  thou  come  from  Shrenushury  ^ 

Mort,  I  ran  from  Shrenvsburyy  my  noble  lord. 
Where  hateful  Death  put  on  his  ugliefl  Mask 
To  fright  our  Party. 

North,  How  doth  my  fon,  and  Brother  ? 
Thou  trembleft ;  and  the  whitenefs  in  thy  cheek 
Is  apter  than  thy  tongue  to  tell  thy  errand. 
Even  fuch  a  man,  fo  faint,  fo  fpiritlefs. 
So  dull,  fo  dead  in  look,  fo  woe-be-gone. 
Drew  Priam  s  curtain  in  the  dead  of  night. 
And  would  have  told  him,  half  his  Iroy  was  burn'd  : 
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But  Priam  found  the  fire,  ere  he  his  tongue ; 
And  I  my  Percys  death,  ere  thou  report'ft  it. 
This  thou  vvould'll  fay  :  your  Son  did  thus,  and  thus  : 
Your  brother,  thus :  fo  fought  the  noble  Do^^glas : 
Stopping  my  greedy  ear  with  their  bold  deeds. 
But  in  the  end,  to  flop  mine  ear  indeed. 
Thou  haft  a  figh  to  blow  away  this  praife. 
Ending  with  brother,  fon,  and  all  are  dead  ! 

Mort,  Doivglas  is  living,  and  your  brother,  yet ; 
But  for  my  lord  your  fon  — . 

North.  Why,  he  is  dead. 
See,  what  a  ready  tongue  fufpicion  hath  f 
He,  that  but  fears  the  thing  he  would  not  know, 
Hath,  by  inftindl,  knowledge  from  other  eyes, 
That  what  he  feafd  is  chanc'd.    Yet,  Morton^  fpeak 
Tell  thou  thy  Earl,  his  Divination  lies ; 
And  I  will  take  it  as  a  fweet  Difgrace, 
And  make  thee  rich  for  doing  me  fuch  wrong. 

Mort,  You  are  too  Great,  to  be  by  me  gainfaid  : 
Your  fpirit  is  too  true,  your  fears  too  certain. 

North,  Yet  for  all  this,  fay  not,  that  Percy\  dead , 
I  fee  a  ftrange  confelTion  in  thine  eye  : 
Thou  ftiak'ft  thy  head,  and  hold'ft  it  fear,  or  fin. 
To  fpeak  a  truth.    If  he  be  flain,  fay  fo : 
The  tongue  offends  not,  that  reports  his  death  : 
And  he  doth  fm,  that  doth  belie  the  dead. 
Not  he,  which  fays  the  dead  is  not  alive. 
Yet  the  firft  bringer  of  unwelcome  news 
Hath  but  a  lofmg  office :  and  his  tongue 
Sounds  ever  after  as  a  fullen  bell, 
Remember'd,  tolling  a  departing  friend. 

Bard,  I  cannot  think,  my  lord,  your  fon  is  dead. 

Mort,  Pm  forry,  I  Ihould  force  you  to  believe 
That,  which,  I  would  to  heav'n,  I  had  not  feen. 
But  thefe  mine  eyes  faw  him  in  bloody  ilate, 
RendVing  faint  quittance,  wearied  and  out-breath'd. 
To  Henry  Monmouth ;  whofe  fwift  wrath  beat  down 
The  never-daunted  Percy  to  the  earth. 
From  whence,  with  life,  he  never  more  fprung  up.. 
In  few ;  his  death,  whofe  fpirit  lent  a  fire 
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Even  to  th^dulleft  peafant  in  his  Camp, 
Being  bruited  once,  took  fire  and  heat  away 
From  the  beft-temper'd  courage  in  his  troops. 
For  from  his  metal  was  his  party  fteel'd ; 
Which  once  in  him  abated,  all  the  reft 
Turn'd  on  themfelves,  like  dull  and  heavy  lead. 
And  as  the  thing,  that's  heavy  in  its  felf. 
Upon  enforcement,  flies  with  greateft  fpeed ; 
So  did  our  men,  heavy  in  Hot-fpur'^s  lofs. 
Lend  to  this  weight  fuch  lightnefs  with  their  fear, 
That  arrows  fled  not  fwifter  toward  their  aim, 
Than  did  our  foldiers,  aiming  at  their  fafety. 
Fly  from  the  field.    Then  was  that  noble  Worker 
Too  foon  ta'en  prifoner :  and  that  furious  Scoty 
The  bloody  Donvglas,  whofe  w^ell-labouring  fword 
Had  three  times  flain  th'  appearance  of  the  King, 
'Gan  vail  his  ftomach,  and  did  grace  the  fliame 
Of  thofe  that  turned  their  backs ;  and  in  his  flight. 
Stumbling  in  fear,  was  took.    The  fum  of  all 
Is,  that  the  King  hath  won :  and  hath  fent  out 
A  fpeedy  PowV  to  encounter  you,  my  lord. 
Under  the  condu6l  of  young  Lancafter 
And  Weft mor land.    This  is  the  news  at  full. 

North.  For  this,  I  fliall  have  time  enough  to  mourn. 
In  poifon  there  is  phyflck  :  and  this  news, 
That  would,  had  I  been  well,  have  made  me  flck. 
Being  flck,  hath  in  fome  meafure  made  me  well. 
And  as  the  wretch,  whofe  feaver- weakened  joints. 
Like  ftrengthlefs  hinges,  buckle  under  life. 
Impatient  of  his  fit,  breaks  like  a  fire 
Out  of  his  keeper's  arms ;  ev'n  fo  my  limbs, 
Weaken'd  with  grief,  being  now  inrag'd  with  grief. 
Are  thrice  themfelves.    Hence  therefore,  thou  nice 
crutch, 

A  fcaly  gauntlet  now  with  joints  of  fteel 

Muft  glove  this  hand.    And  hence,  thoafickly  quoif, 

7'hou  art  a  guard  too  wanton  for  the  head. 

Which  Princes,  flefli'd  with  conqueft,  aim  to  hit. 

Now  bind  my  brows  with  iron,  and  approach 

The 
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The  rugged'ft  hour  that  time  and  fpight  dare  bring  (g) 

To  frown  upon  th'  inrag'd  Northumberland  f 

Let  heav'n  kifs  earth !  now  let  not  nature's  hand 

Keep  the  wild  flood  confin'd  ;  let  order  die. 

And  let  this  world  no  longer  be  a  ftage 

To  feed  contention  in  a  lingring  a6l : 

But  let  one  fpirit  of  the  firft-born  Cain 

Reign  in  all  bofoms,  that  each  heart  being  fet 

On  bloody  courfes,  the  rude  fcenemay  end. 

And  darknefs  be  the  burier  of  the  dead ! 

Bard,  This  (trained  paffion  doth  you  wrong,  my  lord  \ 
Sweet  Earl,  divorce  not  wifdom  from  your  honour, 

Mort.  The  lives  of  all  your  loving  complices 
Lean  on  your  health ;  the  which,  if  you  give  o'er 
To  llormy  paffion,  muft  perforce  decay. 
You  caft  th'  event  of  war,  my  noble  lord. 
And  fumm'd  th'  account  of  chance,  before  you  faid. 
Let  us  make  head  :  it  was  your  prefurmife. 
That,  in  the  dole  of  blows,  your  fon  might  drop  : 
You  knew,  he  walk'd  o'er  perils,  on  an  edge 
More  likely  to  fall  in,  than  to  get  o'er : 
You  were  advis'd,  his  flelh  was  capable 
Of  wounds  and  fears ;  and  that  his  forward  fpirit 
Would  lift  him  where  moft  trade  of  danger  rang'd  : 
Yet  did  you  fay,  Go  forth.    And  none  of  this. 
Though  ftrongly  apprehended,  could  reftrain 
The  ItifF- borne  adlion.    What  hath  then  befall'n. 
Or  what  hath  this  bold  enterprize  brought  forth. 
More  than  That  being,  which  was  like  to  be  ? 

Bard.  We  all,  that  are  engaged  to  this  lofs. 
Knew,  that  we  ventured  on  fuch  dang'rous  feas, . 

(3)  lihe  ragged'ft  Hour  that  Time  and  Spight  dare  bring 

1^0  frown ^  &c.]  I  know  very  well,  our  Author  frequently 
ufes  this  Epithet,  when  lie  fpeaks  either  of  (harp  o'er- hanging 
Rocks,  ruinM  Fortifications,  but  there  is  no  Confonancc 
of  Metaphors  here  betwixt  ragged  and  frown  \  nor,  indeed,  any 
Dignity  in  the  Image.  On  both  Accounts,  therefore,  I  fufpe^l, 
our  Author  wrote,  as  I  have  reformed  the  Text,  Hbe  rugged'ft 
Ihur^  kc. 

That, 


Kir^  Henry  IV.  191 

That,  if  we  wrought  out  life,  'twas  ten  to  one : 
And  y^t  we  ventured  for  the  gain  proposed, 
Choak'd  the  refpei^  of  likely  peril  fear'd ; 
And  fmce  we  are  o'er-fet,  venture  again. 
Come,  we  will  all  put  forth,  body  and  goods. 

Mort.  'Tis  more  than  time ;  and  my  moft  noble  lord^ 
I  hear  for  certain,  and  do  fpeak  the  truth : 
The  gentle  Arch'bilhop  of  Torkh  up 
With  well-appointed  Powers :  he  is  a  man. 
Who  with  a  double  furety  binds  his  followers , 
My  lord,  your  fon,  had  only  but  the  corps. 
But  (hadows,  and  the  ftiews  of  men  to  fight. 
For  that  fame  word,  Rebellion,  did  divide 
The  adlion  of  their  bodies  from  their  fouls  5 
And  they  did  fight  with  queafinefs ;  conftrain'd^ 
As  men  drink  potions,  that  their  weapons  only 
Seem'd  on  our  fide :  but  for  their  fpirits  and  foulb* 
This  word.  Rebellion,  it  had  froze  them  up, 
Asfifh  are  in  a  pond.    But  now,  the  Biihop 
Turns  Infurre^lion  to  Religion  ; 
Supposed  fincere  and  holy  in  his  thoughts, 
He's  followed  both  with  body  and  with  mind : 
And  doth  enlarge  his  Rifing  with  the  blood 
Of  fair  King  Richard,  fcrap'd  from  Pomfret  ftones  % 
Derives  from  heav'n  his  quarrel  and  his  caufe : 
Tells  them,  he  doth  beftride  a  bleeding  land 
Gafping  for  life,  under  great  BoUnghroke  : 
And  more,  and  lefs,  do  flock  to  follow  him. 

NortL  I  knew  of  this  before :  but  to  fpeak  truths 
This  prefent  grief  had  wip'd  it  from  my  mind. 
Go  in  with  me,  and  counfel  every  man 
The  apteft  way  for  fafety  and  revenge : 
C)et  polls,  and  letters,  and  make  friends  with  fpeed ; 
Never  fo  few,  nor  never  yet  more  need .  lE;cmir. 
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SCENE  changes  to  a  Street  in  London. 

t.nter  Sir  John  FalftafF,  ivith  his  Page  hearing  his  fnjoord 
and  buckler. 

TaL  Q  Irrah,  you^  giant !  what  fays  the  dodlor  to  my 
water? 

Tage,  He  faid,  Sir,  the  water  it  felf  was  a  good 
heahhy  water.  But  for  the  party  that  own'd  it,  he 
might  have  more  difeafes  than  he  knew  for. 

FaL  Men  of  all  forts  take  a  pride  to  gird  at  me.  The 
brain  of  this  foolifh-compounded-clay,  Man,  is  not  able 
to  invent  any  thing  that  tends  to  laughter,  more  than  I 
invent,  or  is  invented  on  me.  I  am  not  only  witty  in 
my  felf,  but  the  caufe  that  wit  is  in  other  men.  I  do 
here  walk  before  thee,  like  a  fow,  that  hath  over- 
whelmed all  her  litter  but  one.  If  the  Prince  put  thee 
into  my  fervice  for  any  other  reafon  than^to  fet  me  off, 
why,  then  I  have  no  judgment.  Thou  whorfon  man- 
drake, thou  art  fitter  to  be  worn  in  my  cap,  than  to 
wait  at  my  heels.  I  was  never  mann'd  with  an  agot  till 
now  :  but  I  will  fet  you  neither  in  gold  nor  filver,  but 
in  vile  apparel,  and  fend  you  back  again  to  your  mafter, 
for  a  jewel :  The  Jwvenal,  the  Prince  your  mafter  [ 
whofe  chin  is  not  yet  fledg'd ;  I  will  fooner  have  a  beard 
grow  in  the  palm  of  my  hand,  than  he  fhall  get  one  on 
his  cheek;  yet  he  will  not  flick  to  fay,  his  face  is  a  face- 
royal.  Heav'n  may  finifli  it  when  it  will,  it  is  not  a 
hair  amifs  yet ;  he  may  keep  it  ftill  as  a  face  royal,  for 
a  barber  fhall  never  earn  fixpence  out  of  it ;  and  yet  he 
will  be  crowing,  as  if  he  had  writ  man  ever  fmce  his 
father  was  a  batchelor.  He  may  keep  his  own  grace, 
but  he  is  almoll  out  of  mine,  1  can  aflure  him.  What 
faid  Mr.  Dombledon,  about  the  fatten  for  my  fhort  cloak 
and  flops  ?  ^ 

Page,  He  faid  Sir,  you  fhould  procure  him  better 
afTurance  than  Bardolph :  he  would  not  take  his  bond 
and  yours,  he  lik'd  not  the  fecurity. 

Fa/.  Let  him  be  damn'd  like  the  Glutton,  may  his 

tongue 
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tongue  be  hotter !  a  whorfon  AchitophcU  a  rafcally  yea- 
foriooth-knave,  to  bear  a  gentleman  in  hand,  and  then 
ftand  upon  fecurlty  !  the  whorfon- fmooth- pates  do  now 
wear  nothing  but  high  Ihoes,  and  bunches  of  keys  at 
their  girdles ;  and  if  a  man  is  thorough  with  them  in 
honell  taking  up,  then  they  muft  ftand  upon  fecurity  : 
I  had  as  lief  they  would  put  rats-bane  in  my  mouth,  as 
efFer  to  flop  it  with  fecurity.  I  looked  he  Ihould  have 
fent  me  two  and  twenty  yards  of  fatten,  as  I  am  a  true 
Knight,  and  he  fends  me  fecurity.  Well,  he  may  fleep 
in  fecurity,  for  he  hath  the  horn  of  abundance.  And 
the  lightnefs  of  his  wife  Ihines  through  it,  and  yet  can- 
not he  fee  though  he  have  his  own  lanthorn  to  light 
him.    Where's  Bardolph  ? 

Page.  He's  gone  into  Smithfeld  to  buy  your  Wor- 
ftiip  a  horfe. 

Fai.  I  bought  him  in  Paul's,  and  heMI  buy  me  a 
horfe  in  ^mithf.dd.  If  I  could  get  me  but  a  wife  in  the 
Stewsj  I  were  manned,  hors'd,  and  wiv'd. 

Eflter  Chief  ytiftice,  and  Servants, 

Page,  Sir,  here  comes  the  Nobleman  that  committed 
the  Prince  for  ftriking  him,  about  Bardolfh, 

Pal.  Wait  clofe,  i  will  not  fee  him. 

Ch.'Juf.  What's  he  that  goes  there? 

Ser<v,  Falfaff,  an't  pleafe  your  lordfnip. 

Cb,  Juf,  He  that  was  in  queftion  for  the  robbery  r 

Serru,  He,  my  lord.  But  he  hath  fince  done  good 
fervice  at  Shrenjjshury :  and,  as  I  hear,  is  now  going 
with  fome  charge  to  the  lord  John  of  Lancafier. 

Ch,Juft.  What,  ioTork?  call  him  back  again. 

Sew,  ^ix  John  Falfaff,  

FaL  Boy,  tell  him  I  am  deaf. 

Page,  You  muH;  fpeak  louder,  my  mailer  is  deaf. 

Ch,  Jift,  I  am  fure,  he  is,  to  the  hearing  of  any 
thing  good.  Go  pluck  him  by  the  elbow.  I  muft  fpeak 
with  him. 

Sercv.  Sir  John  — — 

FaL  What!  a  young  knave  and  beg  f  are  there  not 
wars?  is  there  not  employment?  doth  not  the  Kin^ 
V  0  L,  IV,  I  lack 
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lack  Subjeds  ?  do  not  the  Rebels  need  foldiers  ?  though 
it  be  a  ihame  to  be  on  any  lide  but  one,  it  is  worfe 
fliarne  to  beg,  than  to  be  on  the  worft  fide,  were  it 
worfe  than  the  name  of  Rebellion  can  tell  how  to 
make  it. 

Sern.}.  You  miftake  me,  Sir. 

Fal.  Why,  Sir,  did  I  fay  you  were  an  honeft  man  ? 
fetting  my  knight-hood  and  my  foldierfliip  afide,  I  had 
lied  in  my  throat,  if  I  had  faid  fo. 

Ser^.  I  pray  you.  Sir,  then  fet  your  knight-hood  and 
your  foldierjfhip  afide,  and  give  me  leave  to  tell  you, 
you  lie  in  your  throat,  if  you  fay  I  am  any  other  than 
zn  honeft  man. 

FaL  I  give  thee  leave  to  tell  me  fo  ?  I  lay  afide  That, 
which  grows  to  me  ?  if  thou  gettM:  any  leave  of  me, 
]}ang  me;  if  thou  tak'ft  leave,  thou  wert  better  be 
hang'd  :  you  hunt-counter,  hence;  avaunt. 

Sew.  Sir,  my  lord  would  fpeak  with  you. 

Cb.  Jufi.  Sir  John  Falftaff^  a  word  with  you. 

Fal.  My  good  lord!  God  give  your  lordlhip  good 
time  of  day.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  lordfhip  abroad  ;  I 
heard  fay,  your  lordfliip  was  fick.  I  hope,  your  lord- 
fliip  goes  abroad  by  advice.  Your  lordfhip,  though  not 
clean  pad  your  youth,  hath  yet  fome  fmack  of  age  in 
you :  lome  relifh  of  the  faltnefs  of  time ;  and  I  mod 
humbly  befeech  your  lordfhip,  to  have  a  reverend  care 
of  your  health. 

Ch.  Jufi.  Sir  John,  I  fent  for  you  before  your  expe- 
dition to  ^hre^joshury  

Ful.  If  it  pleafe  your  lordfhip,  1  hear,  his  Majefty  i« 
returned  v/ith  fome  difcomfort  from  Wales. 

Ch.  Jufi.  I  talk  not  of  his  Majefty:  you  would  n#t 
come  when  I  fent  for  you ;    '  ■  ■  ' 

Fal.  And  I  hear  moreover,  his  Highnefs  is  fallen  in- 
to this  fame  whorfon  apoplexy. 

Ch.Jiifi,  Well,  heavn  mend, him!  I  pray,  let  me 
fpeak  with  you. 

Fal.  This  apoplexy  is,  as  I  take  it,  a  kind  of  lethargy, 
an  t  pleafe  your  lordfhip,  a  kind  of  fleeping  in  the  blood, 
a  whorfofi  tineling;. 

^  ^  a.juj}. 
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Ch.  Jufi.  What  tell  you  me  of  it  r  be  it,  as  it  is. 

Fal.  It  hath  its  original  from  much  grief ;  from  (ludy 
and  perturbation  of  the  brain.  I  have  read  the  caufe 
of  it  in  Galen.    It  is  a  kind  of  deafnefs. 

Ch.  Jujl.  I  think,  you  are  fallen  into  that  difeafe : 
for  you  hear  not  what  I  fay  to  you. 

(4)  Fal.  Very  well,  my  lord,  very  well :  rather,  an't 
pleafe  you,  it  is  the  difeafe  of  not  lift'ning,  the  malady 
of  not  marking,  that  I  am  troubled  withal. 

Ch.  Jufi.  To  punifh  you  by  the  heels,  would  amend 
the  attention  of  your  ears ;  and  I  care  not  if  I  do  be- 
come your  phyfician. 

FaL  I  am  as  poor  as  Joh^  my  lord,  but  not  fo  pa- 
tient :  your  lordfhip  may  minifter  the  potion  of  impri- 
fonment  to  me,  in  refpedl  of  poverty ;  but  how  I  fhould 
be  your  Patient  to  follow  your  prefcriptions,  the  wife 
may  make  fome  dram  of  a  fcruple,  or,  indeed,  a  fcruple 
it  felf. 

Ch.  J  Lift.  I  fent  for  you,  when  there  were  matters 
againft  you  for  your  life,  to  come  fpeak  with  me. 

FaL  As  I  was  then  advis'd  by  my  Counfel  learned  in 
the  laws  of  this  land-fervice,  I  did  not  come. 

Ch.  Juji,  Well,  the  truth  is.  Sir  John,  you  live  in 
great  infamy. 

FaL  He  that  buckles  him  in  my  belt,  cannot  live  in 
lefs. 

Ch.  Juft.  Your  means  are  very  fiend er,  and  your 
wafte  is  great. 

(4)  Fal.  Very  ivell,  my  Lord,  very  ^tvell In  the  oXdtd^arto 
Edition,  wWch  I  have  of  this  Play,  (printed,  in  1600)  this 
Speefth  {lands  thus. 

Old.  Very  ivell^  my  Lord,  *&cry  10 ell: 
1  had  not  obfervM  This,  when  I  wrote  my  Note,  to  the  ift 
Henry  lY,  concerning  the  Tradition  of  Falftaff'%  Character 
having  been  firfl  call'd  Oldcafile.  This  almofl  amounts  to  a 
felf-evident  Proof,  of  the  Thing  being  fo :  and  that  the  Play 
being  printed  from  the  Stage- Manufcript,  Oldcaftle  had  been  all 
along  alteiM  into  Faljlaff^  except  in  this  fingle  Place  by  an  Over- 
fight:  of  which  the  Printers,  not  being  aware,  continued  thefe 
initial  Traces  of  the  Original  Name.  See  the  third  Note  to  iH 
Henry  IV. 

I  2  FaL 
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Fal,  I  would  it  were  otherwife :  I  would,  niy  means 
were  greater,  and  my  wafle  flenderer. 

Ch.  Ji/J}.  You  have  mif-]ed  the  youthful  Prince. 

FaL  The  young  Prince  hath  mif-lcd  me.  I  am  the 
fellow  with  the  great  belly,  and  he  my  dog. 

Ch.  J  lift.  Well,  J*m  loth  to  gall  a  new  heal'd  wound  ; 
your  day's  fervice  at  Shrc-nsbury  hath  a  little  gilded 
over  your  night's  exploit  on  Gads-hill.  You  may  thank 
the  unquiet  time,  for  your  quiet  o'er  polling  that  adion. 

Fed.  My  lord  

Ch.  J  lift.  But  faice  all  is  well,  keep  it  fo  :  wake  not 
a  ileeping  Wolf. 

FaL  To  wake  a  Wolf,  is  as  bad  as  tofmell  a  Fox. 

Ch.  Juft.  What  r  you  are  as  a  candle,  the  better  part 
burnt  out. 

Fal.  A  waffel  candle,  my  lord ;  all  tallow :  but  if  I 
did  fay  of  v/ax,  my  growth  would  approve  the  truth. 

Ch.  Juft.  There  is  not  a  white  hair  on  your  face, 
but  fnould  have  his  efFecl  of  gravity. 

Fal.  His  eited  of  gravy,  gravy  gravy.  

Ch.  Juft.  (5.)  You  fohow  the  young  Prince  up  and 
down,  like  his  ill  angel. 

F^d.  Not  fo,  my  lord,  your  angel  is  light:  but  I 
hope,  he  that  looks  upon  me,  will  take  me  without 
weighing;  and  yet,  in  ibme  refpeds,  I  grant,  I  cannot 

(5)  You  folloiu  the  young  Prince  up  and  doivn  like  his  evil 
Ar-gcl.']  What  a  preclcus  Collator  has  Mr.  Pcpe  approv'd  him- 
fclf  in  this  PalTag^;  I  Befides,  if  This  were  the  true  Reading, 
Faljirff  could  not  have  made  the  witty  and  humourous  Evafion 
be  has  done  in  his  Reply.  I  have  reflor'd  the  Reading  of  the 
oldeft  Quarto.  The  Lord  Ghief  Jurtice  calls  Falji:2ff  the  Prince's 
ill  Ar.gel  or  Genius:  which  Falfiaff  turns  off  by  faying,  an  ;// 
Angel  (meaning  the  Coin  call'd  an  Angel)  is  IigLt  ;  but,  furcly, 

it  can't  be  faid  that  Ke  wants  Weight :  ergo,'  the  Inference 

is  obvious.  Now  Money  may  be  call'd  ///,  or  had ;  but  it  is 
never  calPd  e'vil,  with  Regard  to  its  being  under  Weight.  This 
Mr.  Pope  win  facefioufly  call  reftoring  lofi  Puns:  But  if  the  Au- 
thor wrote  a  Pun^  and  it  happens  to  be  lofi  in  an  Editor's  Indo- 
lence, I  fhall,  in  fpite  of  his  Grimace,  venture  at  bringing  it 
b4ck  to  Light. 

g^3 
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go;  •!  cannot  tell  ;  Virtue  is  of  fo  little  regard  in 

thefe  coiler mongers'  days,  that  true  valour  is  tarned 
bear-herd.  Pregnancy  is  made  a  tapfter,  and  hath  his 
quick  wit  wafted  in  grving  reckonings ;  all  the  other 
gafis  appertinent  to  man,  as  the  malice  of  this  age  fhapes 
them,-  are  not  worth  a  goofe-berry.  You,  that  are  old, 
confider  not  the  capacities  of  us  that  are  young ;  you 
meafure  the  heat  of  our  Livxrs,  with  the  bitterneis  of 
your  Galls ;  and  we  that  are  in  the  va-ward  of  our 
youth,  I  muH  confefs,  are  wags  too. 

C^,  Jufi.  Do  you  fet  down  your  name  in  the  fcrowl 
of  youth,  that  are  written  down  old,  with  all  the  cha- 
radters  of  age  ?  have  you  not  a  moid  eye  r  a  dry  hand  ? 
a  yellow  cheek  ?  a  white  beard  ?  a  decreafmg  leg  ?  an 
incrcafing  belly  ?  is  not  your  voice  broken  ?  your  wind 
fhort  f  your  chin  double  ?  your  wit  fmgle  ?  and  every 
part  about  you  blailed  with  antiquity  ?  and  will  you  yet 
call  your  felf  young  ?  fie,  fie,  fie,  Sir  JchTi, 

Fal.  My  lord,  1  was  born  about  three  of  the  clock  in 
tlie  afternoon,  with  a  white  head,  and  fomethinga  round 
belly.  For  my  voice,  I  have  iofl  it  v/ith  hallowing  and 
finging  of  Anthems.  To  approve  my  youth  further,  I 
will  not.  The  truth  is,  1  am  only  old  in  judgment  and 
underiianding,  and  he,  tkit  will  caper  with  me  for  a 
thoufand  marks,  let  him  lend  me  the  money,  and  have 
at  him.  For  the  box  o'  ih"'  ear  that  the  Prince  gave  you, 
he  gave  it  like  a  rude  Prince,  and  you  took  it  like  a 
feniible  lord.  I  have  checkt  him  for  it ;  and  the  young 
Lion  repents :  marry,  not  in  afhes  and  fack- cloth,  buc 
m  new  iilk  and  old  fack. 

Ch.  Jufi,  Well,  heav'n  fend  the  Prince  a  better  Com- 
panion I 

FaL  Heav'n  fend  the  companion  a  better  Prince !  I 
cannot  rid  my  hands  of  him. 

Qh.  Jufi.  Well,  the  King  hath  fever'd  you  and  Prince 
Marry.  I  hear,  you  are  going  with  lord  John  of  Lancafier, 
againfl  the  Archbi(hop  and  the  Earl  of  Northmnbcrlnrid. 

Fal.  Yes,  I  thank  your  pretty  fweet  wit  for  it;  but 
look  you,  pray,  all  you  that  kifs  my  lady  Peace  at  home, 
thrat  cur  armies  join  not  in  a  hot  dav:  for,  by  theLgrd, 
I  3         '  I 
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I  take  but  two  Hiirts  out  with  me,  and  I  mean  not  to^ 
Iv/eat  extraordinarily  :  if  it  be  a  hot  day,  if  J  brandifh 
any  thing  but  a  bottle,  would  I  might  never  fpit  white 
again.  There  is  not  a  dangerous  atliiion  can  peep  out 
his  head,  but  Km  thruft  upon  it.    Well,  I  cannot  lall 

e\  er.  'but  it  was  always  yet  the  trick  of  our  Eng- 

lijh  Nation,  if  they  have  a  good  thing,  to  make  it  too 
common.  If  ye  will  needs  lay,  I  am  an  old  man,  you 
fliould  give  me  Refl::  I  would  to  God,  my  name  were 
not  fo  terrible  to  the  enemy  as  it  is !  I  were  better  to  be 
eaten  to  death  with  a  ruft,  than  to  be  fcour'd  to  nothing 
with  perpetual  motion. 

Ch.  Juft,  Well,  be  honeft,  be  honeft,  and  heav'n 
blefs  your  expedition  ! 

Fal.  Will  your  lordfliip  lend  me  a  thoufand  pound, 
to  furnifli  me  forth 

Ch,  Ji/Jl.  Not  a  penny,  not  a  penny  j  you  are  too 
impatient  to  bear  crofTes.  Fare  you  well.  Commend  me 
to  my  CO u fin  WefiTncrland,  [Exit. 

Fal.  Jf  I  do,  £liip  me  with  a  three- man  beetle- — A 
man  can  no  more  feparate  age  and  covetoufnefs,  than 
he  can  part  young  limbs  and  letchcry:  but  the  gout 
galls  the  one,  and  the  pox  pinches  the  other,  and  fo 
both  the  degrees  prevent  my  curfes.  Boy,— — 

Pcige.  Sir  ? 

fal.  What  m.oney  is  in  my  purfe  .? 

Page.  Seven  groats  and  two  pence. 

ral.  I  can  get  no  remedy  againft  this  confumption  of 
the  purfe.  Borrowing  only  lingers  and  lingers  it  out, 
but  the  difeafe  is  incurable.  Go  bear  this  letter  to  my 
lord  of  Lancafier,  this  to  the  Prince,  this  to  the  Earl  of 
Wefimorhmd,  and  this  to  old  Mrs.  Vrfida,  whom  I  have 
weekly  fworn  to  marry  fince  I  perceived  the  firft  white 
hair  on  my  chin.  About  it;  you  know  where  to  find 
iiie.  A  pox  of  this  gout!  or,  a  gout  of  this  pox!  for 
ihe  one,  or  t'other,  plays  the  rogue  with  my  great  toe  : 
it  is  no  matter,  if  I  do  halt,  I  have  the  wars  for  my 
colour,  and  my  penfion  fhall  feem  the  more  reafonable  : 
a  good  wit  will  make  ufe  of  any  thing ;  I  will  turn  dif- 
eafes  to  commodity. 

^  SCENE 
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SCENE  changes  to  the  Archhijhop  of  York'/ 
Palace, 

Enter  ArchhiJJjop  of  York,  Haflings,  Thomas  Mowbray 
( Earl  Marjhal)  and  Lord  Bardolph. 

Ycrk,  ^nr^  H  U  S  have  you  heard  our  caufe,  and  know 

oar  ineans  : 
Now,  my  moft  noble  friends,  I  pray  you  all. 
Speak  plainly  your  opinions  of  our  hopes  \ 
And  firfl,  Lord  Marlhal,  what  fay  you  to  it  ? 

Mo-ujb.  I  well  allow  th'  occafion  of  our  arms. 
But  gladly  would  be  better  fa tis tied 
How  in  our  means  we  fhould  advance  our  felves. 
To  look  with  forehead  bold  and  big  enough 
Upon  the  powV  and  pui/fance  of  the  King  ? 

Haft^  Ourprefent  muClers  grow  upon  the  file 
To  five  and  twenty  thoufand  men  of  choice  j 
And  our  Supplies  live  largely  in  the  hope 
Of  great  Northzmbcrlami  whofe  bofom  burns 
With  an  incen fed  f  re  of  injuries. 

Bard.  The  quellion  then,  lord  Hafttngs,  Handeth  thus ; 
Whether  our  prefentfive  and  twenty  thoufand 
May  hold  up  hcOidLWitYiOMt  Northumberland ? 

Hafi^  With  him  we  may. 

Bard.  Ayy  marry,  there's  the  point : 
But  if  without  him  v/e  be  thought  too  feeble. 
My  judgment  is,  we  fiiould  not  itep  too  far 
Till  we  had  his  aifillance  by  the  hand. 
For  in  a  theam  fo  bloody-fac'd  as  this, 
Conje^lure,  expedation,  and  furmife, 
Of  aids  uncertain,  fiiould  not  be  admitted. 

Tork,  'Tis  very  true,  lord  Bardolph ;  for,  indeed. 
It  was  young  Hot-fpur'^s  cafe  at  Shr  eivsbury. 

Bard.  It  was,  my  lord,  who  lin'd  himfelf  V/ith  hope. 
Eating  the  air,  on  promife  of  Supply  ; 
Flatt'ring  himfelf  with  projed  of  a  Power 
Much  fmaller  than  the  Imallell  of  his  thoughts ; 
And  fo,  with  great  imagination. 
Proper  to  madmen,  led  his  Pow'rs  to  death, 

I  4;  And, 
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And  winking,  leap'd  into  dellrudioin 

Uaji.  Bur,  by  your  leave,  it^  never  yet  did  hurt 
To  lay  down  likelihoods  and  forms  of  hope. 

Bard,  YeF,  if  this  prefent  quality  of  war 
Impede  the  inllant  a6l  j  a  caufe  on  foot 
Lives  fo  in  hope,  as  in  an  early  Spring 
We  fee  th'  appearing  buds  ;  which,  to  prove  fruit, 
Hope  gives  not  fo  much  warrant,  as  Defpair, 
That  frofts  will  bite  them.    When  we  mean  to  build. 
We  lirfl  furvey  the  plot,  then  draw  the  model ; 
And  when  we  fee  the  figure  of  the  houfe, 
Then  mull  we  rate  the  coil  of  the  eredion  j 
Which,  if  we  find  out-weighs  ability, 
What  do  we  then  but  draw  a-new  the  model 
In  fewer  offices  ?  at  lead,  defiil 
To  build  at  all  ?  much  more,  in  this  great  Work, 
{Which  is  almoft  to  pluck  a  Kingdom  down, 
And  fet  another  up)  fhould  we  furvey 
The  plot  of  fituation,  and  the  model ; 
Confent  upon  a  fure  foundation, 
Quefiion  furveyors,  know  our  own  eftate. 
How  able  fuch  a  work  to  undergo. 
To  weigh  againll  his  oppofite  ;  or  elfe. 
We  fortifie  in  paper  and  in  figures, 
Ufmg  the  names  of  men  inftead  of  men  :  ^ 
Like  one,  that  draws  the  model  of  a  houfe 
Eey ond  his  powV  to  build  it ;  who,  half  through. 
Gives  o'er,  and  leaves  his  part-created  colt 
A  naked  fubjedl  to  the  weeping  clouds, 
And  wafte  for  cliuriilh  winter's  tyranny. 

H  ft^  Grant,  that  our  hopes,  yet  likely  of  fair  birth^ 
Should  be  ftill  born  ;  and  that  we  now  poifeit 
The  utmoll  man  of  expectation  : 
1  think,  we  are  a  body  Itrong  enough, 
Ev'n  as  we  are,  to  equal  with  the  King. 

Bard.  What,  is  the  King  but  five  and  twenty  thou- 
fand  ? 

Bajl.  To  us,  no  more;  nay,  not  fo  much,  lord  Bar- 
dolph. 

For  his  divifions,  as  the  times  do  brawl. 

Are 
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Are  in  three  heads ;  one  Pow'r  againft  the  French^ 
And  one  againft  Glendo<wer ;  perforce,  a  third 
Muft  take  up  us :  lb  is  the  unfirm  King 
In  three  divided  ;  and  his  coiFers  found 
With  hollow  poverty  and  emptinefs. 

York.  That  he  Ihould  draw  his  fev'ral  ftrengths  toge- 
ther, 

And  come  againft  us  in  full  puifTance, 
Need  not  be  dreaded. 

Hajl,  If  he  Ihould  do  fo, 
He  leaves  his  back  unarmed,  the  Trench  and  Welfi 
Baying  him  at  the  heels  j  never  fear  That. 

Bard,  Who,  is  it  like,  ftiould  lead  his  forces  hither  ^ 

Haft,  The  Duke  of  Lancafter^  and  Weftmorlandi 
Againft  the  Wel/h^  himfelf  and  Harry  Monmouth  i 
But  who  fubftituted  'gainft  the  French y 
I  have  no  cer,tain  notice, 

York.  Let  us  on  : 
And  publifh  the  occafion  of  our  arms. 
The  Commonwealth  is  fick  of  their  own  choice : 
Their  over-greedy  love  hath  furfeited. 
An  habitation  giddy  and  unfure 
Hath  he,  that  buildeth  on  the  vulgar  heart, 
O'thou  fond  Many  !  with  what  loud  applaufc  ^ 
Did'ft  thou  beat  heav'n  with  bleffing  BoUngbrokey 
Before  he  was,  what  thou  would'ft  have  him  be  ? 
And  now,  being  trim'd  up  in  thine  own  defires, 
Thoa,  beaftly  feeder,  art  fo  fuU  of  him. 
That  thou  provok'ft  thy  felf  to  caft  him  up» 
So,  fo,  thou  common  dog,  didft  thou  difgorge 
Thy  glutton  bofom  of  the  royal  Richard, 
And  now  thou  would'ft  eat  thy  dead  vomit  up, 
And  hovvPft  to  find  it.    What  Truft  is  in  thefe  time?  ? 
They,  that  when  i^/V^^r^/liv'd,  would  have  him  die. 
Are  now  become  enamour'd  on  his  Grave  ; 
Thou,  that  threw'ft  duft  upon  his  goodly  head, 
When  through  proud  London came  fighing  oi\ 
After  th'  admired  heels  of  BoUngbrokey 
Cry'ft  now,  O  Earth,  yield  us  that  King  again, 
A'nd  take  thou  this,    O  thoughts  of  men  accurft  I 

i  5  Pail 5. 
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Pall,  and  to  come,  feem  beft  ;  things  prefcnt,  worft. 
Mo^h.  Shall  we  go  draw  our  numbers,  and  fet  on  ? 
Hafi.  We  are  time's  fubjeds,  and  time  bids,  be  gone. 

{Exeunt^ 

ACT  IL 

•SCENE,  a  Street  in  Lo  n  d  o  n. 
Enter  Ho/Iefs^  with  two  officerSy  Phang  and  Snare. 

Hostess. 

MR.  Phang,  you  have  entered  the  a6lion  ? 
Phang.  It  is  entered. 

Hofi.  Where's  your  yeoman  ?  is  he  a  lufty 
yeoman  ?  Will  he  (land  to  it  ? 
'  phang.  Sirrah,  where's  Snare  P 
Boft.  O  Lord,  ay,  good  Mr.  Snare, 
Snare.  Here,  here. 

Phang.  Snare,  we  muft  arreil:  Sir  John  Falftaff. 
Hofi.  Ay,  good  Mr.  Snare,  I  have  entered  him  and  all. 
Snare.  It  may  chance  coil  fome  of  us  our  lives  :  for. 
he  will  flab. 

HoJ}.  Alas-the-day  !  take  heed  of  him ;  he  flab'd  me 
in  mme  own  houfe,  and  that  moft  beaftly  ;  he  cares  not 
what  mifchief  he  doth,  if  his  weapon  be  out.  He  will 
foin  Ifke  any  devil ;  he  will  fpare  neither  man,  woman, 
nor  child. 

phang.  If  I  can  clofe  with  him,  I  care  not  for  his  thrufl. 

Hoft.  No,  nor  I  neither   I'll  be  at  your  elbow. 

Phang,  If  I  but  fin  him  once  j  if  he  come  but  within 
my  vice. 

Hoji.  I  am  undone  by  his  going ;  I  warrant  you,  he  is 
an  infinitive  thing  upon  my  fcore.    Good  Mr.  Phang^ 
hold  him  fure ;  good  Mr.  Snare,  let  him  not  Tcape  He 
comes  continually  X.o  Pie- corner,  faving  your  manhoods,  , 
to  buy  a  faddle  :  and  he  is  indited  to  dinner  to  the  Luh- 
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bars-head  in  Lomhard-Jlreet  to  Mr.  Smooths  \htSilkman, 
I  pray  ye,  fmce  my  adion  is  enter'd,  and  my  cafe  lb 
openly  known  to  the  world,  let  him  be  brought  in  to  his 
anfwer.  (6)  A  hundred  mark  is  a  long  Lone,  for  a 
poor  lone  woman  to  bear;  and  I  have  borne,  and  borne, 
and  borne,  and  have  been  fub'd  off,  and  fub'd  off,  from 
this  day  to  that  day,  that  it  is  a  fhame  to  be  thought 
on.  There  is  no  honefty  in  fuch  dealing,  unlefs  a  wo- 
man fhould  be  made  an  Afs  and  a  beaft,  to  bear  every 
knave's  wrong. 

Enter  FalftafF,  Bardolph,  and  the  boy. 

Yonder  he  comes,  and  that  arrant  malmfey-nofe  knave, 
Bardolph  with  him.  Do  your  ofRces,  do  your  offices  : 
Mr.  Phang  and  Mr.  Snare,  do  me,  do  me,  do  me  your 
©ffices. 

FaL  How  now }  whofe  mare's  dead  ?  what's  the 
matter  ? 

Phang,  Sir  John,  I  arreft  you  at  the  fuit  of  Mrs. 

FaL  Away,  varlets  ;  draw,  Bardolph :  cut  me  off  the 
villain's  head  :  throw  the  quean  in  the  kennel. 

HoJI,  Throw  me  in  the  kennel  ?  I'Jl  throw  thee  in  the 
kennel.  Wilt  thou  ?  wilt  thou  ?  thou  baftardly  rogue. 
Murder,  murder!  O  thou  hony-fuckle  villain,  wilt  thou 
kill  God's  officers  and  the  King's  ?  O  thou  hony- feed 
rogue!  thou  art  a  hony-feed,  a  man-queller,  and  a 
woman-queller. 

(6)  A  hundred  Mark  is  a  long  one,]  A  long  ons  P  A  long 
What  ?  a  long  Mark  ?  For  That's  the  only  antecedent  Sub- 
ftantive  it  has  to  agree  with:  and  common  Senfe  won't  admit 
of  its  being  coupled  to  That.  It  is  almoft  ncedlefs  to  obferve, 
how  familiar  it  is  with  our  Poet  to  play  the  Chimes  upon 
Words  Jimilar  in  Soundy  and  differing  in  Signijication  :  and 
therefore  I  make  no  Queftion  but  he  wrote, 

j1  bund-ed  Mark  is  a  long  LonQ  for  a  poor  lone  Woman  to  bear  : 
1.  e.  loo  Marks  is  a  good  round  Sum  for  a  poor  Widow  to 
venture  on  Truft.  According  to  the  old  way  of  writing,  the 
Word  was  fpelt,  more  generally,  Lone,  than,  Loan,  as  it  is 
now. 

FaL 
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FaL  Keep  them  off,  Bardolph, 
Phang.  A  refcue,  a  refcue  ! 

Hoji.  Good  people,  bring  a  refcue  or  two;  thou  wo>, 
wo't  thou  ?  thou  wo't,  wo't  thou  ?  do,  do,  thou  rogue, 
do,  thou  hemp-feed  ! 

FaL  Away,  you  fcuHion,  you  rarapallian,  you  fufli^ 
larian  :  Til  tickle  your  cataftrophe. 

Enter  Chief  JuJIice  attended, 

Ch,  Jujl,  What's  the  matter  ?  keep  the  peace  here^ 
hoal 

Hoft,  Good  my  lord,  be  good  to  me.  I  befcech  you, 
ftand  to  me. 

Ch,  Jufi.  How  now,  ^i^John?  what,  are  you  brawl- 
ing here  ? 

Doth  this  become  your  place,  your  time,  and  bufinefs  ?. 

You  fhould  have  been  well  on  your  way  to  York, 

Stand  from  him,  fellow ;  wherefore hang'ft  thou  on  him  ? 

Hofi,  O  my  mofl  worfiiipful  lord,  an't  pleafe  your 
Grace,  1  am  a  poor  widow  of  Eaji- cheapo  and  he  is 
arrefted  at  my  fuit. 

Ch.  Jvft.  For  what  fum  ?• 

Hofl.  It  is  more  than  for  fome,  my  lord,  it  is  for  all ; 
all  I  have  ;  he  hath  eaten  me  out  of  houfe  and  home  ; 
he  hath  put  all  my  fubftance  into  that  fat  belly  of  his  j 
but  I  will  have  fome  of  it  out  again,  or  I'll  ride  thee, 
o'nights,  like  the  mare. 

Fal,  I  think,  I  am  as  like  to  ride  the  mare,  if  I  have 
any  'vantage  of  ground  to  get  up. 

Ch.Juff.  How  comes  this.  Sir  y^'i^w.?  £e,  what  man 
of  good  temper  would  endure  this  tempeft  of  exclama- 
tion ^  are  you  not  alham'd  to  inforce  a  poor  widow  to  fo 
rough  a  courfe  to  come  by  her  own  ? 

Fal.  What  is  the  grofs  fum  that  J  ow€  thee  ? 

Hofi.  Marry,  if  thou  wert  an  honeft  man,  thy  felf, 
and  the  mony  too.  Thou  didfl  fwear  to  me  on  a  par-=- 
eel- gilt  goblet,  fitting  in  my  Z)&^y^/Vch amber,  at  the 
rounc  table,  by  a  fea  coal  fire,  on  Wednefday  in  Whitfun- 
ixjech^  Xj'hen  the  Prince  broke  thy  head  for  likening 
him  to  a  finging-man  of  T^V/z^r ;  thou  didft  fwear  to. 
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me  then,  as  I  was  wafhing  thy  wound,  to  marry  me, 
and  make  me  my  lady  thy  wife.  Canft  thou  deny  it  ? 
did  not  good-wife  Keech,  the  butcher's  wife,  come  in 
then,  and  call  me  goffip  Richly  ?  coming  in  to  borrow 
a  mefs  of  vinegar ;  telling  us,  fhe  had  a  good  dlfh  of 
prawns ;  whereby  thou  did  defire  to  eat  fome ;  whereby 
1  told  thee,  they  were  ill  for  a  green  wound  ;  and  didii 
not  thou,  when  (he  was  gone  down  (lairs,  defire  me  to- 
be  no  morefo  familiarity  with  fuch  poor  people,  faying^, 
that  ere  long  they  (hould  call  me  Madam  ?  and  didfl 
thou  not  kifs  me,  and  bid  me  fetch  thee  thirty  (hil- 
lings ?  I  put  thee  now  to  thy  book^oath  ;  deny  it,  if 
thou  canft. 

FaL  My  lord,  this  is  a  poor  mad  foul ;  and  fhe  fays 
up  and  down  the  town,  that  her  eldeft  fon  is  like  you. 
She  hath  been  in  good  cafe,  and  the  truth  is,  poverty 
hath  diftraded  her ;  bat  for  thefe  foolifli  Officers,  I  be- 
feech  you,  I  may  have  redrefs  againft  them. 

Ch.  JuJl.  Sit  John,  Sir  John,  I  am  well  acquainted' 
with  your  manner  of  wrenching  the  true  caufe  the  falfe 
way.  It  is  not  a  confident  brow,  nor  the  throng  of 
words  that  come  with  fuch  m.ore  than  impudent  fawci- 
nefs  from  you,  can  thruft  me  from  a  level  confideration. 
I  know,  you  have  pradis'd  upon  the  eafie- yielding  fpirit 
o£  this  woman.  ■ 

Hofi.  Yes,  in  troth,  my  lord. 

Ch,  Juft*  Pr'ythee,  peace;  pay  her  the  debt  you  owe 
her,  and  unpay  the  villany  you  have  done  her ;  the  one 
you  may  do  with  ilerling  mony,  and  the  other  with  cur- 
rant  repentance. 

FaU  My  lord,  I  will  not  undergo  this  fneap  without 
reply.  You  call  honourable  boldnefs  impudent  fawci- 
nefs :  If  a  man  will  court'fie  and  fay  nothing,  he  is  vi3> 
tuous.  No,  my  lord,  my  humble  duty,  remembered,  I 
will  not  be  your  fuitor  :  I  fay  to  you,  I  defire  delive- 
rance from  thefe  officers,  being  upon  haily  employ- 
ment in  the  King's  affairs. 

Ch,  Jujl,  You  fpeak,  as  having  power  to  do  wrong : 
but  anfwer  in  the  efFed  your  reputation,  and  fatisfie  the 
poor  woman; 
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FaL  Come  hither,  hoflefj.  [AJide* 

Enter  Mr.  Gowcr. 

Ch,  Juft.  Mafter  Go^^er,  what  news  ? 

Go^wer.  The  King,   my  lord,  and  Henry  Prince  of 

Wales 

Are  near  at  hand  :  the  reft  the  paper  tells. 

FaL  As  I  am  a  gentleman  

Hoji.  Nay,  you  faid  fo  before. 

FaL  As  I  am  a  gentleman  —  come,  no  more  words 
of  it. 

HoJi.  By  this  heav'nly  ground  I  tread  on,  I  muft  be 
fain  to  pawn  both  my  plate,  and  the  tapeftry  of  my  din- 
ing chambers. 

FaL  Glaffes,  glafTes,  is  the  only  drinking  ;  and  for 
thy  walls,  a  pretty  flight  drollery,  or  the  ilory  of  the 
Prodigal,  or  the  German  Hunting  in  water-work,  is 
worth  a  thoufand  of  thefe  bed-hangings,  and  thefe  fly- 
bitten tapeftries  :  let  it  be  ten  pound,  if  thou  canft. 
Come,  if  it  were  not  for  thy  humours,  there  is  not  a 
better  wench  m  England.  Go,  wafh  thy  face,  and  draw 
thy  action :  come,  thou  muit  not  be  in  this  humour 
with  me ;  do'fl  not  know  me  ?  Comcj,.  come,  1  know, 
thou  waft  fet  on  to  this. 

HoJi.  Pr'ythee,  Sir  yohn,  let  it  be  but  twenty  nobles, 
I  am  loth  to  pawn  my  plate,  in  good  earneft,  la. 

FaL  Let  it  alone.  Til  make  other  ftiift;  you'll  be  a 
fool  ftiil  

Boji,  Well,  you  fhall  have  it,  though  I  pawn  my 
gown.  I  hope,  you'll  come  to  fupper  :  you'll  pay  me 
all  together  ? 

FaL  Will  I  live?  go  with  her,  with  her  :  hook  on^ 
mok  on. 

HoJ},  Will  you  have  Doll  T mr-Sheet  meet  you  at 
fupper  ? 

FaL  No  more  words.    Let's  have  her. 

[Exeunt  llojl.  and  Serjeant. 
Ch,  Jufl.  I  have  heard  better  news. 
FaL  What's  the  news,  my  good  jofd  ? 
(ih.  Jufi.  Where  lay  the  King  laft  mght  ? 
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Goaver,  At  Bafingfloke^  my  lord. 

Tal.  I  hope,  my  lord,  all's  well.  What  is  the  news, 
my  lord  ? 

Ch,  Juji.  Come  all  his  forces  back  ? 

Goq>ver.  No ;  fifteen  hundred  foot,  five  hundred  horfe 
Are  march'd  up  to  my  lord  of  Lancafiery 
Againft  Northumberland  and  the  Archbifhop. 

FaL  Comes  the  King  back  from  Wales,  my  noble 
lord  ? 

Ch.  Juft,  You  fhall  have  letters  of  me  prefently. 
Come,  go  along  with  me,  good  Mr.  Goiver, 

FaL  My  lord,   

Cb.  Juft.  What's  the  matter  ? 

FaL  Mailer  Go^er,  fhall  I  entreat  you  with  me  to 
dinner  ? 

Goaver,  I  muft  wait  upon  my  good  lord  here, 
I  thank  you,  good  Sir  yohn. 

Ch.  JuJi.  Sir  Johrtt  you  loiter  here  too  long,  be- 
ing you  are  to  take  foldiers  up  in  the  countreys  as 
you  go. 

FaL  Will  you  fup  with  me,  mafter  Goiver  F 

Ch,  Juft,  What  foolilh  mafter  taught  you  thefe  man- 
ners, Sir  John  ? 

FaL  Mafter  Gonver,  if  they  become  me  not,  he  was  a> 
fool  that  taught  them  me.  This  is  the  right  fencing, 
grace,  my  lord,  tap  for  tap,  and  fo  part  fair. 

Ch.  Juft.  Now  the  lord  lighten  thee,  thou  art  a  great; 
fool  !  [^Exeunt, 

SCENE  continues  in  Lo  N  D  o  N. 
Enter  Prince  Henry  and  Poins. 

P.  Henry.  ^  |  ^RU  ST  me,  I  am  exceeding  weary. 

i  Poins.  Is  it  ccme  to  that  ?  I  had 
thought,  wearinefs  durlt  not  have  attached  one  of  fo 
high  blood. 

P.  Henry.  It  dpth  me,  though  it  difcolours  the  com- 
plexion of  my  Greatnefs  to  acknowledge  it.  Doth  it 
not  flxew  vilely  in  me  to  defue  fmall.beer  I 

Poinu 
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Poins.  Why,  a  Prince  Ihould  not  be  fo  loofely  ftudied, 
as  to  remember  fo  weak  a  compofition. 

P.  He7try,  Belike  then,  my  appetite  was  not  princely 
got;  for,  in  troth,  I  do  now  remember  the  poor  crea- 
ture, fmallbeer.  But,  indeed,  thefe  humble  confidera- 
tions  make  me  out  of  love  with  my  Greatnefs.  What  a 
difgrace  is  it  to  me  to  remember  thy  nam.e  ?  or  to  know 
thy  face  to  morrow  ?  or  to  take  note  how  many  pair  of 
filk  ftockings  thou  haft?  [<vi%.  thefe,  and  thofe  that 
were  the  peach-eolour'd  ones ; )  or  to  bear  the  inventory 
of  thy  fhirts,  as  one  for  fuperfluity,  and  one  other  for 
ufe :  but  that  the  tennis  court-keeper  knows  better  than 
I,  for  it  is  a  low  ebb  of  linnen  with  thee,  when  thou 
keepeft  not  racket  there;  as  thou  haft  not  done  a  great 
while,  becaufe  the  reft  of  thy  low  Countreys  have  made 
a  fhift  to  eat  up  thy  holland.  And  God  knows,  whe- 
ther thofe,  that  bawl  out  of  the  ruins  of  thy  linnen,  fhal! 
inherit  his  Kingdom  :  but  the  midwives  fay,  the  children 
are  not  in  the  fault;  whereupon  the  world-  increafes^^ 
and  kindreds  are  mightily  ftrengthened. 

Polns.  How  i!I  it  follows,  after  you  have  laboured  fo 
hard,  yon  Ihould  talk  fo  idly  ?  tell  me,  how  many  good 
young  Princes  would  do  fo,  their  fathers  lying  fo  fitk  aar 
yours  at  this  time  is. 

P.  Henry,  Shall  I  tell  thee  one  thing,  ?oins? 

Poins.  Yes,  and  let  itbe  an  excellent  good  thing. 

P.  Henry.  It  ftiall  ferve  among  wits  of  no  higher 
breeding  than  thine. 

Poins,  Go  to ;  I  ftand  the  pufh  of  your  one  thing,, 
that  you'll  tell.  • 

P.  Henry.  Why,  I  tell  thee,  it  is  not  meet  that  IS 
fhould  be  fad  now  my  father  is  fick  ;  albeit,  I  could' 
tell  to  thee,  (as  to  one  it  pleafes  me,  for  fault  of  a. 
better,  td  call  my  friend)  I  could  be  fad,  and  fad  in*-' 
deed  too, 

Poi7!s,  Very  hardly,  upon  fuch  a  fubjefl. 

P.  Henry.  By  this  hand,  thou  think'ft  me  as  far  in* 
the  DeviPs  book,  as  thou  and  ¥aljlaff\  fbr  obduracy  and 
perfiftency.  'Let  the  end  try  the  man.  But,  I  tell  thee,i 
my  heart  bleeds  inwardly  that  my  father  is.  fo  fick  ;  and* 

keep.lng. 
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keeping  fuch  vile  company,  as  thou  art,  hath  in  reafon 
taken  from  me  all  ofleatation  of  forrow. 
Poins.  The  reafon  ? 

P.  Henry,  What  would'ft  thou  think  of  me,  if  I  ftiould 
weep  ? 

Poins,  I  would  think  thee  a  mofl:  princely  hypocrite. 
Henry,  It  would  be  every  man's  thought;  and 
thou  art  a  bleffed  fellow,  to  think  as  every  man  thinks  ? 
never  a  man's  thought  in  the  world  keeps  the  road-way 
better  than  thine ;  every  man  would  think  me  an  hypo- 
crite, indeed.  And  what  excites  your  moft  worfhipful 
thought  to  think  fo  ? 

Poins,  Why,  becaufe  you  have  feemed  fo  levied,  and 
fo  much  ingrafFed  to  Faljiaff. 

P.  Henry.  And  to  thee. 

Poins,  Nay,  by  this  light,  I  am  well  fpoken  of,  I  can 
hear  it  with  mine  own  ears  ;  the  worft  they  can  fay  of 
me  is,  that  I  am  a  fecond  brother,  and  that  I  am  a 
proper  fellow  of  my  hands  :  and  thofe  two  things,  I 
confefs,  I  cannot  help.  Look,  look,  here  comes  Bar- 
dolph, 

P.  Henry,  And  the  Boy  that  I  gave  Faljiaff ;  he  had 
him  from  ine  chriftian,  and,  fee,  if  the  fat  villain  have 
not  transformed  him  ape. 

Enter  Bardolph  and  Page. 
Bard,  Save  your  Grace. 
P'.  Henry,  And  yours,  moft  noble  Bardolph, 
(7)  Bard,  Come,  you  virtuous  afs,  and  bafliful  fooli 
muft  you  be  blulhing  ?  wherefore  blulh  you  now  I  what 
a  maidenly  man  at  arms  are  you  become  ?  Is  it  fuch  a 
matter  to  get  a  pottle-pot's  maiden-head  ? 

(7)  Poins.  Come,  you  virtuous  afsy  &€.]  Tho'  all  the  Editi- 
ons concur  in  giving  this  Speech  to  Poins,  it  feems  evident 
torme,  by  the  Page's  immediate  Reply,  that  it  muft  be 
placed  to  Bardolph,  For  Bardolph  had  calPd  to  the  Boy  from 
an  Ale-houfe,  and,  'tis  likely,  made  him  half-drunk  :  and,  the 
Boy  being  afham'd  of  it,  *tis  natural  for  Bardolph,  a  bold  un- 
bred Fellow,  to  banter  him  on  his  aukward  Bafhfulnefs.  I> 
liave  tlierefore  placed  it  to  him. 

Page.. 
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Page.  He  calPd  me  even  now,  my  lord,  through  a 
red  lattice,  and  I  could  difcern  no  part  of  his  face  from 
the  window ;  at  lad,  I  fpy'd  his  eyes,  and,  methought, 
he  had  made  two  holes  in  the  ale-wive's  new  petticoat, 
and  peep'd  through. 

P.  Henry.  Hath  not  the  boy  profited  ? 

Bard.  Away,  you  whorfon  upright  rabbet,  away  ! 

Page.  Away,  you  rafcally  Jhhcas  dream,  away! 

V,  Henry.  Inftrud  us,  boy,  what  dream,  boy? 

Page.  Marry,  my  lord,  AUhea  dream'd,  Ihe  was 
deliver'd  of  a  firebrand  i  and  therefore  I  call  him  her 
dream. 

P.  Hemy.  A  crowns- worth  of  good  interpretation  ; 
there  it  is,  boy.  [Gi'ves  him  nwny. 

Poins^  O  that  this  good  blofTom  could  be  kept  from 
cankers !  well,  there  is  fix  pence  to  preferve  thee. 

Bar^,  If  you  do  not  make  him  be  hang'd  among  you, 
the  Gallows  jfhall  be  wrong'd. 

P.  Henry,  And  how  doth  thy  mafter,  Bardolph  ? 

Bard,  Well,  my  good  lord  ;  he  heard  of  your  Grace's 
coming  to  town.    There's  a  letter  for  you. 

P.  Henry,  Delivered  with  good  refped  ;  —  and  how 
doth  the  Martlemas,  your  Mafler  ? 

Bard,  In  bodily  health,  Sir. 

Poins,  Marry,  the  immortal  part  needs  a  phyfician  ; 
but  that  moves  not  him  ;  though  that  be  fick,  it  dies  not. 

P.  Henry,  I  do  allow  this  wen  to  be  as  familiar  with 
me  as  my  dog ;  and  he  holds  his  place  :  for,  look  you, 
how  he  writes. 

Poins  reads.  JohnFalJlaff,  knight,   Every  man 

muft  know  that,  as  often  as  he  hath  occafion  to  name 
himfelf :  even  like  thofe  that  are  kin  to  the  King,  for 
they  never  prick  their  finger  but  they  fay,  there  is  fame 
of  the  Kings  blood  fpilt.  How  comes  that  ?  fays  he, 
that  takes  upon  him  not  to  conceive:  (8)  the  anfwer 

(8)  The  Anf<wer  is  as  ready  as  a  borrowM  Caf.'\  But  how  is 
a  horroiv'^d  Cap  fo  ready  ?  Read,  a  Bcrroiver^  Cap  :  and  then 
there  is  fomc  Humour  in  it.  For  a  Man,  that  goes  to  bor- 
row Money,  is  of  all  Others  the  moft  complaifant  j  His  Cap  is 
always  at  hand,.  Mr.  Warburton,. 
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is  as  ready  as  a  borrower's  cap ;  /  am  the  King's  foor 
coufifiy  Sir. 

P.  Henry.  Nay,  they  will  be  kin  to  us,  or  they  will 

fetch  it  from  Jafhet.    But,  to  the  letter  :  Sir  John 

Falltaff,  knight  y  to  the  fon  of  the  King^  nearejl  his  father^ 
Harry  Prince  of  Wales,  Greeting, 

Poif?s.  Why,  this  is  a  certificate. 

P.  Henry.  Peace. 
I^'ill  imitate  the  honour ai/eKom3.ns  in  brevity, 

Poins.  Sure,  he  means  brevity  in  breath ;  fhort- 
winded. 

P.  Henry,  I  commend  me  to  thee^  I  commend  thee,  and 
I  iea^ve  thee.  Be  not  too  familiar  njjith  Poins,  for  he  mif 
ufes  thy  favours  fo  much,  that  he  fwears,  thou  art  to 
marry  his  Sifter  Nell.  Repent  at  idle  times  as  thou 
may  ft^  and  fo  fart^eL  ^hine^  ky  yea  and  no  i  nxihich 
is  as  much  as  to  fay^  as  thou  ufeft  him.  Jack  FalftaiF 
<with  my  familiars :  John  nvitb  my  brothers  and  ffters  : 
and  Sir  John  uuith  all  Emyoi^q. 

Poins,  My  Lord,  I  will  fteep  this  letter  in  facfc,  and 
make  him  eat  it. 

P.  Henry.  That's  to  make  him  eat  twenty  of  his 
words.  But  do  y.oa  ufe  mc  thus,  NedF  muft  I  marry 
your  fifter  ?  1 

Poij7s.  May  the  wench  have  no  worfe  fortune  !  But  I 
never  faid  To.  ^ 

P.  Henry.  Well  thus  we  play  the  fools  with  the  time, 
and  the  fpirits  of  the  wife  fit  in  the  clouds  and  mock  us  : 
is  your  m  after  here  in  London  P 

Bard.  Yes,  my  lord. 

P.  Henry.  Where fups  he?  doth  the  old  Boar  feeding 
the  old  frank  ? 

Bard.  At  the  old  place,  my  lord,  in  Eaft-cheaf. 

P.  Henry.  What  company  ? 

Page,  Ephefians,  my  lord,  of  the  old  church. 

P.  Henry.  Sup  any  women  with  him  ? 

Page.  None,  my  lord,  but  old  Mrs.  ^ickly,  and 
Mrs.  Doll  Tear- Sheet, 

P.  Henry.  What  Pagan  may  that  be  I 

Page. 
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Page.  A  proper  gentlewoman,  Sir,  and  a  kinfwoman 
of  my  mafter's. 

P.  Hemy,  Even  fuch  kin,  as  the  parifh  heifers  are 
to  the  town  Bull.  Shall  we^  Ileal  upon  them,  Ncdy  at 
iupper  ? 

Poiizs.  lam  your  fliadow,  my  lord,  V\\  follow  you. 

P.  Henry.  Sirrah,  you  boy,  and  Bardolph^  no  word 
to  your  mafler  that  1  am  yet  come  to  town.  There's 
for  your  filence. 

Bard.  I  have  no  tongue.  Sir. 

Page,  And  for  mine,  Sir,  I  will  govern  it. 

P.  Henry,  Fare  ye  well :  go.  This  Dol  Tear-Shcet 
ihould  be  fome  road. 

Poins,  I  warrant  you,  as  common  as  the  way  between 
St.  Albans  and  London, 

P.  Henry,  How  might  we  fee  Faljloff  beftow  himfelf 
to  night  in  his  true  colours,  and  not  our  felves  be  feen  ? 

Poins.  Put  on  two  leather  jerkins  and  aprons,  and 
wait  upon  him  at  his  table,  as  drawers. 

P  Henry.  From  a  God  to  a  Bull  ?  a  heavy  declen- 
fion.  It  was  Jo<ves  cafe.  From  a  Prince  to  a  prentice  I 
a  low  transformation  ;  that  (hall  be  mine  :  for  in  every 
thing,  the  purpofe  muft  weigh  with  the  folly.  Fol- 
low me,  Ned,  [Extunf, 

S  C  E  N  Exchanges  to  Northumberland'^  C^?/?/^. 
Enter  Northumberland,   Lady  Northumberland, 
and  Lady  Percy. 

North,  "X  Pr'ythee,  loring  wife  and  gentle  daughter, 

X  Give  even  way  unto  my  rough  affairs. 
Put  not  you  on  thevifage  of  the  times, 
And  be  like  them  to  Percy ^  troublefome, 

L.  North.  I  have  giv'n  over,  I  will  fpeak  no  more  : 
Do  what  you  will :  your  wifdom  be  your  guide. 

North.  Alas,  fweet  wife,  my  Honour  is  at  pawn. 
And,  but  my  Going,  nothing  can  redeem  it. 

L.  Percy,  Oh,  yet,  for  heav'n's  fake,  go  not  to  thefe 
wars. 

The  time  was,  father,  that  you  broke  your  word^ 

Wken 
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When  you  were  more  endear'd  to  it  than  now  ; 

When  your  own  Percy^  when  my  heart-dear  Harry^ 

Threw  many  a  northward  look,  to  fee  his  father 

Bring  up  his  PowVs:  but  he  did  look  in  vain  \  \q^) 

Who  then  perfaaded  you  to  (lay  at  home  ? 

There  were  two  Honours  lolt  ;  yours  and  your  fon's. 

For  yours,  may  heav'nly  glory  brighten  it  I 

For  his,  it  ftuck  upon  him  as  the  Sun 

In  the  grey  vault  of  heav'n  :  and  by  his  light 

Did  all  the  chivalry  of  England  move 

To  do  brave  adls.    He  was  indeed  the  glafs, 

Wherein  the  noble  Youth  did  drefs  themfeives. 

had  no  legs,  that  pradtis'd  not  his  gait : 
And  fpeaking  thick,  which  Nature  made  his  blemiih. 
Became  the  accents  of  the  valiant : 
For  thofe,  that  could  fpeak  low  and  tardily. 
Would  turn  their  own  perfeiSlion  to  abufe. 
To  feem  like  him.    So  that  in  fpeech,  in  gait. 
In  diet,  in  affedions  of  delight. 
In  military  rules,  hamours  of  blood, 
He  was  the  mark  and  glafs,  copy  and  book. 
That  fa(hion'd  others.    And  him,  wondrous  him! 
O  miracle  of  men  !  him  did  you  leave 
(Second  to  None,  unfeconded  by  You  ;) 
To  look  upon  the  hideous  God  of  war 
In  difad vantage ;  to  abide  a  field. 
Where  nothing  but  the  found. of  Hot/pur  s  Name 
Did  feem  defenfible  :  fo  you  left  Him. 
Never,  O,  never  do  his  Ghoft  the  wrong, 
To  hold  your  honour  more  precife  and  nice 
With  others,  than  with  him.    Let  them  alone  : 
The  Marihal  and  the  Archbifhop  are  ftrong. 

(9)  But  he  did  long  in  'vain  I  ]  Nothing  of  longing  has  been 
€XprefsM  before,  which  makes  mc  fufpedt  this  reading.  Shake- 
Jpeare,  and  moft  of  the  Writers  of  his  Time,  lov'd  a  Repeti- 
tion of  the  fame  Word:  and,  as  it  is  immediately  before  faicf, 
that  Percy  threw  many  a  Northward  Looky  I  am  perfuaded  the 
Poet  wrote  ; 

, —  li^f  he  did  look  in  vain  I 

Had 


214  Second  Part  of 

Had  my  fvveet  Harry  had  but  half  their  numbers. 
To  day  might  I,  (hanging  on  Hot-ff  ur\  ncck^ 
Have  talk'd  of  Mo77mciith\  Grave. 

North.  Beftirew  your  heart. 
Fair  daughter,  you  do  draw  my  fpirits  from  me. 
With  new-lamenting  ancient  over  lights. 
But  I  muft  go  and  meet  with  danger  there  ; 
Or  it  will  feek  me  in  another  place. 
And  find  me  worfe  provided. 

L.  North.  Fly  to  Scotland, 
'Till  that  the  Nobles  and  the  armed  Commons 
Have  of  their  puiflance  made  a  little  tafle. 

L.  Percy,  If  they  get  ground  and  'vantage  of  the  King, 
Then  join  y'OU  with  them,  like  a  rib  of  fteel, 
To  make  ftrength  Wronger.    But,  for  all  our  loves, 
Firft  let  them  try  themfelves.    So  did  your  fon  : 
He  was  fo  fufrer'd  ;  fo  came  I  a  widow  ; 
And  never  lhall  have  length  of  Life  enough. 
To  rain  upoH  remembrance  with  mine  eyes. 
That  it  may  grow  and  fprout  as  high  as  heav'n. 
For  recordation  to  my  noble  hufband. 

North.  Come,  come,  go  in  with  me :  'tis  with  my  mind 
As  with  the  tide  fwelPd  up  unto  his  height. 
That  makes  a  ilill-ftand,  running  neither  way. 
Fain  would  I  go  to  meet  the  Archbifhop, 
But  many  thoufand  reafons  hold  me  back  : 
I  will  refolve  for  Scotland ;  there  am  1, 
'Till  time  and  'vantage  crave  my  company.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Boar'j-head  Tavern  in 
Eaftcheap. 

Enter  t^o  Draivers* 

1  D/tfw.T  T  THAT  the  devil  haft  thou  brought  there  ? 

YV     Apple-Jo^w/  f  thou  know'ft,  Sir  John 
cannot  endure  an  Apple -y^?^^'. 

2  Dra^v.  Mafs  !  thou  fay  eft  true  :  the  Prince  once 
fet  a  difh  of  Appl^-Johfis  before  him,  and  told  him 
|hcre  were  five  more  Sir  Johns  j  and,  putting  off  his  hat, 

faid, 
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faid,  I  will  now  take  my  leave  of  thefe  fix  dry,  round, 
old,  withered  Knights.  It  anger'd  him  to  tlie  heart; 
but  he  hath  forgot  That. 

1  Dranv.  Why  then,  cover,  and  fet  them  down  ;  and 
fee  if  thou  can'ft  find  out  S72eak\  Noife ;  Mrs.  Tear-Jheet 
would  fain  hear  fome  mufick,  Difpatch  !  the  room 
^here  they  fupt  is  too  hot,  they'll  come  in  flraight. 

2  Draiv,  Sirrah,  here  will  be  the  Prince,  and  Mailer 
Poins  anon ;  and  they  will  put  on  two  of  our  jerkins 
and  aprons,  and  Sir  Jo/mmu^  not  know  of  it.  Bardolph 
hath  brought  word. 

1  Dra^v.  Then  here  will  be  old  Utu :  it  will  be  an 
excellent  ftratagem. 

2  Dran,v.  I'll  fee,  if  I  can  find  out  Sneak,  [^Exeunt, 

Enter  Hojiefs  and  Dol. 

Hofi.  rfaith,  fweet  heart,  methinks,  now  you  are  in 
an  excellent  good  temperality  ;  your  pulfidge  beats  as 
extraordinarily  as  heart  would  defire  ;  and  your  colour, 
I  warrant  yoa,  is  as  red  as  any  rofe :  but,  iYaith,  you 
have  drank  too  much  canarys,  and  that^s  a  marvellous 
fearching  wine  j  and  it  perfumes  the  blood,  ere  we  can 
fay  what's  this.    How  do  you  now  ? 

DoL  Better  then  I  was :  hem.  

Hoji,  Why,  that  was  welLfaid  :  a  good  heart's  worth 
gold.    Look,  here  comes  Sir  John. 

Enter  FalftaiF. 

EaL  When  Arthur  firj}  in  Court — empty  the  jourden 
m^and  ^as  a  nvorthy  King  :  how  now,  Mrs.  Dol  ? 

Hoji,  Sick  of  a  calm  :  yea,  good  footh. 

Fal.  So  is  all  her  feci ;  if  they  be  once  in  a  calm, 
they  are  fick. 

DoL  You  muddy  rafcal,  is  that  all  the  comfort  you 
give  me  ? 

Fal,  You  make  fat  rafcals,  "  Mrs,  Dol, 

DoL  I  make  them  !  gluttony  and  difeafes  make  them, 
1  make  them  not. 

FaL  If  the  cook  make  the  gluttony,  you  help  to  make 

the 
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the  difeafes,  Dol\  we  catch  of  you,  Dol,  we  catch  otf 
you  ;  grant  That,  .my  poor  Vertue,  grant  That. 

T>ol.  Ay,  marry,  our  chains  and  our  jewels. 

Fal.  Your  brooches,  pearls  and  owches  :  for  to  ferve 
travely,  is  to  come  halting  oW,  you  know;  to  come 
off  the  breach  with  his  pike  bent  bravdy,  and  to  fur- 
'  gery  bravely  ;  to  venture  upon  the  charged  chambers 
bravely  

DoL  Hang  your  felf,  you  muddy  Conger>  hang  your 
felfl 

Hoji.  By  my  troth,  this  is  the  old  fafhion  ;  you  tv^'O 
never  meet,  but  you  fall  to  fome  difcord  ;  you  are  both, 
in  good  troth,  as  rheumatick  as  two -dry  toafts,  you  can- 
not one  bear  with  another's  confirmities.  What  the 
good-jer  ?  one  muft  bear,  and  that  muft  be  you  :  you 
are  the  weaker  veflel,  as  thev  fay,  the  emptier  veflel. 

[To  DoL 

DoL  Can  a  weak  empty  velTel  bear  fuch  a  huge  full 
hogfhead  ?  there's  a  whole  merchant's  venture  of  Bour- 
deaiix  flufr  in  him  ;  you  have  not  feen  a  hulk  better  ftuft 
in  the  Hold.  Come,  I'll  be  friends  with  thee,  Jack  : 
thou  art  going  to  the  wars,  and  whether  I  fliall  ever 
fee  thee  again  or  no,  there  is  no  body  cares. 

Enter  Dra^ivcr. 

Draiv.  Sir,  ancient  PI^o/  is  below  and  would  fpeak 
with  you. 

Do/,  Hang  him,  fwaggering  rafcal,  let  him  not  come 
hither ;  it  is  the  foul-mouth'dft  rogue  in  England. 

HoJi,  ifhefwagger,  let  him  not  come  here :  no,  by 
my  faith  :  1  mufl  live  amongft  my  neighbours,  Til  no 
fwaggercrs :  1  am  in  good  name  and  fame  with  the  very 
beft :  fhut  the  door,  there  comes  no  fvv  aggerers  here  : 
I  have  not  liv'd  all  this  while  to  have  fwaggering  now: 
fhut  the  door,  I  pray  you. 

FaL  Doft  thou  hear,  Hoikfs  ?—  

HoJI.  Pray  you,  pacify  your  felf,  Sir  ycbfi  5  there 
comes  no  fwaggerers  here. 

Fai,  Doft  thoa  hear  it  is  mine  Ancient. 

HoJi.  Tilly  Tally,  Jobfty  never  tell  me;  your  An- 
cient 
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cient  fwaggerer  comes  not  in  my  doors.  I  was  before 
mafler  ^ijkk  the  deputy  the  other  day  ;  and,  as  he  faid 
to  me  — .  it  was  no  longer  ago  than  Wednejday  lad 

neighbour  ^dckly,  fays  he ;  maikr  Dornb  our  mi- 

nifter  was  by  then  ;    neighbour  ^ickly^  fays  he, 

receive  thofe  that  are  civil  ;  for,  faith  he,  you  are  in  an 
ill  name  :  (now  he  faid  fo,  I  can  tell  whereupon;  )  for, 
fays  he,  you  are  an  honeii  woman,  and  well  thought  on ; 
therefore  take  heed,  Avhat  guefts  you  receive  :  receive, 

fays  he,  no  fwaggering  companions.  There  come 

none  here.    You  would  blefs  you  to  hear  what  he  faid. 
No,  ril  no  fwaggerers. 

FaL  He's  no  fwaggerer,  Hoftefs  ;  a  tame  cheater^ 
i7aith  ;  you  may  ftroak  him  as  gently  as  a  puppey- grey- 
hound ;  he  will  not  fwagger  with  a  Barbary]x&VLy  if  her 
feathers  turn  back  in  any  (hew  of  refiftance.  Call  him 
up,  drawer, 

Ho^fl,  Cheater,  call  you  him?  I  will  bar  no  honeft 
man  my  houfe,  nor  no  cheater  ;  but  I  do  not  love 
fwaggering  by  my  troth ;  I  am  the  wOrfe,  when  one 
fays,  fwagger :  feel,  mailers,  how  I  fhake,  look  you^ 
1  warrant  you. 

DoL  So  you  do,  hoftefs. 

Hoji.  Do  I  ?  yea,  in  very  truth.,  do  I,  as  if  it  were 
an  afpen  leaf :  I  cannot  abide  fwaggerers. 

Enter  Piftol,  Bardolph  and  Page. 

Tift,  Save  you.  Sir  Joh7t, 

FaL  Welcome,  ancient  PiftoL  Here,  Piftol,  I  charge 
you  with  a  cup  of  fack  :  do  you  difcharge  upon  mine 
hoilefs. 

Pift.  I  will  difcharge  upon  lier.  Sir  John^  with  two 
bullets. 

FaL  She  is  Pillol-proof,  Sir,  you  Ih all  hardly  ofF.nd 
her. 

Hoft»  Come,  V\\  drink  no  proofs,  nor  no  bullets  :  I 
will  drink  no  more  than  will  dome  good,  for  no  man's 
pleafure,  I. 

I  Pift,  Then  to'you,  Mrs.  Dorothy,  I  will  charge  you. 
D9L  Charge  *me !  I  fcorn  you^  fcurvy  companion  ! 
Vol.  IV,  "  K  what^ 
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what  ?  yow  poor,  bafe,  rafeally,  cheating,  lack-linnen 
mate  ;  away,  you  mouldy  rogue,  away,  l*m  meat  fOr 
your  m after. 

Fiji.  I  know  you,  miftrefs  Dorothy. 
Dol.  Away,  you  cut-purfe  rafcal,  you  filthy  bung, 
away  :  by  this  wine,  Fll  thruft  my  knife  in  your  mouldy 
chaps,  if  you  play  the^fawcy  cuttle  with  me,  Away,you 
bottle-ale  rafcal,  you  basket-hilt  ftalejugler,  you.  Since 
when,  I  pray  you.  Sir?  what,  with  two  points  on  your 
Ihoulder?  much. 

Pijl.  I  will  murther  your  ruff  for  this. 
Fal.  No  more,  PiJIol ;  I  wou'd  not  have  you  go  off" 
here  :  difcharge  your  felf  of  our  company,  FiJIoL 

Hoft,  No,  good  captain  PiJIol :  not  here,  fweet  captain. 
DoL  Captain  f  thou  abominable  damn'd  cheater,  art 
fhou  not  afham'd  to  be  call'd  captain  ?  if  Captains  were 
of  my  mind,  they  would  truncheon  you  out  of  taking 
their  names  upon  you,  before  you  have  carn'd  them. 
Yoii  a  captain !  you  flave  !  for  what  ?  for  tearing  a 
|)Oor  whore's  ruff  in  a  bawdy-houfe  ?  he  a  captain  \ 
hang  him,  rogue,  he  lives  upon  mouldy  ftewM  prunes 
and  dry'd  cakes.  A  captain  !  thefe  villains  will  make 
the  word  captain  as  odious  as  the  word  occupy  ;  which 
was  an  excellent  good  word,  before  it  was  ill  forted : 
therefore  captains  had  need  look  to  it. 

Far^.  Pray  thee,  go  down,  good  Ancient. 
Fal,  Hark  thee  hither,  miftrefs  Do/. 
.    Fiji.    Not  I  :  I  tell  thee  what,  Corporal  Bardolph,  I 
could  tear  her  :  I'll  be  reveng'd  on  her. 
Page.  Pray  thee,  go  down. 

Fiji,  ril  fee  her  damn'd  firft :  to  Plufos  damned 
lake,  to  the  infernal  deep,  where  Erehus  and  tortures 
vile  alfo.  Hold  hook  and  line,  fay  I :  down  I  down, 
dogs  ;  down,  fates:  have  we  not  Hiren  here  ? 

Hojl,  Good  captain  FeefeeU  be  quiet,  it  is  very  late  :  1 
befeechyou  now,  aggrav^ate  your  choler. 

^2/?.  Thefe  be  good  humours,  indeed.  Shall  pack- 
horfes 

And  hollovv-pamper'd  jades  of  Aftay 
Wiiich  cannot  go  but  thirty  miles  a  da  y, 

Compare 
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jCampare  with  C^/ars,  and  with  Cannibals, 
And  Trojan  Greeks  F  nay,  rather  damn  them  with 
Xing  Cerberus,  and  let  the  welkin  roar  : 
Shall  we  fall  foul  for  toys  ? 

Ho^,  By  my  troth,  captain,  thefe  are  very  bitter 
words. 

Bard,  Begone,  good  Ancient :  this  will  grow  to  a 
«brawl  anon, 

Piji,  Die  men,  like  dogs ;  give  crowns  like  pins  ; 
(10)  have  we  not  Hiren  here  ? 

Hoji.  O'  my  word,  captain,  there's  none  fach  here. 
What  the  good-jer  ?  do  you  think,  1  would  deny  her  ? 
I  pray,  be  quiet. 

PijL  Then  feed,  and  be  fat,  my  fair  CalipoHs ;  come 
give  me  fome  lack.  6"/  fortuna  ?ne  tormentey  [per at o  mc 
contente. 

Fear  we  broad  fides  ?  no,  let  the  fiend  give  fire  : 
Give  me  fome  fack :  and,  fweet-heart,  lye  thou  there  r 
Come  we  to  full  points  here ;  and  are  ^  ccetera\  no= 
thing  \ 

Fal.  Ptjloly  I  would  be  quiet, 
(lo)  Have  ive  not  Hiren  here  ?  \^ 

Hoft,  0'  my  Wordy  Captain y  there* s  none  fucb  here. 'I  i.  c.  Sliall 
1  fear,  that  have  this  trufty  and  invincible  Sword  by  my  fide  ? 
For,  as  King  Arthur  s  Swords  were  callM  Calibume  and  Ron 
as  Edward  the  Confeffbr's,  Curtana  :  as  Charlemagne  yoyeufe  ; 
Orlando' Sy  Durindana ;  Rinaido's^  Fusberta  ;  and  Rogero's,  Bali^ 
farda  \  (o  Pijioly  in  Imitation  of  thefe  Heroes,  calls  his  Sword 
Hiren*  I  have  been  told,  Amadis  du  Gaul  had  a  Sword  of  this 
Name.  It  feems  to  belong  to  fome  Spanijh  Romance,  and  w€ 
may,  perhaps,  gather  the  Reafon  of  the  Name  from  that  Lan- 
guage.  LaCrusca  explains  biriendoy  (the  Gerund  from 
hiriry  to  ftrike  ;  )  en  frappanty  hattendo,  percotendo  :  From  hence 
it  feems  probable  that  Hiren  may  be  derivM  j  and  fo  fignlfy  a 

fwajhingy  cutting  S'^ord  But  what  wonderful  Humour  is 

there  in  the  good  Hoftefs  fo  innocently  miflaking  Fijiort 
Drift,  fancying  that  he  meant  to  fight  for  a  Whore  in  tht  Houfe, 
and  therefore  telling  him-.  On  my  ivord,  Captain,  there's  none 
fuch  here  3  what  the  good-jer  I  do  you  think ,  I  would  deny  her  f 
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Pijl.  (ii)  Sweet  knight,  I  kifs  thyneif:  what!  we 
have  feen  the  feven  ftars. 

DoL  Thruft  him  down  flairs,  I  cannot  endure  fuch  a 
fuftian  rafcal. 

Pijf.  Thruft  him  down  Stairs  ;  know  we  not  gallo- 
•'^  ay  nags  ? 

Fal.  Quoit  him  down,  Bardolph,  like  a  fhove-groat 
fliilling:  nay,  if  he  do  nothing  but  fpeak  nothing,  he 
fhall  be  nothing  here. 

Bard.  Corne,  get  you  down  flairs. 

PiJ}.  What,  fhall  we  have  incifion  !  fhall  we  embrew  ? 
then  Death  rock  me  afleep,  abridge  my  doleful  days : 
why,  then  let  grievous,  ghaflly,  gaping  wounds  untwine 
the  fillers  three  :  come,  Atropos,  1  fay. 

[^Draifsing  his  Sivord* 

HoJ},  Here's  goodly  fluff  toward. 

Fai.  Give  me  my  rapier,  boy. 

DoL  I  pr'ythee,  Jack,  I  pr'ythec,  do  not  draw. 

FaL  Get  you  down  Hairs. 

[DfY.^'h;g,  ^nd  dri^itig  Piflol  out. 

(ii)  Sweet  Knight,  I  kifs  thy  T»feif.  ]  i.  c.  I  kifs  thy  Fift. 
Mr.  Pope  will  have  it,  that  tieif  here  is  from  natinja  ;  i.  e.  a 
Woman-Slave  that  is  born  in  one's  houfc  ;  and  that  PiJ^ol 
would  kirs  Falj%ff's  donnefcick  Mif^refs  Dol  rearjkect.  But  I 
appeal  to  every  One  that  fliall  but  read  the  Scene  over,  whether 
This  could  poffibly  be  the  Poet's  Meaning.  There  is  a  perfedl 
Fray  betwixt  Dc/and  Pijiol  ^  She  calls  him  an  hundred  the  worft 
Names  ihe  can  think  of :  He  threatens  to  murder  her  ruff, 
and  fays,  he  could  tear  her.  Bardolpb  would  have  him  be 
gone  5  but  He  fays,  he'll  fee  her  damn'd  firft:  And  Dol,  on 
the  other  band,  wants  him  to  be  thruA  down  flairs,  and  fays. 
She  can't  endure  fuch  a  Fuftian  Rafcal.  I  fhould  very  little 
€Xpe<f^,  that  thefe  Parties,  in  fuch  a  Ferment,  fhould  come 
to  kifTmg.  -And  I  am  perfuaded,  Shakefpear  thought  of  no 
Reconciliation  :  For  the  Brawl  is  kept  on,  'till  it  rifes  to 
drawing  Swords;  and  Pijiol,  among  'em,  is  huflled  down  flairs. 
I  can't  think,  any  more  is  intended  by  the  Poet  than  This  : 
that  Faljlaff,  Weary  of  Pifiel\  wrangling,  tells  him,  He  would 
be  quiet :  and  that  Pijiol,  who  had  no  Quarrel  with  Sir  John 
but  a  fort  of  Dependence  on  him,  fpeaks  the  Knight  fair,  and 
tells,  him  that  be  kijfa  bis  Fift. 
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Hofi,  Here's  a  goodly  tumult ;  Til  forfwear  keeping 
houfe,  before  Til  be  in  thefe  tirrits  and  frights.  So  : 
murthcr,  I  warrant  now.  Alas,  alas,  pat  up  your  naked 
weapons,  put  up  your  naked  weapons. 

DoL  I  pr'ythee,  Jack^  be  quiet,  the  rafcal  is  gone  : 
ah,  you  whorfon,  little  valiant  villain,  you  ! 

Hojl.  Are  you  not  hurt  i'th'  groin  ?  methought,  he 
made  a  flirewd  thruft  at  your  belly. 

FaL  Have  you  turn'd  him  out  of  doors  ? 

Bard,  Yes,  Sir,  the  rafcal's  drunk  ;  yoU:  have  hurt 
him.  Sir,  in  the  fhoulder. 

FaL  A  rafcal,  to  brave  me  !  

DoL  Ah,  you  fweet  little  rogue,  you  :  alas,  poor  ape, 

ho Wv  thou  fweat'ft  ?  come,  let  me  wipe  thy  face   

came  on,  you  whorfon  chops  —  ah,  rogue!  I  love  thee, 
"thou  art  as  valourous  as  HeSior  of  Iroy^  worth  five 
of  Agamemnon  \  and  ten  times  better  than  the  nine  Wor- 
thies: a  villain  ! 

FaL  A  rafcally  flave !  I  willtofs  the  rogue  in  a  blanket. 

DoL  Do,  if  thou  dar*ft  for  thy  heart :  if  thou  do'ft, 
I'll  canvafs  thee  between  a  pair  of  (heets. 

Enter  Mufick, 

Page,  The  mufick  is  come,  Sir, 

FaL  Let  them  play ;  play,  §irs.    Sit  on  my  knee, 
DoL  A  rafcal,  bragging  Have  !  the  rogue  fled  from 
like  quick -lilver. 

DoL  rfaith,  and  thou  follow'd'ft  him  like  a  church  t 
thou  whorfon  little  tidiQ  Bart holomei,'j  Boar-pig,  when 
wilt  thou  leave  fighting  on  days  and  foining  on  nights, 
and  begin  to  patcli  up  thine  old  body  for  heaven  ? 

E7ittr  Prince  Henry  and  Poins. 

FaL.  Peace,  good  Dol,  do  not  fpeak  hke  a  death's- 
head  :  do  not  bid  me  remember  mine  end. 

DoL  Sirrah,  what  humour  is  the  Prince  of? 

FaL  A  good  lhallow  young  fellow  :  he  would  have 
made  a  good  Pantler,^he  would  have  chipp'd  bread  well. 

DoL  They  fay,  Poins  has  a.  good  wit. 

FaL  He  a  good  wit  ?  hang  him,  baboon  !  —  his  wit 
K  3  is 
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fs  as  thick  as  Te^^ksbury  muftard:  there  is  no  more  COTP* 
ceit  in  him,  than  is  in  a  mallet. 

DoL  Why  doth  the  Prince  love  him  fo  then  ? 

Fal.  Becaufe  their  legs  are  both  of  a  bignefs  :  and  he 
plays  at  quoits  well,  and  eats  conger  and  fennel,  and 
drinks  off  candles' ends  for  ilap-dragons,  and  rides  the 
wild  mare  with  the  boys,  and  jumps  upon  joint- ftools, 
and  fwears  with  a  good  grace,  and  wears  his  boot 
very  fmooth  like  unto  the  fign  of  the  leg,  and  breeds 
no  bate  with  tellmg  of  difcreet.itories ;  and  fuch  other 
gambol  faculties  he  hath,  that  (hew  a  weak  mind  and 
an  able  body^  for  the  which  the  Prince  admits  him: 
for  the  Prince  himfelf  is  fuch  another:  the  weight  of  an 
hair  will  turn  the  fcales  between  their  A'verdupois. 

P.  Henry.  Would  not  this  Nave  of  a  wheel  have  his 
cars  cut  off  ? 

Poins.  Let  us  beat  him  before  his  whore. 

P.  Henry.  Look,  if  the  wither  d  Elder  hath  not  his 
poll  claw'd  like  a  Parrot. 

Po{f:s,  Is  it  not  ftrange,  that  defire  Ihould  fo  many 
years  out-live  performance  ? 

Fal.  Kifs  me,  Do  I. 

P.  Henry.  Saturn  and  Venus  this  year  in  conjunftiofv  t 
what  fays  the  almanack  to  that  ? 

Poi72s.  And,  look,  whether  the  fiery  Trigon  his  man 
be  not  lifping  to  his  mailer's  old  Tables,  his  note-book> 
his  coanfel  keeper  P 

F^/.  Thou  doft  give  me  flattering  bulTes. 

Do/.  By  my  troth  I  kifs  thee  with  a  moft  conftant 
heart. 

Fa/.  I  am  Old,  I  am  old. 

Do/.  I  love  thee  better  than  I  love  e'er  a  fcurvy 
young  boy  of  them  all. 

Fa/.  What  fluff  wilt  thou  have  a  kirtle  of?  I  fhall  re- 
ceive mony  on  FhurfJay :  Thou  fhalt  have  a  cap  to  mor- 
row. A  merry  fong,  come  :  it  grows  late,  we  will  to 
bed.  Thou  wilt  forget  me,  when  I  am  gone. 

Do/.  By  my  troth,  thou  wilt  fet  me  a  weeping  if  thou 
fay'ilfo:  prove,  that  ever  I  drefs  my  felf  handibm  till 
thy  return  — >  Well,  hearken  the  end. 
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Fal.  Somefack,  Francis, 

P.  Henry.  Poins.  Anon,  anon,  Sir. 

Fal.  Ha !  a  baftard  Ton  of  the  King's  !  and  art  not 
thou  Foins  his  brother  ? 

P.  Henry.  Why,  thou  globe  of  finful  continents,  what 
a  life  doft  thou  lead  ? 

Fal.  A  better  than  thou  ;  I  am  a  gentleman,  thou  ar^ 
a  drawer. 

P.  Henry.  Very  true.  Sir,  ;  and  I  come  to  draw  you 
out  by  the  ears. 

Hojl.  Oh,  the  lord  preferve  thy  gcod  Grace  I  Wel- 
come to  London,         Now  heav'n  blefs  that  fweet  face  of 

thine  :  what,  are  you  come  from  Wales  ? 

Fal.  Thou  whorfon-mad  compound  of  Majefty,  by 
this  light  flefh  and  corrupt  blood,  thou  art  welcome. 

[^Leaning  his  hand  upon  Dol. 

DoL  How  !  you  fat  fool,  I  fcorn  you. 

Poins.  My  lord,  he  will  drive  you  out  of  your  re- 
venge, and  turn  all  to  a  merriment,  if  you  take  not  the 
heat. 

P.  Henry.  Yoii  whorfon  candle-myne,  you,  how  vile- 
ly did  you  fpeak  of  me  even  now,  before  this  honefl, 
virtuous,  civil  gentlewoman  ? 

Hofl.  'Blefilng  on  your  good  heart,  and  fo  fhe  is,  by 
my  troth. 

Fal.  Didft  thou  hear  me  ? 

P.  Henry.  Yes;  and  you  knew  me,  as  you  did  when 
you  run  away  by  Gads-hill ;  you  knew,  I  was  at  your 
back,  and  fpoke  it  on  purpofe  to  try  my  patience. 

Fal.  No,  no,  no ;  not  fo ;  I  did  not  think,  thou  wall 
within  hearing. 

P.  Henry.  I  (hall  drive  you  then  to  confefs  the  wilful 
abufe,  and  then  I  know  how  to  handle  you. 

Fal.  No  abufe,  Hal^  on  my  honour,  no  abufe. 

P.  Henry.  Not  to  difpraife  m^e,  and  call  me  pantler, 
and  bread-chipper,  and  I  know  not  what  ! 

Fal.  No  abufe,  HaL 

Poins.  No  abufe  ! 

Fal.  No  abufe,  ISled,  in  the  world  ;  honeft  AW,  none. 
I  difprajs'd  him  before  the  wicked,  that  the  wicked 
•  K  4  might 
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jniight  not  fall  in  love  with  him  ;  in  which  doing,  I 
have  done  the  part  of  a  careful  friend,  and  a  true  fub- 
je6t,  and  thy  father  is  to  give  me  thanks  for  it.  No 
abufe,  Hal,  none,  AW,  none  ;  no,  boys,  none. 

P.  Henry,  See  now,  whether  pure  fear  and  entire  cow- 
arilife  doth  not  make  thee  wrong  this  virtuous  gentle- 
woman, to  clofe  with  us  ?  Is  fhc  of  the  wicked  ?  is 
t  ni^.  c  Hoftefs  here  of  the  wicked  ?  or  is  the  boy  of  the 
wicked  ?  or  honed  Bardolph,  whofe  zeal  burns  in  his 
nofe,  of  the  wicked  ? 

Pe{7is.  Anfwer,  thou  dead  Elm,  anfwer. 

Fal.  The  fiend  hath  prickt  down  Bardclph  irrecove- 
rable, and  his  face  is  L-^^rZ/^-r's  privy- kitchen,  where  he 
doth  nothing  but  roafl  mault- worms  :  for  the  boy, 
there  is  a  good  angel  about.him,  but  the  devil  out-bids 
him  too. 

Hevry.  For  the  women,  

TuL  For  one  of  them,  fhe  is  in  hell  already,  and 
barns  poor  fouls  :  for  the  other,  I  owe  her  mony  j  and 
whether  fhe  be  damn'd  llor  that,  1  know  not. 

Ucfi,  No,  1  warrant  you. 

Yal.  No,  I  think,  thou  art  not :  I  think  thou  art 
<]uit  for  that.  Marry,  there  is  another  indidment  up- 
on thee,  for  fufrering  fitfh  to  be  eaten  in  thy  houfe, 
contrary  to  the  lav/,  for  the  which,  1  think,  thou  wilt 
howl. 

Hot,  All  vlfluallers  do  fo  ;  what  is  a  joint  of  mutton 
or  two  in  a  whole  Lent  ? 

P.  Hinry,  You,  gentlewoman,  — — 
,DoL  What  fays  your  Grace  r 

FaL  His  Grace  fays  That,  which  his  flefh  rebels  againft. 
Heft.  Who  knocks  fo  loud  at  door  ?  look  t©  the  door 
there^  Francis. 

Enter  Peto. 

P.  Henry,  PetOy  how  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Feto.  The  King  your  father  is  at  WeJiminJIer, 
And  there  are  twenty  weak  and  wearied  Polls 
Come  from  the  North  ;  and,  as  I  came  along, 
I  met  and  overtook  a  dozen  captains. 

Bare- 
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Bare-headed,  fweating,  knocking  at  the  taverns. 
And  asking  every  one  for  Sir  John  Taljiajf, 

P.  Henry.  By  heaven,  Foins^  I  feel  me  much  to 
blame. 

So  idly  to  profane  the  precious  time ; 

When  tempeft  of  commotion,  like  the  South 

Borne  with  black  vapour,  doth  begin  to  melt 

And  drop  upon  our  bare  unarmed  heads. 

Give  me  my  fword,  and  cloak  :  Faljlaff,  good  night. 

{Exeunt  Prince  and  Poins, 

Fal.  Now  comes  in  the  fweetell  morfel  of  the  night, 
and  we  muft  hence,  and  leave  it  unpick't.  More  knock- 
ing at  the  door  ?  how  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 

Bard,  You  muft  away  to-  Court,  Sir,  prefently :  a- 
dozen  captains  ftay  at  door  for  you. 

Fal.  Pay  the  muficians,  Sirrah:  farewel,  Hoftefs; 
farewel,  DoL  You  fee,  my  good  wenches,  how  men 
of  merit  are  fought  after ;  the  undeferver  may  fleep, 
when  the  man  of  action  is  call'd  on.  Farewel,  good 
wenches ;  if  I  be  not  fent  away  poft,  I  will  fee  you  a-^ 
gain,  ere  I  go. 

Dol,  I  cannot  fpeak  ;  if  my  heart  be  not  ready  to 
burft— -  well,  fweet  Jack,  have  a  care  of  thy  felf. 

FaL  Farewel,  farewel.  [^Exit, 

Hofi.  Well,  fare  thee  well :  I  have  known  thee  thefe, 
twenty  nine  years,  come  pefcod-time;  but  an  honefter 
and  truer-hearted  man — well,  fare  thee  welL 

Bard.  Mrs.  Tear-Jheeti 

Hofi.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Bard.  Bid  Miftrefs  Tear-Jbeet  come  to  my  njafter, 
Hofi.  O  run,  Dol^  ^un ;  run,  good  DdL  [Exeunt, 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE,  the  Palace  in  L  o  n  d  o  n; 

Enter  King   Henry   in  bis  Night-gown,  with  a 
Page. 

A  ■ 

if.  H  E   N  R  Y. 

GO,  call  the  Earls  of  Surrey  and  of  Warwck; 
Bat,  ere  they  come,   bid  them  o'er-read'  thefe 
letters. 

And  well  confider  of  them:  make  good  fpeed. 

lExit  Page, 

How  many  thoufands  of  my  pocreft  Subje^ls 

Are  at  this  hour  afleep  I  O  gentle  Sleep, 

Nature's  foft  Nurfe,  how  have  I  frighted  thee. 

That  thou  no  more  wilt  weigh  my  eye-lids  down^ 

And  deep  my  fenfes  in  forgetfulnefs  ? 

Why  rather.  Sleep,  ly'fl  thou  in  fmoaky  cribs. 

Upon  uneafie  pallets  Itretching  thee. 

And  hufnt  with  buzzing  night-flies  to  thy  flumber^ 

Than.in  the  perfumM  chambers  of  the  Great, 

Under  the  Canopies  of  coftly  State, 

And  luird  with  founds  of  fweeteft  melody  ? 

O  thou  dull  God,  why  ly'lt  thou  with  the  vile 

Jn  loathfom  beds,  and  leav'ft  the  kingly  couch 

A  watch  cafe,  or  a  common  larum-bell?  , 

Wilt  thou,  upon  the  high  and  giddy  maft. 

Seal  up  the  Aip  boy's  eyes,  and  rock  his  brains^ 

In  cradle  of  the  rude  imperious  Surge ; 

And  in  the  vifitation  of  the  winds, 

Who  take  the  ruffian  billows  by  the  top. 

Curling  their  monllrous  heads,  and  hanging  them 

With  deaf 'ning  clamours  in  the  flip'ry  ftlrouds. 

That,  with  the  hurley,  death  it  felf  awakes^'? 

Can'll  thou,  O  partial  Sleep,  give  thy  repofe 

Tc 
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To  the  wet  fea-boy  in  an  hour  fo  rude  ? 

And,  in  the  calmeft  and  the  ftilleft  night. 

With  all  appliances  and  means  to  boot. 

Deny  it  to  a  King  ?  then,  happy  low !  lye  down; 

Uneafie  lyes  the  head,  that  wears  a  Crown. 

Enter  Warwick  and  Surrey. 

War.  Many  good  morrows  to  your  Majefty ! 
K.  Henry,  Is  it  good  morrow,  lords  ? 
War,  "*Ti$  one  o'clock,  and  paft. 
K,  Henry,  (12)  Why,  then,  good  morrow  to  yoq; 
Weil,  my  lords. 
Have  you  read  o'er  the  letters  I  fent  you  ? 
War.  We  have,  my  Liege. 

K.  Henry,  Then  you  perceive  the  body  of  our  King- 
dom, 

How  foul  it  is ;  what  rank  difeafes  grow, 
And  with  what  danger,  near  the  heart  of  it. 

War.  It  is  but  as  a  body,  yet  diftemper'd. 
Which  to  its  former  ftrength  may  berellor'd. 
With  good  advice  and  little  medicine ; 
My  lord  Northumberland  will  foon  be  cool'd. 

K.  Henry.  Oh  heav'n,  that  one  might  read  the  book 
of  fate, 

And  fee  the  revolution  of  the  times 

Make  Mountains  level,  and  the  Continent, 

Weary  of  folid  firmnefs,  melt  it  felf 

Into  the  Sea  ;  and,  other  times,  to  fee 

The  beachy  girdle  of  the  Ocean 

Too  wide  for  Neptune\  hips :  how  Chances  mock, 

(12)  Why  then  good  morrow  to  you  all,  my  Lordt : 

Ba've  you  read  o^er,  &c,]  I  muft  account  for  the  Change 
I  have  venturM  at  here.  In  the  preceding  Page  the  King  fends 
Letters  to  Surrey  and  War^wick,  with  Charge  that  they  (hould 
read  them  and  attend  him.  Accordingly  here  Surrey  and  War- 
wick  come,  and  no  body  elfe,  in  Obedience  to  that  Summons, 
The  King  would  hardly  have  faid  Good  morrow  to  You  -^//,  to 
two  Peers,  and  no  more.  My  Emendation  wants  no  further 
Support^  than  This  nak«d  ISutin^  of  the  Cafe. 

An4 
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And  changes  fill  the  cup  of  alteration 

"With  divers  liquors !  O,  if  this  were  feen, 

The  happieft  youth  viewing  his  progrefs  through. 

What  perils  paft,  what  crolTes  to  enfue, 

"U  ou'd  fhut  the  book,  and  fit  him  down  and  die. 

'Tis  not  ten  Years  gone, 

Since  Richard  and  'Northumlerlandy  great  Friends, 

Did  feafl  together  ;  and  in  two  years  after 

Were  they  at  wars.    It  is  but  eight  years  fmce, 

This  Percy  was  the  man  neareft  my  foul ; 

Who,  like  a  brother,  toil'd  in  my  affairs, 

And  laid  bis  love  and  life  under  my  foot; 

Yea.  ior  my  fake,  ev'n  to  the  eyes  of  Richard 

Gave  him  defiance.    But  which  of  you  was  by  ? 

(You,  coufm  Ni^^i/y  as  I  may  remember)        [To  War,: 

When  Richard,  with  his  eye  brim- full  of  tears, 

Then  checked  and  rated  by  JSorthumbtrland^ 

Did  fpeak  thefe  words,  now  prov'd  a  prophecy. 

*  cr thumb er land y  thou  ladder  by  the  which 

*  My  coufin  Rolinghroke  a f  .ends  my  Throne  : 
(Though  then,  Hcav'n  knows,  I  had  no  fuch  intent^ 
But  that  NecefTity  fo  bow'd  the  State, 

That  I  and  Greatnefs  were  compelled  to  kifs:) 

*  The  time  fhall  come,  (thus  did  he  follow  it,) 

«  The  time  will  come,  that  foul  fm,  gathering  head, ' 

*  Shall  break  into  corruption  :  fo  went  on, 
Foretelling  thib  fame  time's  condition^ 
And  the  divifion  of  our  amity. 

War,  There  is  a  hiilory  in  all  men's  lives. 
Figuring  the  Nature  of  the  times  deceas'd  ; 
The  which  obferv'd,  a  man  may  prophefie, 
With  a  near  aim,  of  the  main  chance  of  things 
As  yet  not  come  to  life,  which  in  theii  feeds 
And  weak  beginnings  lie  intreafured. 
Such  things  become  the  hatch  and  brood  of  time  3 
Anf"  by  the  neceffary  form  of  this. 
King  Richard  might  create  a  perfect  gnefs. 
That  great  Northiimlerlafidy  then  falfe  to  him, 
Would  of  that  feed  grow  to  a  greater  falfenefs, 
V>'hich  fhould  not  find  a  ground  to  root  upon, 
Unlefs  on  You,  K.  Benry. 
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K.  Henry,  Are  thefe  things  then  neceflities  ? 
Then  let  us  meet  them  like  neceflities ; 
And  that  fame  word  even  now  cries  out  on  us : 
They  fay,  the  Bifhop  and  Northumberland 
Are  fifty  thoufand  ftrong. 

War.  It  cannot  be  : 
Rumour  doth  double,  like  the  voice  and  echo. 
The  numbers  of  the  fear'd.    Pleafe  it  your  Grace 
To  go  to  bed.    Upon  my  life,  my  lord, 
The  PowVs,  that  you  already  have  fent  forth. 
Shall  biing  this  prize  in  very  eafily. 
To  comfort  you  the  more,  I  have  received 
A  certain  inftance  that  Glendoiver  is  dead. 
Your  Majefty  hath  been  this  fortnight  ili. 
And  thefe  unfeafon'd  hours  perforce  mull  add 
Unto  your  ficknefs. 

K.  Henry.  I  will  take  your  counfel : 
And  were  thefe  inward  wars  once  out  of  hand, 
We  would,  dear  lords,  unto  the  Holy  Land.  [^ExemK 

SCENE  changes  ta  JuJIice  Shallow'^  Seat  in 
Gloucefterfliire. 

Enter  Shallow  and  Silence,   Jufiices-,  nvith  Mouldy, 
Shadow,  Wart,  Feeble,  W  Bull-calf. 

Shal,        O  M  E  on,  come  on,   come  on ;  give  me 
\^  your  hand.  Sir ;  an  early  ftirrer,  by  the  rood. 
And  how  doth  my  good  coufin  Silence  ? 
Sil.  Good  morrow,  good  coufin  Shalbfw, 
Shal.  And  how  doth  my  coufm,  your  bed-fellow? 
and  your  fairell  daughter,  and  mine,  my  god-daughter 
lEllen.P 

I    ^/7.  Alas,  a  black  ouzel,  coufin  Shallow. 

Shal.  By  yea  and  nay.  Sir,  I  dare  fay,  my  coufin 
William  is  become  a  good  fcholar  :  he  is  at  Oxford  Ml, 
I  is  he  not  ? 

I     SiL  Indeed,  Sir,  to  my  coft. 

i    ShaL  He  muft  then  to  the  Inns  of  Court  fhortly :  I 
I  was  once  of  Clement' s  Ann ;  where,  I  think,  they  will 
l^k  of  mad  Shallow  yet. 

SiL 
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Sil.  You  were  call'd  lufty  Shallonjo  then,  coufin.' 

^hal,  I  was  caird  any  thing,  and  I  would  have  done 
any  thing,  indeed,  too,  and  roundly  too.  There  was  I, 
and  little  John  Doit  of  Stafford/hire^  and  black  George 
Barey  and  Francis  Pickbo'ne,  and  Will  Squele  a  Cofs^ 
nx>old  man,  you  had  not  four  fuch  fwinge- bucklers  in  all 
the  Inns  of  Court  again :  and  I  may  fay  to  you,  we 
knew  where  the  Bma-Roha  s  were,  and  had  the  beft  of 
them  all  at  commandment.  Then  was  Jack  Faljlaff^ 
(now  Sir  John)  a  boy,  and  page  to  Thomas  Monvhrayy 
Duke  of  'Norfolk. 

SiL  This  Sir  John^  coufin,  that  comes  hither  anon 
about  Soldiers  ? 

ShaL  The  fame  Sir  John^  the  very  fame  :  I  faw  him  . 
break  Schoggans  head  at  the  Couit-gate,  when  he  was 
a  crack,  not  thus  high ;  and  the  very  fame  day  I  did 
fight  with  one  Sampfon  Stockfjb,  a  fruiterer  behind  Grays- 
Inn.  O  the  mad  days  that  I  have  fpent !  and  to  fe« 
how  many  of  mine  old  acquaintance  are  dead  } 

SiL  We  ftiall  all  follow,  coufm. 

Shal.  Certain,  'tis  certain,  very  fure,  very  fure: 
Death  (as  the  Pfalmift  faith)  is  certain  to  all,  all  fhall 
die.    Hov/  a  good  yoke  of  Bullocks  at  Stamford  Fair  ? 

SiL  Truly,  coufin,  I  was  not  there. 

ShaL  Death  is  certain.    Is  old  Douhk  of  your  town 
living  yet  ? 

SiL  Dead,  Sir. 

ShaL  Dead !  fee,  fee,  he  drew  a  good  bow :  and. 
dead  ?  he  fhot  a  fine  Ihoot.  John  of  Gaunt  loved  him 
well,  and  betted  much  mony  on  his  head.  Dead  !  he 
would  have  clapt  in  the  ciowt  at  twelve  fcore,  and  car- 
ried you  a  fore-hand  fhaft  a  fourteen  and  fourteen  and  a 
half,  that  it  would  have  done  a  man's  heart  good  to  fee, 
■  '        How  a  fcore  of  ewes  now  ? 

SiL  Thereafter  as  they  be  :  a  fcore  of  good  ewes  may 
be  v/orth  ten  pounds. 

ShaL  And  is  old  DoulU  dead  ? 
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Enter  Bardolph,  and  Page: 

SIL  Here  come  two  of  Sir  John  Faljlaff\  men,  as  I 
tliink. 

ShaL  Good  morrow,  honef!  gentlemen. 

Bard,  I  befeech  you,  which  is  Juftice  ShalIo<w  ? 

ShaL  I  am  Robert  Shalloix)^  Sir,  a  poor  Efquire  of 
this  Country,  one  of  the  King's  Juftices  of  the  peace ; 
what  is  your  good  pleafure  with  me  ? 

Bard.  My  captain,  Sir,  commends  him  to  you :  my 
captain  Sir  John  Faljiaff ;  a  tall  gentleman,  by  heav'n ! 
and  a  moft  gallant  leader. 

Shal.  He  greets  me  well :  Sir,  I  knew  him  a  good 
back-fword  man.  How  doth  the  good  Knight  ?  may  I 
ask,  how  my  lady  his  wife  doth  ? 

Bard.  Sir,  pardon,  a  foldier  is  better  accommodated 
than  with  a  wife. 

Shal.  It  is  well  faid,  Sir  ;  and^  it  is  well  faid,  indeed, 

too:  better  accommodated  it  is  good,  yea,  indeed, 

is  it ;  good  phrafes,  furely,  are,  and  ever  were,  very 

commendable.    Accommodated  it  comes  of  accom^ 

modo\  very  good,  a  good  phrafe. 

Bard.  Pardoa  me,  Sir,  I  have  heard  the  word. 
Phrafe,  call  you  it?  by  this  day,  I  know  not  the 
phrafe :  but  I  will  maintain  the  word  with  my  fword, 
to  be  a  foldier-like  word,  and  a  word  of  exceeding  good 
command.  Accommodated,  that  is,  when  a  man  is,  as 
they  fay,  accommodated ;  or,  when  a  man  is,  being 
whereby  he  may  be  thought  to  be  accommodated,  which 
is  an  excellent  thing. 

Enter  Falftaff, 

ShaL  It  is  very  juft:  look,  here  comes  good  Sir 
^ohn.  Give  me  your  good  hand,  give  me  your  Wor- 
fliip's  good  hand :  truft  me,  you  look  well,  and  bear 
your  years  very  well.    Welcome,  good  Sir  John, 

Fa/.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  well,  good  matter  Robert 
Shal/o^v :  Mailer  Sure-card,  as  I  think,  

Shal.  No,  Sir  John,  it  is  my  coufin  Si/ence  ;  in  Com- 
miffion  with  me. 

Fat, 
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Fal  Good  mafter  Sikncey  it  well  befits,  you  fliould 
.  be  of  the  peace. 

^/7.  Your  good  Worfhip  is  welcome. 

FaL  Fie,  this  is  hot  weather,  gentlemen ;  have  you 
provided  me  here  half  a  dozen  of  fufficient  men  ? 

Shal.  Marry,  have  we,  Sir  :  will  you  fit  ? 

Tal.  Let  me  fee  them,  I  befeech  you. 

^haL  Where's  the  roll  ?  where's  the  roll  ?  where'$ 
the  roll?  let  me  fee,  let  me  fee,  let  me  fee:  fo,  fo, 
fo,  fo:  yea,  marry,  Sir.  MW^;  — let  them  ap- 

pear as  I  call :  let  them  do  fo,  let  them  do  fo.  Let  me 
fee,  where  is  Mouldy  ? 

MouL  Here,  if  it  pleafe  you. 

^hal.  What  think  you,  Sir  John?  a  good  limb'd 
fellow :  young,  ftrong,  and  of  good  friends. 

TaL  Is  thy  name  Mouldy  ? 

Moul.  Yea,  if  it  pleafe  you. 

FaL  'Tis  the  more  time  thou  wert  us'd. 

ZhaL  Ha,  ha,  ha,  moft  excellent,  i'faith.  Things, 
that  are  mouldy,  lack  ufe :  very  fingular  good.  Well 
faid,  Sir  ^f^,  very  well  faid. 

Fal  Prick  him. 

MouL  I  was  prickt  well  enough  before,  if  you  couI(J 
have  let  me  alone  :  my  old  dame  will  be  undone  now 
for  one  to  do  her  husbandry,  and  her  drudgery ;  yeu 
need  not  to  have  prickt  me,  there  are  other  men  fitter 
to  go  out  than  I, 

FaL  Goto:  peace,  Mouldy y  you  fh all  go.  Mouldy ^  it 
is  time  you  were  fpent. 

McuL  Spent? 

'^haL  Peace,  fellow,  peace  :  fland  afide :  know  you 
where  you  are  ?  for  the  other,  Sir  John,  —  Let  me  fee : 
Sim»n  Shadoiv. 

FaL  Ay,  marry,  let  me  have  him  to  fit  under :  he's 
like  to  be  a  cold  foldier. 

ShaL  Where's  Shadoiv  P 

Shad,  Here,  Sir. 

FaL  Shado^cv,  whofe  fon  art  thou  ? 
Shad,  My  mother's  fon.  Sir. 
FaL  Thy  mother's  fon!  like  enough;  and  thy  fa- 

ther's 
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•her's  fhadow  :  fo  the  fon  of  the  female  is  the  fhadow 
of  the  male  :  it  is  often  fo,  indeed,  but  not  of  the  fa- 
ther's fubftance. 

Shal.  Do  you  like  him,  Sir  John  ? 

FaL  Shadow  will  ferve  for  fummer ;  prick  him ; 
for  we  have  a  number  of  fhadows  do  fill  up  the  mufter- 
book.  # 

Shal.  Thomas  Wart, 

FaL  Where's  he? 

Wart,  Here,  Sir. 

FaL  Is  thy  name  Wart  ? 

Wart,  Yea,  Sin 

FaL  Thou  art  a  very  ragged  wart. 

ShaL  Shall  I  prick  him  down,  Sir  John  ? 

FaL  It  were  fuperfluous ;  for  his  apparel  is  built  up- 
on his  back,  and  the  whole  frame  ftands  upon  pins  \ 
prick  him  no  more. 

ShaL  Ha,  ha,  ha,  you  can  do  it,  Sir;  you  can  doit: 
I  conmiend  you  well.    Francis  Feeble. 

F'eehle,  Here,  Sir. 

FaL  What  trade  art  thou,  Feehle  ? 

Feeble,  A  woman's  tailor.  Sir. 

ShaL  Shall  I  prick  him,  Sir? 

FaL  You  may  :  but  if  he  had  been  a  man's  tailor,  he^ 
would  have  prick'd  you.  Wilt  thou  make  as  many 
holes  in  an  enemy's  battel,  'as  thou  hall  done  in  a  wo- 
man's petticoat  ? 

Feeble.  I  will  do  my  good  will,  Sir  5  you  can  have 
no  more. 

FaL  Well  fald,  good  woman's  tailor?  well  faid, 
courageous  Feeble :  thou  wilt  be  as  valiant  as  the  wrath- 
ful Dove,  or  moft  magnanimous  Moufe.  Prick  the 
woman's  tailor  well,  mafter  Shallow,  deep,  mailer 
Shalloiv, 

Feeble,  I  would,  Wart  might  have  gone.  Sir. 

FaL  I  would,  thou  wert  a  man's  tailor,  that  thou 
jnight'ft  mend  him,  and  make  him  fit  to  go.  I  cannot 
put  him  to  be  a  private  foldier,  that  is  the  leader  of 
fo  majiy  thpufands.  Let  that  fuffice,  mod  forcible 
FabU» 

Feeble^ 
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Feeble.  It  fliall  ftiffice. 

Fal.  I  am  bound  to  thee,  reverend  Feeble,  Who  15 
the  next  ? 

ShaL  Peter  Bull-calf    the  Green. 
Fal.  Yea,  marry,  let  us  fee  Bull- calf. 
BuL  Here,  Sir, 

FaL  Truft  me,  a  likely  fellow.  CS)me,  prick  me 
Bull' calf  till  he  roar  again. 

^«/.  Oh,  good  my  lord  captain,  ■ 

jF^/.  What,  doft  thou  roar  before  th'art  prickt  ? 

BuL  Oh,  Sir,  I  am  a  difeafed  man. 

Fal.  What  difeafe  haft  thou  ? 

BuL  A  whorfon  Cold,  Sir;  a  cough,  Sir,  which  i 
caught  with  ringing  in  the  King's  affair?,  topon  his  Co- 
ronation-day, Sir. 

Fal.  Come,  thou  /halt  go  to  the  wars  in  a  gown  :  we 
will  have  away  thy  Cold,  and  I  will  take  fuch  order  that 
thy  friends  (hall  ring  for  thee.    Is  here  all  ? 

ShaL  There  is  two  more  called  than  your  number, 
you  muft  have  but  four  here,  Sir;  and  fo,  I  pray  you, 
go  in  with  me  to  dinner. 

FaL  Come,  1  will  go  drink  with  you,  but  I  cannot 
tarry  dinner.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you,  in  good  troths 
mafter  Shallonv. 

ShaL  O,  Sir  John,  do  you  remember  fmce  we  lay  all 
night  in  the  wind -mill  in  Samt  George\  fields  ? 

Fal.  No  more  of  that,  good  matter  6"  no  more 

of  that. 

ShaL  Hal  it  was  a  merry  night.  hxiii\%JaneKighi^ 
*WDrk  alive  ? 

FaL  She  lives,  ma^er  Shallonv. 

ShaL  She  never  could  away  with  me. 

FaL  Never,  never:  fhe  would  always  fay,  fhe  could 
not  abide  m after  Shallow. 

ShaL  By  the  mafs,  I  could  anger  her  to  the  heart : 
file  was  then  a  Bona-roba,  Doth  Ihe  hold  her  own 
well  ? 

FaL  Old.  old,  mafter  Shallow. 
ShaL  Nay,  fhe  muft  be  old,  fhe  cannot  chufe  but 
be  old;    certain,  lie's  old,  and  had  Robin  Night- 
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nverh  by  old  Night-iuorky  before  I  came  to  Chmenf^^ 
Inn. 

Sil.  That's  fifty-five  years  ago. 

^haL  Ha,  coufin  Silence,^  that  tHou  hadft  feen  That-, 
that  this  knight  and  I  have  feen !  ■  '  hah.  Sir  John, 
faid  I  well  ? 

Fal,  We  have  heard  the  chimes  at  midnight,  Mafter 
Shallonv, 

Shal  That  we  have,  that  we  have,  in  faith.  Sir  John^ 

we  have  :  our  watch-word  was,  hem,  boys.  Come, 

let's  to  dinner ;  Oh,  the  days  that  we  have  feen  I  come, 
come. 

BuL  Good  mafter  corporate  ftand  my  friend, 

and  here  is  four  Harry  ten  (hillings  in  French  Crowns  for 
you  :  in  very  truth.  Sir,  I  had  as  lief  be  hang'd.  Sir, 
as  go ;  and  yet  for  my  own  part.  Sir,  .1  do  not  care, 
but  rather  becaufe  I  am  unwilling,  and  for  mine  own 
part,  have  a  defire  to  ftay  with  my  friends  ;  elfe,  Sir, 
I  did  not  care  for  mine  own  part  fo  much. 

Bard,  Go  to ;  ftand  afide. 

Moul,  And  good  mafter  corporal  captain,  for  my  old 
Dame's  fake  ftand  my  friend  :  Ihe  hath  no  body  to  do 
any  thing  about  her  when  I  am  gone,  and  (he's  old  antf 
cannot  help  her  felf :  you  fhall  have  forty,  Sir. 

Bard,  Go  to ;  ftand  afide. 

Feeble.  I  care  not,  a  man  can  die  but  once ;  we  owe 
God  a  death,  I  will  never  bear  a  bafe  mind  :  if  it  be 
my  deftiny,  fo  :  if  it  be  not,  fo.  No  man  is  too  good 
to  ferve  his  Prince  ;  and  let  it  go  which  way  it  will,  he 
that  dies  this  year  is  quit  for  the  next. 

Bard,  Well  faid,  thou  art  a  good  fellow. 

Feeble.  'Faith,  I  will  bear  no  bafe  mind. 

FaL  Come,  Sir,  which  men  fhall  I  have  ? 

ShaL  Four  of  which  you  pleafe. 

Bard,  Sir,  a  word  with  you :  —  I  have  three  pounJ 
to  free  Mouldy  and  Bull-calf. 

FaL  Go  to :  well. 

ShaL  Come,  Sit  John,  which  four  will  you  have? 
FaL  Do  you  chufe  for  me. 

ShaL  Marry  then,  Mouldyy  BulUcalf,  Feebly  and  Sha- 
ikn^.  FaL 
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TaL  Mouldyy  and  Bull-calf:  —  for  you,  Mouldy^ 
(lay  at  home  till  you  are  pad  fervice :  and  for  your 
part,  BulL'Calfy  grow  till  you  come  unto  it :  1  will  none 
of  3^ou. 

ihaL  Sir  'John^  Sir  Johny  do  not  yourfelf  wrongs 
they  are  your  likelieft  men,  and  I  would  have  you  ferv'd 
with  the  bed. 

FaL  Will  you  tell  me,  mafter  Shallo^y  how  to  chufe 
a  man  ?  care  I  for  the  limb,  the  thewes,  the  flature, 
bulk  and  big  femblance  of  a  man  ?  give  me  the  fpirit, 
mafter  iS/^^/Zo'iu.  Here's  Wart ;  you  lee,  what  a  ragged 
appearance  it  is :  he  fhall  charge  you  and  difcharge  you 
with  the  motion  of  a  pewtcrer's  hammer;  come  off 
and  on,  fwifter  than  he  that  gibbets  on  the  brewer*6 
bucket.  And  this  fame  half-fac'd  fellow  Shada^^  give 
xne  this  man,  he  prefents  no  mark  to  the  enemy  5  the 
fo-man  may  with  as  great  aim  level  at  the  edge  of  a  pen- 
knife :  and,  for  a  retreat,  how  fwiftly  will  this  Feebler^. 
the  woman's  tailor^  run  off?  O  give  me  the  fparc  men, 
and  fpare  me  the  great  ones.  Put  me  a  caliver  into 
Warfs  hand,  Barddfh. 

Bard,  Holvd,  Wart^  traverfe ;  thus,  thus,  thus. 

FaL  Come,  manage  me  your  caliver :  fo,  very  well, 
go  to,  very  good,  exceeding  good.  O,  give  me  always, 
a  little,  lean,  old,  chopt,  bald  Ihot.  Well  faid,  Wartr, 
thou  art  a  good  fcab :  hold,  there's  a  tefter  for  thee. 

ShaL  He  is  not  his  craft-mafter,  he  doth  not  do  it 
right.  I;  remember  at  Mile -End  Green,  when  I  lay  at 
Clement's  Inn,  (13)  I  was  then  Sir  Dagonet  in  Arthurs 
Show;  there  was  a  little  quiver  fellow,   and  he  wotild 

(13)  I  nvai  then  Sir 'Dk^ontt  in  Arthur*!  Sbow.'\  Th«  only 
Intelligence  I  have  gleanM  of  this  worthy  Wight,  Sir  Dagomt, 
is  from  Beaumont  and  Fletcher  in  their  Knight  of  the  burning 
Peftle. 

Boy.  BepdeSf  it  will  Jhew  ill  favcuredly  to  have  a  Grocer**. 

Prentice  to  court  a  King's  Daughter* 
Cit.  Will  it  fo,  Sir?  Tou  are  well  read  in  Hiftories!  I  fray  you, 

lubat  was  Sir  Dagonet  ?  Was  not  he  Prentice  to  a  Grocer  im 

London  ?  Read  the  Play  of  The  Four  Prentice*     London ,^ 

'where  (bey  t$fs  their  Fiket  fo :  Si9, 
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manage  you  his  piece  thus ;  and  he  would  about,  and 
about,  and  come  you  in,  and  come  you  in  :  rah,  tah, 
tah,  would  he  fay ;  bounce,  would  he  fay,  and  away 
again  would  he  go,  and.  again  would  he  come  :  I  fliall 
never  fee  fuch  a  fellow, 

FaL  Thefe  fellows  will  do  well.  Mafter  Shalloiv^ 
God  keep  you ;  farewel,  mafter  Silence,  I  will  not  ufe 
many  words  with  you,  fare  you  well;  gentlemen  both, 
I  thank  you,  I  muft  a  dozen  mile  to  night.  Bardolpb, 
gii'e  the  foldiers  coats. 

Shal.  Sir  Johny  heaven  blefs  you,  and  profper  your 
affairs,  and  fend  us  peace.  As  you  return,  vifit  my 
houfe.  Let  our  old  acquaintance  be  renewed  :  perad- 
venture,  I  will  with  you  to  the  Court. 

FaL  I  would  you  would,  mafter  Shallowu, 

SbaL  Go  to ;  I  have  fpoke  at  a  word.   Fare  you  well 

{Exit. 

FaL  Fare  you  well,  gentle  gentlemen.  On,  Bar- 
dolphy  lead  the  men  away.  As  I  return,  I  will  fetch  ofF 
thefe  J^ftices  :  I  do  fee  the  bottom  of  Juftice  Shallotu. 
How  fubjed  we  old  men  are  to  this  vice  of  lying  !  this 
fame  ftarv'd  Juftice  hath  done  nothing  but  prated  to  me 
of  the  wildnefs  of  his  youth,  and  the  feats  he  hath  done 
about  Turnbal-Jlreet ;  and  every  third  word  a  lie,  more 
duly  paid  to  the  hearer  than  the  Turk's  tribute.  I  do 
remember  him  at  Clements  Inn,  like  a  man  made  after 
fupper  of  a  cheefe-paring.  When  he  was  naked,  he 
was  for  all  the  world  like  a  forked  radifh,  wijth  a  head 
fantaftically  carv'd  upon  it  with  a  knife.  Hfe  was  fo 
forlorn,  that  his  dimenfions  to  any  thick  fight  were 
invincible.  He  was  the  very  Genius  of  famine,  yet 
leacherous  as  a  Monkey,  and  the  whores  call'd  him 
Mandrake  :  he  came  ever  in  the  rere-ward  of  th'^  fa- 
fhion;  and  fung  thofe  tunes  to  the  over-fcutchi  liuf- 
wives  that  he  heard  the  carmen  whillle,  and  fware  they 
were  his  Fanciest  or  his  Good-nights,  (14)  And  now  is 

this 

(14)  And  Mw  is  this  Vice';  Dagger.^  By  Vice  here  the  Poet 
means  tkat  drtle  Character  ia  the  old  Plays,  (which  I  hare 

feverai 
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this  Vice's  dagger  become  a  Squire,  and  talks  as  fami- 
liarly of  John  of  Gaunt  as  if  he  had  been  fworn  brother 
to  him :  and  I'll  be  fworn,  he  never  faw  him  but  once 
in  the  Tilt-yard,  and  then  he  broke  his  head  for  croud- 
ing  among  the  marftiaPs  men.  I  faw  it,  and  told  John 
of  Gaunt  he  beat  his  own  name ;  for  you  might  have 
trufs'd  him  and  all  his  apparel  into  an  Eel-fkin  :  the 
.cafe  of  a  treble  hoboy  was  a  Manfion  for  him,  a  Court; 
;and  now  hath  he  land  and  beeves.  Well,  I  will  be  ac- 
quainted with  him,  if  I  return ;  and  it  fhall  go  hard  but 
I  will  make  him  a  philolopher's  two  ftones  to  me.  If 
the  young  Dace  be  a  bait  for  the  old  Pike,  I  fee  no  rea- 
fon  in  the  law  of  nature  but  I  may  fnap  at  him.  Let 
time  ftiape,  and  there's  an  end.  [^Exeunt^ 


A    C    T  IV. 

SCENE  changes  to  a  Foreft  in  Yorkfliire, 

EnUr  the  Archhijhop  of  York,  Mowbray, 
Haflings  and  Colevile. 

y  O  R  K . 

WH  A  T  is  this  foreft  calPd  ? 
Uaji.  'Tis  Gaultree  foreft. 
York.  Here  ftand,  my  lords,  and  fend  difco  - 
verers  forth, 
To  know  the  numbers  of  our  enemies. 
Bojl.  We  have  fent  forth  already. 
York.    'Tis  well  done. 
My  friends  and  brethren  in  thefe  great  affairs, 
I  muft  acquaint  you,  that  I  have  receiv'd 

feveral  times  mentioned  in  the  courfe  of  thefe  Notes,)  exjuippM 
with  Affes  Ears  and  a  Wooden  Dagger.  It  is  very  fatirical  in 
Falftaff  to  compare  S'baIIo<w"s  A<^livity  and  Impertinence  to  fuch 
a  Machine  as  a  *ivesdcn  Dagger  in  the  Hands  and  Management 
;  of  a  Buffoon, 
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New-dated  letters  from  Northumberland; 
Their  cold  intent,  tenour  and  fubltance  thus  : 
Here  doth  he  wifli  his  perfon,  with  fuch  Powers 
As  might  hold  fortance  with  his  quality. 
The  which  he  could  not  levy  ;  whereupon 
He  is  retired,  to  ripe  his  growing  fortunes. 
To  Scotland',  and  concludes  in  hearty  prayers. 
That  your  attempts  may  over-live  the  hazard 
And  fearful  meeting  of  their  oppofite. 

Mo^b,  Thus  do  the  hopes  we  have  in  him  touch 
ground. 

And  dafh  themfelves  to  pieces. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

HaJ}.  Now,  what  news? 

MeJJ]  Weft  of  this  forefl,  fcarcely  off  a  mile, 
in  goodly  form  comes  on  the  enemy  : 
And  by  the  ground  they  hide,  I  judge  their  number 
Upon,  or  near,  the  rate  of  thirty  thoufand. 

Mo^b,  The  juft  proportion  that  we  gave  them  out* 
Let  us  fway  on,  and  face  them  in  the  field. 

Enter  Weftmorland. 

Tork.  What  well-appointed  leader  fronts  us  here  ? 

Monjob,  I  think,  it  is  my  lord  of  Wejlmorland, 

Wefi,  Health  and  fair  Greeting  from  our  General, 
The  Prince,  Lord  John,  and  Duke  of  Lancajier. 

Tork,  Say  on,  my  lord  of  Wefttnorlandy  in  peace  : 
What  doth  concern  your  coming  ? 

W^ft,  Then,  my  lord, 
Unto  your,  Grace  do  I  in  chief  addrefs 
The  fubftance  of  my  fpeech.    If  that  Rebellion 
Came  like  it  felf,  in  bafe  and  abjedl  routs, 
Led  on  by  bloody  youth,  goaded  with  rage, 
And  countenanced  by  boys  and  beggary  ; 
I  fay,  if  damn*d  Commotion  fo  appeared 
In  his  true,  native,  and  moft  proper  ihape. 
You,  reverend  Father,  and  thefe  noble  lords. 
Had  not  been  here  to  drefs  the  ugly  form 
Of  bafe  and  bloody  infurredion 

Witk 
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with  your  fair  honours.    You,  my  lord  Arch-bifhop, 
Whofe  See  is  by  a  civil  peace  maintained,  ' 
Whofe  beard  the  filver  hand  of  peace  hath  touched, 
Whofe  learning  and  good  letters  peace  hath  tutor'd, 
Whofe  white  inveftments  figure  innocence. 
The  Dove  and  very  blelfed  Spirit  of  Peace  ; 
Wherefore  do  you  fo  ill  tranflate  your  felf. 
Out  of  the  fpeech  of  peace,  that  bears  fuch  grace. 
Into  the  harfti  and  boifl'rous  tongue  of  war  ? 
Turning  your  books  to  graves,  your  ink  to  blood. 
Your  pens  to  launces,  and  your  tongue  divine 
To  a  loud  trumpet  and  a  point  of  war  ? 

York,  Wherefore  do  I  this  ?  fo  the  queftion  ftands, 
Briefly,  to  this  end  :  we  are  all  difeas'd. 
And  with  our  furfeiting  and  wanton  hours. 
Have  brought  our  felves  into  a  burning  fever. 
And  we  muft  bleed  for  it :  of  which  difeafe 
Our  late  Y^va^Rkhard  being  infeded,  dy'd. 
But,  my  moft  noble  lord  of  Wejimorlmid^ 
I  take  not  on  me  here  as  a  phyfician ; 
Nor  do  I,  as  an  enemy  to  peace. 
Troop  in  the  throngs  of  military  men  : 
But  rather  fhew  a  while  like  fearful  war. 
To  diet  rank  minds,  fick  of  happinefs ; 
And  purge  th'  obftruftions,  which  begin  to  (lop 
Car  very  veins  of  life.    Hear  me  more  plainly. 
I  have  in  equal  balance  juftly  weigh'd 
What  wrongs  our  arms  may  do,  what  wrongs  we  fufie!  r 
And  find  our  griefs  heavier  than  our  offences. 
We  fee,  which  way  the  flream  of  time  doth  run. 
And  are  inforc'd  from  our  moft  Quiet  there, 
By  the  rough  torrent  of  occafion 
And  have  the  fummary  of  all  our  griefs. 
When  time  fliall  ferve,  to  fhew  in  articles ; 
Which  long  ere  this  we  offer'd  to  the  King, 
And  might  by  no  fuit  gain  our  audience. 
When  v/e  are  wrong'd  and  would  unfold  our  griefs. 
We  are  deny'd  accefs  unto  his  perfon, 
Ev'n  by  thofe  men  that  moft  have  done  us  wrong. 
The  danger  of  the  days  but  newly  gone, 

(Whofe 
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(Whofe  memory  is  written  on  the  earth 
With  yet-appearing  blood)  and  the  Examples 
Of  every  minute's  inflance,  prefent  now. 
Have  put  us  in  thefe  ill-befeeming  arms : 
Not  to  break  peace,  or  any  branch  of  it ; 
But  to  eftablilh  here  a  peace,  indeed. 
Concurring  both  in  name  and  quality. 

Weji.  When  ever  yet  was  your  appeal  deny'd  ? 
Wherein  have  you  been  galled  by  the  King  ? 
What  Peer  hath  been  fuborn'd  to  grate  on  you. 
That  you  (hould  feal  this  lawlefs  bloody  book 
Of  forg'd  Rebellion  with  a  Seal  divine,  (15) 
And  confecrate  Commotion's  Civil  Page  ? 

Tork,  My  brother  general,  the  Common  wealth, 
To  brother  born  an  houfehold  Cruelty, 
I  make  my  quarrel  in  particular. 

IVeJi.  There  is  no  need  of  any  fuch  redrefs  ; 
Or  if  there  were,  it  not  belongs  to  you. 

Mc^b.  Why  not  to  him  in  part,  and  to  us  all. 
That  feel  the  bruifes  of  the  days  before  ; 
And  fufFer  the  condition  of  thefe  times 
To  lay  an  heavy  and  unequal  hand 
Upon  our  honours  ? 

Weji,  O  my  good  lord  Mowclray, 
Conftrue  the  times  to  their  necelTities, 
And  you  (hall  fay,  indeed,  it  is  the  time, 

{15)  Of  forged  Rehillion  Vfitb  a  Stal  divine  f  ^  In  oneofiT.y 
Old  ^arto't  of  1600  (for  I  have  Two  of  the  felf-fame  Edi- 
tion 5  one  of  which  'tis  evident,  was  corrected  in  feme  Pafla- 
ges  during  the  working  off  the  whole  Impreffion  j  )  after  the 
Line  above  quoted  I  found  this  Verfe, 

And  confecrate  Cemmotion't  civil  Edge. 
I  have  thought  the  Verfe  worth  preferving,  and  ventured  to 
fubllitute  Page  for  Edge,  with  regard  to  the  Uniformity  of  Me- 
taphor. Tho*,  I  confcfs,  the  Latter  may  very  well  do  in  this 
Scnfe :  that  the  Sword  of  Rebellion,  drawn  by  a  Bi(hop, 
1  may  in  fome  Sort  be  faid  to  be  confecrated  by  his  Reve- 
rence :  as  the  King,  afterwards,  talking  of  going  to  the  Holy 
Wars,  fays. 

fVe'IJ  draiv.no  Swords,  but  fP^bat  an  fan€lified. 

Vol.  IV.  L  And 


242  ^he  Second  Part  of 

And  not  the  King,  that  doth  you  injuries. 
Yet,  for  your  part,  it  not  appears  to  me. 
Or  from  the  King,  or  in  the  prefent  time. 
That  you  fhould  have  an  inch  of  any  ground 
To  build  a  grief  on.    Were  you  not  reftor  d 
To  all  the  Duke  of  Norfolk's  Seigniories, 
Your  noble  and  right- well-remember'd  father's  ? 

Monvb.  What  thing,  in  honour,  had  my  father  loft. 
That  need  to  be  rcviv'd  and  breath'd  in  me  ? 
The  King,  that  lov'd  him,  as  the  State  ftood  then. 
Was,  force  perforce,  compelPd  to  banifti  him. 
And  then,  when  Harry  Boltnghroke  and  he 
Being  mounted  and  both  rowfed  in  their  feats. 
Their  neighing  Courfers  daring  of  the  fpur. 
Their  armed  ftaves  in  charge,  their  beavers  dov/n. 
Their  eyes  of  fire  fparkling  through  fights  of  fteel. 
And  the  loud  trumpet  blowing  them  together  ; 
Then,  then,  when  there  was  nothing  could  have  Ifaid 
My  father  from  the  breail  of  BoUngbreke  ; 
O,  when  the  King  did  throw  his  warder  down. 
His  own  life  hung  upon  the  flafF  he  threw ; 
Then  threw  be  down  himfelf,  and  all  their  lives. 
That  by  indidment,  or  by  dint  of  fword, 
Have  fince  mifcarricd  under  Bolingbroke. 

Wefi.  You  fpeak,  lord  M(ywbrayy  now,  you  knaw 
not  what. 

The  Earl  of  Hereford  was  reputed  then 
In  England  the  moll  valiant  gentleman. 
Who  knows,  on  whom  fortune  would  then  have  fmil'd  ? 
But  if  your  father  had  been  vidor  there. 
He  ne'er  had  borne  it  out  of  Co^oentry  ; 
For  all  the  country  in  a  general  voice 
Cry'd  hate  upon  him ;  all  their  prayers  and  love 
Were  fet  on  Hereford,  whom  likey  doted  on, 
And  blefs'd,  and  grac'd,  indeed,  more  than  the  King.  ( 1 6) 

But 

(i6)  Andbhfs'd  and  graced  more  than  the  King  himfelf.  ] 
The  Two  oldtft  Folio's  (which  firft  gave  us  this  fpeech  of 
Wcfimorl/.  ni)  reac'  thii  Line  thus  ; 

And  blejid  and  grac*dy  and  did  mpre  than  the  King. 

Dr. 
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But  this  is  mere  digreffion  from  my  purpofe.  — . 
Here  come  I  from  our  princely  General, 
To  know  your  griefs ;  to  tell  you  from  his  Grace, 
That  he  will  give  you  audience  ;  and  wherein 
It  lhall  appear  that  your  demands  are  juft. 
You  (hall  enjoy  them  ;  every  thing  fet  off. 
That  might  fomuch  as  think  you  enemies. 

Mo-wb.  But  he  hath  forc'd  us  to  compel  this  ofFer, 
And  it  proceeds  from  policy,  not  love. 

Weft.  Monjubray,  you  over-ween  to  take  it  fo : 
This  offer  comes  from  mercy,  not  from  fear. 
For,  lo !  within  a  ken,  our  army  lies  ; 
Upon  mine  honour,  all  too  confident 
To  give  admittance  to  a  thought  of  fear. 
Our  battel  is  more  full  of  names  than  yours. 
Our  men  more  perfed  in  the  ufe  of  arms. 
Our  armour  all  as  ftrong,  our  caufe  the  beft  ; 
Then  reafon  wills,  our  hearts  fhould  be  as  good. 
Say  you  not  then,  our  offer  is  compelled. 

Mcnjub.  Well ;  by  my  will,  we  ihall  admit  no  parley. 

WeJ},  That  argues  but  the  fhame  of  your  offence  : 
A  rotten  cafe  abides  no  handling. 

Hajf.  Hath  the  Prince  John  a  full  commiffion. 
In  very  ample  virtue  of  his  father. 
To  hear  and  abfolutely  to  determine 
Of  what  conditions  we  fhall  (land  upon  ? 

U^eft,  That  is  intended  in  the  GeneraFs  name: 
I  mufe,  you  make  fo  flight  a  queftion* 

York,  Then  take,  my  lord  of  Wejlmorlandy  this  fche- 
dule. 

For  this  contains  our  general  grievances  : 

Each  feveral  article  herein  redrefs'd, 

All  members  of  our  caufe,  both  here  and  hence. 

That  are  infmewed  to  this  aftion. 

Acquitted  by  a  true  fubilantal  form  ; 

And  prefent  executions  of  our  wills 

Dr.  thirlhy  (zw  it  was  corrupted  by  the  Tranfcrlbers,  and  gave 
me  that  eafy  Cure,  with  which  I  have  reform'd  the  Text^  fo 
very  near  to  the  Traces  of  the  corrupted  Reading. 

L  2  To 
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To  us,  and  to  our  purpofes,  confin'd  ; 
We  come  within  our  awful  banks  again, 
And  knit  our  powers  to  the  arm  of  peace. 

IVeJi.  This  will  I  fhew  the  General.  Pleafe  you,  lords. 
In  fight  of  both  our  battles,  we  may  meet ;  (  1 7 ) 
And  either  end  in  peace,  (which  heaven  fo  frame!) 
Or  to  the  plac^  of  difference  call  the  fwords, 
Which  muft  decide  it. 

Tork.  My  lord,  we  will  do  fo.  \_Exit  Weft. 

Mo^vb,  There  is  a  thing  within  my  bofom  tells  me. 
That  no  conditions  of  our-peacc  can  ftand. 

Haji.  Fear  you  not  that :  if  we  can  make  our  peace 
Upon  fuch  large  terms  and  fo  abfolute, 
As  our  conditions  (hall  infift  upon, 

Our  peace  fhall  ftand  as  firm  as  rocky  mountains. 
Mouch.  Ay,  but  our  valuation  fhall  be  fuch. 

That  ev'ry  flight  and  falfe  derived  caufe. 

Yea,  ev'ry  idle,  nice  and  wanton  reafon. 

Shall  to  the  King  tafte  of  this  adlion. 

That,  were  our  royal  faiths  martyrs  in  love. 

We  fhall  be  winnow'd  with  fo  rough  a  wind. 

That  ev'n  our  corn  fhall  feem  as  light  as  chaff. 

And  good  from  bad  find  no  partition. 

York,  No,  no,  my  lord,  note  this  ;  the  King  is  weary 

Of  dainty  and  fuch  picking  grievances : 

For  he  hath  found,  to  end  one  doubt  by  death. 

Revives  two  greater  in  the  heirs  of  life. 

And  therfore  will  he  wipe  his  tables  clean. 

And  keep  no  tell-tale  to  his  memory. 

That  may  repeat  and  hiftory  his  lofs 

To  new  remembrance.    For  full  well  he  knows. 

He  cannot  fo  precifely  weed  this  land, 

As  his  mifdoubts  prefent  occafion  ; 

(17)  In  fight  of  Boph  our  BgttleSf  we  may  meet 

At  either  end  in  Peace  {ivhicb  beav'^n  jo  frame  ! 
ar  to  the  Place  of  Difference,  &c.  ]      The  Alteration 
which  I  have  made  here  in  the  Pointing,  and  that  eafy,  but 
certain.  Change  in  the  Text*  1  owe  to  the  Direction  of  the  in- 
genious Dr,  Tbirlify, 

His 
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His  foes  are  fo  enrooted  with  his  friends. 
That,  plucking  to  unfix  an  enemy. 
He  dothunfaften  fo  and  (hake  a  friend. 
So  that  this  Land,  like  an  oiFenfi\re  wife. 
That  hath  enrag'd  him  on  to  offer  flrokes. 
As  he  is  flriking,  holds  his  infant  up. 
And  hangs  refolv'd  corredion  in  the  arm 
That  was  uprear'd  to  execution. 

Haji.  Befides,  the  King  hath  wafted  all  hi?  rods 
On  late  offenders,  that  he  now  doth  lack 
The  very  inftruments  of  chaftifement  : 
So  that  his  pow'r,  like  to  a  fanglefs  Lion, 
May  offer,  but  not  hold. 

York,  'Tis  very  truer 
And  therefore  be  affur'd,  my  good  lord  Marftial,, 
If  we  do  now  make  our  atonement  well, 
Our  peace  will  like  a  broken  limb  united, 
Grow  ilronger  for  the  breaking. 

Mowob,  Be  it  fo. 
Here  is  retun'd  my  lord  of  Wejimorland, 

Enter  Weftmorland. 

Wejl,  The  Prince  is  here  at  hand  :    pleafeth  your 
lordiliip 

To  meet  his  Grace,  juft  diflance  'tween  our  armies  ? 
Mouob.  Your  Grace  of  York  in  God's  name  then  fet 
forward. 

York,  Before,  and  greet  his  Grace  ;  my  lord  we  come. 

Enter  Frince  John  o/Lancafter. 
Laun,  You're  well  encountered  here,  my  coufm  Afow^ 
hray  ; 

Good  day  to  you,  my  gentle  lord  Arch-bifhop^ 
And  fo  to  you,  lord  HaJIings,  and  to  all. 
My  lord  of  Yorki  it  better  ftiew'd  with  you. 
When  that  your  flock,  affembled  by  the  bell. 
Encircled  you,  to  hear  with  reverence 
Your  expofition  on  the  holy  text ; 
Than  now  to  fee  you  here  an  iron  man, 
Cheering  a  rout  of  Rebels  with  your  drum, 

L  3  Turning 
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Turning  the  word  to  fword,  and  life  to  death. 

That  man,  that  fits  within  a  monarch's  heart. 

And  ripens  in  the  lun-fhine  of  his  favour, 

V/ould  he  abufe  the  countenance  of  the  King, 

Alack,  what  mifchiefs  might  he  fet  abroach, 

In  lhadow  of  fuch  Greatnefs  ?  With  you,  lord  Bifhopj 

It  is  ev'n  fo.    Who  hath  not  heard  it  fpoken, 

l^ow  deep  you  were  within  the  books  of  heav'n  ? 

To  us,  the  Speaker  in  his  Parliament  : 

To  us,  th'  imagin'd  voice  of  heav'n  it  felf ; 

The  very  opener,  and  intelligencer 

Between  the  grace,  the  fandlities  of  heav'n, 

And  our  dull  workings.    O,  v/ho  fhall  believe 

But  you  mifufe  the  revTence  of  your  place, 

Employ  the  countenance  and  grace  of  heav'n* 

As  a  falfe  favourite  doth  his  Prince's  name 

In  deeds  dillionVable  ?  you've  taken  up. 

Under  the  counterfeited  zeal  of  God, 

The  Subjeds  of  his  fubftitute,  my  father  ; 

And  both  againft  the  peace  of  heav'n  and  him 

Have  here  up-fwarmM  them, 

Tork.  Good  my  lord  of  Lancaftevy 
I  am  not  here  againft  your  father's  peace  : 
But,  as  I  told  my  lord  of  Weftmorland, 
The  time  mif-order'd  doth  in  common  fenfe 
Crowd  us  and  and  crufh  us  to  this  monftrous  form. 
To  hold  our  fafety  up,    I  fent  your  Grace 
The  parcels  and  particulars  of  our  grief. 
The  which  hath  been  with  fcorn  fhov'd  from  the  Court  \ 
Whereon  this  Hydra-^on  of  war  is  born, 
Whofe  dangerous  eyes  may  well  be  charm'd  afleep 
With  Grant  of  our  moll  jufl  and  right  defire  ; 
And  true  Obedience,  of  this  madnefs  cur'd, 
Stoop  tamely  to  the  foot  of  Majefty. 

Mo^h.  If  not,  we  ready  are  to  try  our  fortunes 
To  the  laft  man. 

Hafi,  And  though  we  here  fall  down. 
We  have  Supplies  to  fecond  our  attempt  r 
If  they  mifcarry,  theirs  (hall  fecond  them. 
And  lo  Succefs  of  mifchief  fhall  be  born. 

And 
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And  heir  from  heir  fliallhold  his  quarrel  up. 
While  England  (hall  have  generation. 

Lan.  You  are  too  Ih allow,  Hajiings,  much  too  (hallo Wp 
To  found  the  bottom  of  the  after-times. 

Wefi.  Pleafeth  your  Grace,  to  anfwer  th^m  dire6ll}% 
How  far-forth  you  do  like  their  articles  ? 

Lan,  I  like  them  all,  and  do  allow  them  well : 
And  fwear  here,  by  the  honour  of  my  blood. 
My  father's  purpofes  have  been  miftook ; 
And  Some  about  him  have  too  lavi(hly 
Wrefted  his  meaning  and  authority. 
My  lord,  thefe  griefs  fliall  be  with  fpeed  redrefc ; 
Upon  my  life,  they  (hall.    If  this  may  pleafe  you^ 
Difcharge  your  PowVs  unto  their  feveral  Counties, 
As  we  will  ours ;  and  here,  between  the  armies. 
Let's  drink  together  friendly,  and  embrace  ; 
That  all  their  eyes  may  bear  thofe  tokens  home, 
Of  ourreftored  love  and  amity. 

Tcrk.  I  take  your  princely  word  for  thef^i^Redredes. 

Lan.  I  give  it  you  ;  and  will  maintain  my  word  ; 
And  thereupon  I  drink  unto  your  Grace. 

Haft,  Go,  captain,  and  deliver  to  the  army 
This  news  of  peace  ;  let  them  have  pay,  and  part: 
I  know,  it  will  pleafe  them.    Hie  thee,  captain. 

{^Exit  Cole  vile* 

Tork.  To  you,  my  noble  lord  of  Weftmorland, 

Weji.  I  pledge  your  Grace;  and  if  you  knew  what 
pains 

I  have  beftow'd,  to  breed  this  prefent  peace. 
You  would  drink  freely ;  but  my  love  to  ye 
Shall  ihew  it  felf  more  openly  hereafter, 

Tork,  I  do  not  doubt  you. 

Weft,  I  am  glad  of  it. 
Health  to  my  lord,  and  gentle  eoufm  Monjolns^.^ 

Momjb,  You  wi(h  me  health  in  very  happy  feafon> 
For  I  am  on  the  fudden  fomething  ilL 

T irk,  Againfl  ill  chances  men  are  ever  merry,. 
But  heavinefs  fore-runs  the  good  event. 

Weft.  Therefore  be  merry,  Coz,  fince  fudden  forrow 
Serves  to  fay  thus ;  fome  good  thing  comes  to  xnorrow. 
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Tork.  Believe  me,  I  am  paffing  light  in  fpirit. 
Mo^b.  So  much  the  worfe,  if  your  own  rule  be  true, 

\Shouti, 

Lan,  The  word  of  peace  is  rendered ;  hark !  they 
fhout. 

Monxih.  This  had  been  chearful  after  vidlory. 

Tork.  A  peace  is  of  the  nature  of  a  conquell ; 
For  then  both  parties  nobly  are  fubdu'd. 
And  neither  party  lofer. 

Lan,  Go,  my  lord. 
And  let  our  army  be  difcharged  too.  {Exit  Weft. 

And,  good  my  lord,  fo  pleafe  you,  let  our  trains 
March  by  us,  that  we  may  perufe  the  men 
We  fhould  have  cop'd  withal. 

Tork,  Go,  good  lord  Hajiings  : 
And,  ere  they  be  difmifs'd,  let  them  march  by. 

{Exit  Haftings. 

Lan.  I  truil,  lords,  we  fhall  lie  to  night  together. 

Re-enter  Weftmorland. 

Now,  coufin,  wherefore  ftands  our  army  ftill  ? 

Weft.  The  Leaders,  having  charge  from  you  toftand. 
Will  not  go  off  until  th^y  hear  you  fpeak. 

Lan.  They  know  their  duties. 

Re-enter  Haftings. 

Hafl.  My  lord,  our  army  is  difpers'd  already  : 
Like  youthful  Steers  unyoak'd,  they  took  their  courfe 
Eaft,  weft,  north,  fouth  :  or  like  a  fchool  broke  up, 
Each  hurries  towards  his  home  and  fporting-place. 

Weji.  Good  tidings,  my  lord  Hajiings ;  for  the  v/hich 
I  do  arreft  thee,  traitor,  of  high  treafon : 
And  you,  lord  Arch-bilhop,  and  you,  lord  MoiAjbr ay ^ 
Of  capital  treafon  I  attach  you  both. 

Monjub.  Is  this  proceeding  juft  and  honourable  ? 

WeJi.  Is  your  aflembly  fo  ? 

Tork.  Will  you  thus  break  your  faith  ? 

Lan.  I  pawn'd  you  none  : 
I  promised  you  Redrefs  of  thefe  fame  grievances. 
Whereof  you  did  complain  5  which,  by  mine  honour, 

I  will 
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I  will  perform  with  a  moll  chriftian  care. 
But  for  you,  Rebels,  look  to  talle  the  dae 
Meet  for  rebellion  and  fuch  a6ls  as  yours. 
Moft  fhallowly  did  you  thefe  arms  commence,- 
Fondly  brought  here,  and  foolifhly  fent  hence. 
Strike  up  our  drums,  purfue  the  fcatter'd  ftray, 
Heav'n,  and  not  we,  hath  fafely  fought  to  day. 
Some  guard  thefe  traitors  to  the  block  of  death, 
Trcafon's  true  bed  and  yielder  up  of  breath.     [^Exeunt i 

\^Alarm,  Excurjions^ 

Enter  FalftalF  and  Colevile.  • 

Fal.  What's  your  name,  Sir  ?  of  what  condition  are 
you  ?  and  of  what  place,  I  pray  ? 

Cole,  I  am  a  Knight,  Sir  ;  and  my  name  is  Col'e<vile  of 
the  dale. 

FaL  Well  then,  Cok'utle  is  your  name,  a  Knight  is 
your  degree,  and  your  place,  the  dale.  Coh'vile  lhalt 
lliil  be  your  name,  a  traitor  your  degree,  and  the  dun- 
geon your  place,  a  place  deep  enough  i  fo  lhail  you  ftill 
be  Colevile  of  the  dale. 

Cole,  Are  not  you  Sir  John  Ealjlaff? 

Fal.  As  good  a  man  as  he,  Sir,  who  g'er  I  am  :  dc^ 
ye  yield.  Sir,  or  {hall  I  fweat  for  you  ?  if  I  do  fweat,, 
they  are  the  drops  of  thy  lovers,  and  they  weep  for  thy 
death  ;  therefore  rowze  up  fear  and  trembling^,  and  do 
obfervance  to  my  mercy. 

Cole,  I  think,  you  are  Sir  John  Faljlaff,  and  in  that 
thought  yield  me. 

FaL  I  have  a  whole  fchool  of  tongues  in  this  belly  of 
mine,  and  not  a  tongue  of  them  all  fpeaks  any  other 
word  but  my  name :  an  I  had  but  a  belly  of  any  indif- 
ferency,  I  werefimply  the  moft'adtive  fellow  in  Europe:: 
my  womb,  my  womb,  my  womb  undoes  me,  Herer 
comes  our  General. 

Enter  Prince  John  of  Lancaftcr,  and  Weftmorlando: 

tan.  The  heat  is  paft,  follow  no  farther  now^ 
Call  in  the  Pow'rs,  good  coufm  WeJfmQrland. 

L  5^  Now^, 


250  ^he  Second  Part  of 

Now,  Taljloffy  where  have  you  been  all  this  while? 
When  every  thing  is  ended,  then  you  come. 
Thcfe  tardy  tricks  of  yours  will,  on  my  life, 
One  time  or  other  break  fome  Gallows'  back. 

Fal.  I  would  be  forry,  my  lord,  but  it  fhould  be  thus : 
I  never  knew  yet,  but  rebuke  and  check  was  the  reward 
of  valour.  Do  you  think  me  a  fwallow,  an  arrow,  or 
a  bullet  ?  have  I,  in  my  poor  and  old  motion,  the  ex- 
pedition of  thought  ?  I  fpeeded  hither  with  the  very 
extreameft  inch  of  poflibility.  I  have  founderd  ninefcore 
and  odd  polls :  and  here,  travel-tainted  as  I  am,  have  in 
my  pure  and  immaculate  valour  taken  Sir  John  Cohnjile 
01  the  dale,  a  moll  furious  Knight  and  valorous  enemy  : 
but  what  of  that  ?  he  faw  me  and  yielded  ;  that  I  may 
juilly  fay  vvich  the  hook-nos'd  fellow  of  Rome  there, 

Cce/ary  I  came,  faw,  and  overcame. 

Lan,  It  was  more  of  his  courteiie  than  your  defer v- 
Fal.  I  know  not ;  here  he  is,  and  here  I  yield  him  ; 
and  I  befeech  your  Grace,  let  it  be  book'd  with  the  reil: 
of  this  day's  deeds ;  or,  by  the  lord,  I  will  have  it  in  a 
particular  ballad  elfe,  with  mine  own  pidlure  on  the  top 
of  it,  Cole^ile  killing  my  foot :  to  the  which  courfe  if  I 
be  enforced,  if  you  do  not  all  fhew  like  gilt  two-pences 
to  me;  and  I,  in  the  clear  Iky  of  fame,  o'erfhine  you 
af  much  as  the  full  Moon  doth  the  cinders  of  the  ele- 
ment, which  lliew  like  pins'  heads  to  her ;  believe  not 
the  word  of  the  noble.  Therefore  let  me  have  Right^^ 
and  let  defert  mount. 

Lan,  Thine's  too  heavy  to  mount, 
FaL  Let  it  ihine  then. 
Lan,  Thine's  too  thick  to  Ihine, 
Fal.  Let  it  do  fomething,  my  good  lord,  that  may 
do  me  good,  and  call  it  what  you  will. 
La?i.  Is  tliy  name  Cole^ih  ? 
Cole,  It  is,  my  lord. 
Lan.  A  famous  Rebel  art  th'ou,  Cole-vile^ 
FaL  And  a  famous  true  fubje^^  took  him. 
Cole,  I  am,  my  lord,  but  as  my  betters  are. 
That  led  me  hither ;  had  they  be^:n  ruPd  by  me^ 
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Yon  fliould  have  won  them  dearer  than  you  have. 

Fal.  I  know  not  how  they  fold  themfelves ;  but  thou^ 
like  a  kind  fellow,  gav'ft  thyfelf  away  gratis ;  and  I 
thank  thee  for  thee. 

Enter  Weftmorland. 

Lan,  Now,  have  you  left  purfuit  ? 

Weji,  Retreat  is  made,  and  execution  flay'3/ 

Lan,  Send  Cohvile  then  with  his  Confederates 
To  Tork,  to  prefent  execution. 
B!u7it,  lead  him  hence ;  and  fee  you  guard  him  fure. 

•  •       [Ex,  ^ith  Colevilev 

And  now  difpatch  we  towVd  the  Court,  my  lords  v 
I  hear,  the  King,  my  father,  is  fore  fick  : 
Our  news  fhall  go  before  us  to  his  Majefty, 
Which,  coufm,  you  fhall  bear  to  comfort  him : 
And  we  with  fober  fpeed  will  follow  you. 

Fal,  My  lord,  I  befeech  you,  give  me  leave  to  gio^ 
through  Glofterjhire ;  and  when  you  come  to  Courts 
'pray,  (land  my  good  Lord  in  your  good  report. 

Lan,  Fare  you  well,  Faljlaff ;  I,  in  my  condition, 
Shall  better  fpeak  of  you  than  you  deferve.  {Exit.. 

Fal,  I  would,  you  had  but  the  wit ;  'twere  better 
than  your  dukedom.  Good  faith,  this  fame  young  fo- 
ber-blooded  Boy  doth  not  love  me  ;  nor  a  man  cannot 
make  him  laugh  ;  but  that's  no  marvel,  he  drinks  no 
wine.  There's  never  any  of  thefe  demure  boys  come  to 
any  proof ;  for  thin  drink  doth  fo  over-cool  their  blood^^ 
and  making  many  fifli-meals,  that  they  fall  into  a  kindi 
of  male  green- ficknefs ;  and  then,  when  they  marry,, 
they  get  wenches.  They  are  generally  fools  and  co» 
wards  ;  which  fome  of  us  fhould  be  too,  but  for  inflame* 
mation*  A  good  Sherris-Sack  hath  a  two-fold  operation? 
in  it ;  it  afcends  me  into  the  brain,  dries  me  there  all^ 
the  fool i(h,  dull  and  crudy  vapours  which  environ  it;; 
makes  it  apprehenfive,  quick,  forgetive,  full  of  nimble^ 
fiery,  and  delegable  ihapes ;  which  deliver'd  o'er  to  the^ 
voice,  the  tongue,  which  is  the  birth,  becomes  excellent 
wit.  The  fecond  property  of  your  excellent  Sherris,  is^, 
th§  warming  of  th«  blood  j  which  before,  cold  and  fet- 
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tied,  left  the  liver  white  and  pale  ;  which  is  the  badge 
of  pufillanimity  and  cowardife  ;  but  the  Sherris  warms 
it,  and  makes  it  courfe  from  the  inwards,  to  the  parts 
extreme  ;  it  illuminateth  the  face,  which,  as  a  beacon, 
gives  warning  to  all  the  reft  of  this  little  Kingdom,  Man, 
to  arm  ;  and  then  the  vital  commoners  and  inland  pelt/ 
fpirits  mufter  me  all  to  their  captain,  the  heart ;  who 
great,  and  puft  up  with  this  retinue,  doth  any  deed  of 
courage ;  and  this  valour  comes  of  Sherris.  So  that 
fkill  in  the  weapon  is  nothing  without  fack,  for  that  fets 
it  a-work ;  and  learning  a  meer  hoard  of  gold  kept  by  a 
devil,  'till  Sack  commences  it,  and  fets' it  in  a£l  and  ufe. 
Hereof  comes  it,  that  Prince  Harry  is  valiant  ;  for  the 
cold  blood  he  did  naturally  inherit  of  his  father,  he  hath,, 
like  lean,  fteril,  and  bare  land,  manured,  hulbanded,  and 
tiird,  with  excellent  endeavour  of  drinking  good  and 
good  ftore  of  fertil  Sherris,  that  he  is  become  very  hot 
and  valiant.  If  I  had  a  thoufand  fons,  the  lirft  humane 
principle  I  would  teach  them  fliould  be  to  forfwear  thin, 
potations,  and  to  addidl  themfelves  to  Sack. 

Enter  Bardolph. 

How  now,  Bardolph  P 

Bard,  The  army  is  difcharged  all,  and  gone. 

FaL  Let  them  go  ;  I'll  through  Gloucejierjhirey  and 
there  will  I  vifit  m2i?iex  Robert Shallo^w,  Efquire;  I  have 
him  already  tempering  between  my  finger  and  my  thumb,, 
and  fhortly  will  i  feal  with  him.    Come  away,  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Palace  at  Weftminftep. 
Enter  King  Henry,  Warwi<:k,  Clarence,  and  Gloucefter» 

K  Henry. O  W,  lords,  if  hcav'ndoth  give  fuccefs- 
l\      ful  end 

To  this  Debate  that  bleedeth  at  our  doors. 
We  will  our  youth  lead  on  to  higher  field's. 
And  draw  no  fwords  but  what  are  fandlify'd. 
Our  Navy  is  addrefs'd,  our  Power  coIlefted> 
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Our  Subftitutes  in  abfence  well  invefted. 
And  every  thing  lyes  level  to  our  wifli  : 
Only  we  want  a  little  perfonal  ilrength  : 
And  paufe  us,  till  thefe  Rebels,  now  a-foot. 
Come  underneath  the  yoak  of  Government. 

IFar,  Both  which,  we  doubt  not,  but  your  Majefly 
Shall  foon  enjoy. 

AT.  Henry,  Humphry,  my  fon  of  Gloucejler^ 
Where  is  the  Prince  your  brother  ? 

Glou.  I  think,  he's  gone  to  hunt,  my  lord,  at  Wind/or^ 

K.  Henry.  And  how  accompanied  ? 

Glou,  I  do  not  know,  my  lord. 

K.  Henry,  Is  not  his  brother,  Thomas  of  Clarence,  witk 
him  } 

Glou.  No,  my  good  lord,  he  is  in  prefence  here. 
Cla.  What  would  my  lord  and  father  } 
K.  Heiiry,  Nothing  but  well  to  thee,  Thomas  of  C/a» 
rence. 

How  chance  thou  art  not  with  the  Prince  thy  brother  ? 

He  loves  thee,  and  thou  doft  negle6lhim,  Thomas  i 

Thou  haft  a  better  place  in  his  afFedlion, 

Than  all  thy  brothers :  cherifh  it,  my  boy 

And  noble  offices  thou  may 'ft  efte6^£ 

Of  mediation,  after  I  am  dead. 

Between  his  greatnefs  and  thy  other  brethreir. 

Therefore  omit  him  not ;  blunt  not  his  love 

Nor  lofe  the  good  advantage  of  his  grace. 

By  feeming  cold,  or  carelefs  of  his  will. 

For  he  is  gracious,  if  he  be  obferv'd  v 

He  hath  a  tear  for  pity,  and  a  hand 

Open  as  day,  for  melting  charity  : 

Yet  notwithftanding,  being  incens'd,  he's  flint  % 

As  humourous  as  winter,  and  as  fudden 

As  flaws  congealed  in  the  fpring  of  day. 

His  temper  therefore  muft  be  well  obferv'd : 

Chide  him  for  faults,  and  do  it  reverently. 

When  you  perceive  his  blo^d  inclind  to  mirth  t 

But  being  moody,  give  him  line  and  fcope, 

'Till  that  his  paftions,  like  a  Whale  on  ground, 

Confoiind  thcmfelves  with  working.  Learji  this,  Thomas, 
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ff^e/.  My  (bvereign  lord,  chear  up  your  felf,  look  up*. 

War,  Be  patient.  Princes ;  you  do  know,  thefe  fits 
Are  with  his  Highnefs  very  ordinary. 
Stand  from  him,  give  him  air:  he'll  ftrait  be  well. 

C/a,  No,  no,  he  cannot  long  hold  out  thefe  pangs ; 
Th'  inceffant  care  and  labour  of  his  mind 
Hath  wrought  the  mure,  that  ihould  confine  it  in, 
So  thin,  that  life  looks  through,  and  will  break  out. 

G/ou,  The  people  fear  me ;  for  they  do  obferve 
Unfather'd  heirs  and  loathly  births  of  Nature  : 
The  Seafons  change  their  manners,  as  the  year 
Had  found  fome  months  afleep,  and  leap'd  them  over. 

C/a,  The  river  hath  thrice  flowed,  no  ebb  between , 
And  the  old  folk  (time's  doting  chronicles) 
Say,  it  did  fo  a  little  time  before 
That  our  great  Grandfire  Edi/jard  lick'd  and  dy'd. 

War,  Speak  lower.  Princes,  for  the  King  recovers. 

Glou.  This  apoplex  will,  certain,  be  his  end. 

K,  Hinry,  I  pray  you,  take  me  up,  and  bear  me  hence 
Into  fome  other  chamber  :  foftly,  'pray. 
Let  there  be  no  noiie  made,  my  gentle  friends^ 
Unlefs  fome  dull  and  favourable  hand 
Will  whifper  mufick  to  my  weary  fpirit. 

War,  Call  for  the  mufick  in  the  other  room. 

K.  Henry,  Set  me  the  crown  upon  my  pillow  her^,. 

Cla.  His  eye  is  hollow,  and  he  changes  much^ 

War.  Lefs  noife,  lefs  noife. 

Enter  Prince  Henry, 

P.  Henry,  Who  faw  the  Duke  of  Clarence  ? 

Cla,  I  am  here,  brother,  full  of  heavinefs. 

P,  Henry,  How  now !  rain  within  doors,  and  none 
abroad  ? 
How  doth  the  King  ? 

Glou,  Exceeding  ill. 

P.  Henry,  Heard  he  the  good  news  yet  \ 
Tell  it  him. 

Glou,  He  altered  much:  upon  the  hearing  it 

P.  Henry,  If  he  be  fick  with  joy, 
Hq*11  recover  without  phyfick, 
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IFar  Not  fo  much  noife,  my  lords ;  fweet  Prince, 
fpeak  low ; 

The  king,  your  father,  is  difpos'd  to  fleep. 
Cia.  Let  us  withdraw  rnto  the  other  room. 
War,  Wiirt  pleafe  your  grace  to  go  along  with  us  ? 
P,  Henry,  No  \  I  will  fit,  and  watch  here  by  the  King, 
{Exeunt  all  hut  P.  Henry. 
Why  doth  the  Crown  lye  there  upon  his  pillow. 
Being  fo  troublefome  a  bed-fellow  ? 
O  poli(h'd  perturbation!  golden  care! 
That  keep'll  the  ports  of  {lumber  open  wide 
To  many  a  watchful  night :  fleep  with  it  now  ! 
Yet  not  fo  found,  and  half  fo  deeply  fweet. 
As  he,  whofe  brow,  with  homely  biggen  bounds 
Snores  out  the  watch  of  night.    O  Majefty  I 
When  thou  dofl:  pinch  thy  bearer,  thou  doft  fit 
Like  a  rich  armor  worn  in  heat  of  day, 
That  fcalds  with  fafety.    By  his  gates  ®f  breath 
There  lyes  a  downy  feather,  which  ftirs  not : 
Did  he  fufpire,  that  light  and  weightlefs  Down 
Perforce  muft  move.    My  gracious  lord  !  my  father ! 
This  fleep  is  found,  indeed  ;  this  is  a  fleep, 
That  from  this  golden  Rigol  hath  divorced 
So  many  Englijb  Kings.    Thy  Due  from  me 
Is  tears,  and  heavy  forrows  of  the  blood  ; 
Which  nature,  love,  and  filial  tendernefs 
Shall,  O  dear  father,  pay  thee  plenteoufly. 
My  due  from  thee  is  this  imperial  Crown, 
Which,  as  immediate  from  thy  place  and  blood, 
Derives  it  felf  to  me.    Lo,  here  it  fits, 
,   Which  heav'n  fliall* guard  :  and  put  the  world's  whole 
flrength 

1   Into  one  gyant  arm,  it  fliall  not  force 

j    This  lineal  Honour  from  me.    This  from  thee 

Will  I  to  mine  leave,  as  'tis  left  to  me.  [^Exit, 

£«/ifr  Warwick,  Glouceiler,  W  Clarence. 

K.  Henry.  Warnjoick  !  Ghucefier  !  Clarence  ! 
Cla,  Doth  the  King  call  ? 

War.  What  would  your  Majefty?  how  fares  your 
Grace  ?  Henry, 
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K.  Henry,  Why  did  you  leave  me  here  alone,  my 
lords  ? 

Cla,  We  left  the  Prince  my  brother  here,  my  Liege, 
Who  undertook  to  fit  and  watch  by  you. 

K.  Henry,  The  Prince  of  Wales !  where  is  he  ?  let 
me  fee  him. 

War,  This  door  is  open,  he  is  gone  this  way. 

GIou,  He  came  not  through  the  chamber  where  we 
ftay'd. 

K,  Henry,  Where  is  the  Crown  ?  who  took  it  from 
my  pillow  ? 

War,  When  we  withdrew,  my  Liege,  we  left  it 
here. 

K.  Henry.  The  Prince  hath  ta'en  it  hence ;  go  feek 
him  out. 

Is  he  fo  halty,  that  he  doth  fuppofe  ^ 
My  fleep  my  death  ?  find  him,  my  lord  of  Warwck^ 
And  chide  him  hither  ilrait  j  this  part  of  his 
Conjoins  with  my  difeafe,  and  helps  to  end  me. 
See,  fons,  what  things  you  are  !  how  quickly  nature 
Falls  to  revolt,  when  gold  becomes  her  objed  } 
For  this,  the  foolifli  over- careful  fathers 
Have  broke  their  fleeps  with  thought,  their  brains  with 
care, 

Their  bones  with  induftry  :  for  this,  engrofTed 

The  canker'd  heaps  of  ftrange-atchieved  gold  : 

For  this,  they  have  been  thoughtful  to  inveil 

Their  fons  with  arts  and  martial  exercifes : 

When,  like  the  Bee,  culling  from  evVy  flower, 

Our  thighs  are  packt  with  wax,  our  mouths  with  honey. 

We  bring  it  to  the  hive ;  and,  like  the  Bees, 

Are  murder'd  for  our  pains  f  this  bitter  tafte 

Yield  his  engrofsments  to  the  dying  father. 

Enter  Warwick. 

Now,  where  is  he,  that  will  not  ftay  fo  long, 
*Till  his  friend,  Sicknefs,  hath  determined  me  ? 

War,  My  lord,  I  found  the  Prince  in  the  next  room, 
Walhing  with  kindly  tears  his  gentle  cheeks ; 
With  fuch  a  deep  demeanour  in  great  forrow. 
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That  Tyranny,  which  never  quaft  but  blood, 
Would,  by  beholding  him  have  wafh'd  his  knife 
With  gentle  eye-drops.    He  is  coming  hither. 

K,  Hc?iry.  But  wherefore  did  he  take  away  the  Crown  ? 

Enter  Prince  Henry. 

.  Lo,  where  he  comes.    Come  hither  to  me,  Harry  ; 
Depart  the  chamber,  leave  us  here  alone.     \^Ex.  Lords ^ 

P.  Henry,  1  never  thought  to  hear  you  fpeak  again. 

K,  Henry.  Thy  wifh  was  father,  Harry,  to  that  thought : 
I  flay  too  long  by  thee,  I  weary  thee. 
Doft  thou  fo  hunger  for  my  empty  Chair, 
That  thou  wilt  needs  inveft  thee  with  my  Honours,. 
Before  thy  hour  be  ripe  \  O  foolilh  youth  ! 
Thou  fetk'ft  the  Greatnefs,  that  will  overwhelm  thee* 
Stay  but  a  little ;  for  my  cloud  of  Dignity 
Is  held  from  falling  with  fo  weak  a  wind. 
That  it  will  quickly  drop ;  my  day  is  dim. 
Thou  hafi  floln  That,  which,  after  (ome  few  hours^ 
Were  thine  without  oiience  ;  and  at  my  death 
Thou  haft  feaPd  up  my  expedlation ; 
Thy  life  did  manifeft,  thou  lov'dft  me  not; 
And  thou  wilt  have  me  die  affur'd  of  it. 
Thou  hid'ft  a  thoufand  daggers  in  thy  thoughts^ 
Which  thou  haft  whetted  on  thy  ft-ony  heart. 
To  ftab  at  half  an  hour  of  my  frail  life. 
What !  canft  thou  not  forbear  me  half  an  hour  ? 
Then  get  thee  gone,  and  dig  my  Grave  thy  felf, 
And  bid  the  merry  bells  ring  to  thy  ear 
That  thou  art  crowned,  not  that  I  am  dead. 
Let  all  the  tears,  that  Ihould  bedew  my  herfe. 
Be  drops  of  balm  to  fandifie  thy  head  ; 
Only  compound  me  with  forgotten  duft. 
Give  That,  which  gave  thee  life,  unto  the  worms.* 
Pluck  down  my  officers,  break  my  decrees  ; 
For  now  a  time  is  come  to  mock  at  form  : 
Henry  the  Fifth  is  crown'd  :  up.  Vanity  ! 
Down,  royal  State !  All  you  fage  Councellors^  hence ; 
And  CO  the  EngUJh  Court  afTemble  now. 
From  evVy  region,  apes  of  Idlenefs : 
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Now,  neighbour  confines,  purge  you  of  your  fcum  ; 
Have  you  a  ruffian  that  will  fwear  ?  drink  ?  dance  ? 
Revel  the  night ?  rob?  murder?  and  commit 
The  oldeft  fins  the  neweft  kind  of  w^ys  ? 
Be  happy,  he  will  trouble  you  no  more  : 
England  (hall  double  gild  his  treble  Guilt ; 
England  fhall  give  him  office,  honour,  might : 
For  the  Fifth  Harry  from  curb'd  licence  plucks 
The  muzzle  of  reftraint ;  and  the  wild  dog 
Shall  flelh  his  tooth  on  every  innocent. 

0  my  poor  kingdom,  fick  with  civil  blows  ! 
When  that  my  care  could  not  with-hold  thy  riots. 
What  wilt  thou  do  when  riot  is  thy  care  ? 

O,  thou  wilt  be  a  wildernefs  again. 
Peopled  with  Wolves,  thy  old  inhabitants. 

P.  Henry.  O  pardon  me,  my  Liege !  but  for  my  tears, 

^Kneeling* 

(The  moift  impediments  unto  my  fpeech,) 

1  had  fore-ftalFd  this  dear  and  deep  rebuke. 
Ere  you  with  grief  had  fpoke,  and  I  had  heard 
The  courfe  of  it  fo  far.    There  is  your  Crown ; 
And  he  that  wears  the  crown  immortally. 
Long  guard  it  yours !  If  I  affedl  it  more. 
Than  as  your  Honour,  and  as  your  Renown, 
Let  me  no  more  from  this  obedience  rife. 
Which  my  mofl  true  and  inward-duteous  fpirit 
Teacheth  this  proftrate  and  exterior  bending. 
Heav'n  witnefs  with  me,  when  I  here  came  in, 
And  found  no  courfe  of  breath  within  your  Majefty^ 
How  cold  it  ftruck  my  heart !  If  I  do  feign, 

0  let  me  in  my  prefent  wildnefs  die, 

•  And  never  live  to  fhew  th'  incredulous  world 
The  noble  Change  that  I  have  purpofed. 
Coming  to  look  on  you,  thinking  you  dead, 
(And  dead  almoft,  my  Liege,  to  think  you  were) 

1  fpake  unto  the  Crown,  as  having  fenfe. 

And  thus  upbraided  it.    The  care  on  thee  depending 
Hath  fed  upon  the  body  of  my  father. 
Therefore  thou  bed  of  gold  art  worft  of  gold ; 
Other,  lefs  fine  in  carxat,  is  more  precious. 
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Treferving  life  in  med'cine  potable  : 

But  thou,  moftfine,  moft  honoured,  moft  renown'd. 

Haft  eat  thy  bearer  up.    Thus,  Royal  Liege, 

Accufing  it,  I  put  it  on  my  head, 

To  try  with  it  (as  with  an  enemy. 

That  had  before  my  face  murder'd  my  father) 

The  quarrel  of  a  true  inheritor. 

But  if  it  did  infed  my  blood  with  joy. 

Or  fwell  my  thoughts  to  any  ftrain  of  pride. 

If  any  rebel  or  vain  fpirit  of  mine 

Did  with  the  Icaft  afFedion  of  a  welcome 

Give  entertainment  to  the  Might  of  it ; 

Let  heav'n  for  ever  keep  it  from  my  head. 

And  make  me  as  the  poor  eft  vaftal  is. 

That  doth  with  awe  and  terror  kneel  to  it  I 

K,  Henry,  O  my  fon  ! 
Heav'n  put  it  in  thy  mind  to  take  it  hence. 
That  thou  might'ft  win  the  more  thy  father's  love, 
Pleading  fo  wifely  in  excufe  of  it. 
Come  hither,  Harrys  fit  thou  by  my  bed  ; 
And  hear,  I  think,  the  very  lateft  counfel. 
That  ever  I  (hall  breathe.    Heav'n  knows,  my  fon, 
By  what  by-paths  and  indirect  crook'd  ways 
I  met  this  crown  ;  and  I  my  felf  know  well. 
How  troublefome  it  fate  upon  my  head. 
To  thee  it  fhall  defcend  with  better  quiet, 
Better  opinion,  better  confirmation  : 
For  all  the  foil  of  the  atchievement  goes 
With  me  into  the  earth.    It  feem'd  in  me 
But  as  an  Honour  fnatch'd  with  boiftVous  hand. 
And  1  had  many  living  to  upbraid 
My  gain  of  it  by  their  affiftances ; 
Which  daily  grew  to  quarrel  and  to  blood-fhed, 
Wounding  fuppofed  peace.    All  thcfe  bold  fears. 
Thou  feeft,  with  peril  I  have  anfwered. 
For  all  my  reign  hath  been  but  as  a  Scene, 
Adingthat  Argument :  And  now  my  death 
Changes  the  mode  ;  for  what  in  me  was  purchased, 
Falls  upon  thee  in  a  much  fairer  fort ; 
So  thou  the  garland  wear'ft  fucceffively* 
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Yet  though  thou  ftand'ft  more  fure  than  I  could  dc^ 

Thou  art  not  firm  enough,  fince  griefs  are  green  ; 

And  all  thy  friends,  which  thou  muft  make  thy  friends, 

Have  but  their  flings  and  teeth  newly  ta'en  out ; 

By  whofe  fell  working  I  was  firil:  advanced. 

And  by  whofe  powV  I  well  might  lodge  a  fear. 

To  be  again  difplac'd :  which  to  avoid 

I  cut  them  off,  and  had  a  purpofe  now 

To  lead  out  many  to  the  Holy  Land ; 

Left  Reft  and  lying  ftill  might  make  them  look 

Too  near  into  my  State.    Therefore,  my  Harry^ 

Be  it  thy  courfe  to  bufy  giddy  minds 

With  foreign  Quarrels ;  that  adion,  hence,  borne  out. 

May  wafte  the  memory  of  former  days. 

More  would  I,  but  my  Lungs  are  wafted  fo. 

That  ftrength  of  fpeech  is  utterly  deny'd  me. 

How  I  came  by  the  Crown,  O  God,  forgive ! 

And  grant  it  may  with  thee  in  true  peace  live. 

P.  Henry.  My  gracious  Liege, 
You  won  it,  wore  it,  kept  it,  gave  it  me ; 
Then  plain  and  right  muft  my  Poireffion  be  ; 
Which  I  with  more  than  with  a  common  pain, 
'Gainft  all  the  world,  will  rightfully  maintain. 

Enter  Lord  John  of  Lancafter,  and  Warwick, 

K.  Henry,  Look,  look,  here  comes  my  John  of  Lan" 
cajler. 

Lan,  Health,  peace  and  happinefs  to  my  royal  father ! 
K,  Henry,  Thou  bring'ft  me  happinefs  and  peace,  fon 
John ; 

♦  But  health,  alack,  with  youthful  wings  is  flown 
From  this  bare,  withered.  Trunk.    Upon  thy  fight 
My  worldly  bufinefs  makes  a  period. 
Where  is  my  lord  of  Waruoick  ? 

P.  Henry,  My  lord  of  War<wick,^      ■■  ■ 

K,  Henry.  Doth  any  name  particular  belong 
Unto  the  lodging  where  I  firft  did  fwoon  ? 

PFar.  *Tis  calT'd  Jerufalem^  my  noble  lord. 

K.  Henry,  Laud  be  to  God !  cv'n  there  my  life  mull  end. 
It  hath  been  proph^fy'd  to  me  many  years. 
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I  flbould  not  die  but  in  Jerufalem : 
Which  vainly  I  fupposM  the  Holy  Land. 
But  bear  me  to  that  chamber,  there  Til  lye : 
In  that  Jerufalem  lhall  Harry  die. 


{Exeunt, 


A   C   T  V. 

SCENE,  ShaliowV  Seat  in  Glofterfliire. 

Enter  Shallow,  Silence,  FalftafF,  Bardolph,  and 
Page. 


BY  cock  and  pye,  Sir,  you  lhall  not  away  to  night. 
What !  Da<vy,  I  fay  

FaL    You  muft  excufe  me,   matter  Robert 

Shalloiv. 

ShaL  I  will  not  excufe  you ;  you  fhall  not  be  cx- 
cufed.    Excufes  ihall  not  be  admitted  :  there  is  no  ex- 


Dauy,  Here,  Sir, 

Shai,  Dauy^  Du'vy,  Davy,  let  me  fee,  Da'vy,  let  me 
fee ;  yea,  marry,  William  Cook,  bid  him  come  hither. 
—  Sir  Johriy  you  fhall  not  be  excus'd. 

Dan}y.  Marry,  Sir,  thus :  thofe  precepts  cannot  be 
ferv'd ;  and,  again.  Sir,  Aall  we  fow  the  head-land  with 
wheat  ? 

ShaL  With  red  wheat,  Da*vy.  But,  for  William 
Cook,  —  are  there  no  young  Pidgeons. 

Davy.  Yea,  Sir — Here  is  now  the  Smith's  note  for 
fhooing,  and  plow-irons. 

ShaL  Let  it  be  caft  and  paid  —  Sir  Jt^^^,  you  lhall 
not  be  excus'd. 

Da^y.  Now,  Sir,  a  new  link  to  the  bucket  muft 


Shallow. 


needs 
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needs  be  had.  And,  Sir,  do  you  mean  to  flop  any  of 
Wiiliatns  wages  about  the  fack  he  loft  the  other  day  at 
Ht'dckly  Fair  ? 

ShnL  He  ftiall  anfwer  it.  Some  Pidgeons,  Da'vy,  a 
couple  of  fhort-legg'd  Hens,  a  joint  of  mutton,  arid 
any  pretty  little  tiny  kick  {haws :  tell  William  Cook. 

Danjy.  Doth  the  man  of  war  ftay  all  night,  Sir  ? 

Shal.  Yes,  Dwvy.  I  will  ufe  him  well.  A  friend 
r  th'  Court  is  better  than  a  penny  in  purfe.  Ufe  his 
men  well,  Da^jy  for  they  are  arrant  knaves,  and  will 
back- bite. 

Da^y,  No  worfe  than  they  are  back-bitten,  Sir ;  for 
they  have  marvellous  foul  linnen. 

Shal.  Well  conceited,  Da-vy.  About  thy  bufmefs, 
Da'vy, 

Da^y,  I  befecch  you.  Sir,  to  countenance  William 
Vifor  of  Woncot  againft  Clement  Perkes  of  the  hill. 

ShaL  There  are  many  complaints,  Danjy^  againft 
that  Vifor 'y  that  Vifor  is  an  arrant  knave,  on  my  know- 
ledge. 

Da^y.  1  grant  your  Worlhip,  that  he  is  a  knave.  Sir ; 
but  yet  God  forbid,  Sir,  but  a  knave  fhould  have  fome 
countenance  at  his  friend's  requeft.  An  honeft  man. 
Sir,  is  able  to  fpeak  for  himfelf,  when  a  knave  is  not. 
I  have  ferv'd  your  Worfhip  truly.  Sir,  thefe  eight  years ; 
and  if  I  cannot  once  or  twice  in  a  quarter  bear  out  a 
knave  againft  an  honeft  man,  I  have  but  very  little  cre- 
dit with  your  Worlhip.  The  knave  is  mine  honeft 
friend.  Sir,  therefore,  I  befeech  your  Worfnip,  let  him 
be  countenanc'd. 

ShaL  Go  to,  I  fay,  he  ftiall  have  no  wrong  \  look 
about,  Da^y,  Where  are  you.  Sir  John  ?  come,  off 
with  your  boots.  Give  me  your  hand,  mafter  Bar^ 
dolph. 

Bard,  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Worftiip. 

ShaL  I  thank  thee  with  all  my  heart,  kind  mafter 
Bardolph;  and  welcome,  my  tall  fellow;  \To  the  Page^l 
Come,  Sir  John. 

FaL  ril  follow  you,  good  -mafter  Robert  Shallonx\ 
[Exeunt  Shallow,  Silence,  fcfc]  Bardolph^  look  to  our 

horfes. 
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horfes.  If  I  were  faw'd  into  quantities,  I  ifhould 

make  four  dozen  of  fuch  bearded-hermites-ftaves  as 
inafter  Shallouu.  It  is  a  wonderful  thing  to  fee  the 
fcmblable  coherence  of  his  mens'  fpirits  and  his :  they, 
by  obferving  of  him,  do  bear  themfelves  like  foolifli 
juftrces ;  he,  by  converfing  with  them,  is  turn'd  into 
a  juftice-like  fervingman.  Their  fpirits  are  fo  married 
in  conjundion,  with  the  participation  of  fociety,  that 
they  flock  together  in  confent,  like  fo  many  wild 
Geefe.  If  I  had  a  fuit  to  mafter  Shallow,  I  would  hu- 
mour his  men  with  the  imputation  of  being  near  their 
mailer  :  if  to  his  men,  I  would  curry  with  mafler  Shal- 
lo<w,  that  no  man  could  better  command  his  fervants. 
It  is  certain,  that  either  wife  Bearing  or  ignorant  Car- 
riage is  caught,  as  men  take  difeafes,  one  of  another  : 
therefore  let  men  take  heed  of  their  company.  I  will 
devife  matter  enough  out  of  this  Shallo^w  to  keep  Prince 
He7iry  in  continual  laughter  the  wearing  out  of  fix  fafhi- 
ons,  which  is  four  terms  or  two  adions,  and  he  fliall 
laugh  without  Inter  Valiums.  O,  it  is  much,  that  a  lie 
>vith  a  flight  oath,  and  a  jeft  with  a  fad  brow,  will  do 
with  a  fellow  that  never  had  the  ache  in  his  flioulders. 
O,  you  fliall  fee  him  laugh,  till  his  face  be  like  a  wet 
cloak  ill  laid  up, 

ShaL  \jwithinP^  Sir  John  — 

FaL  I  come,  mafter  Shallo^w  ;  I  come,  mafler  Sha/- 

[Exit  Falflaff. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Courts  in  London. 

ILnter  the  Earl  of  Warwick  and  the  Lord  Chief  JuJ}ke\ 

War,  TT  O  W  now,  my  lord  Chief  Juflice,  whither 
XJL  away  ? 
Ch,  J  lift.  How  doth  the  King  ? 
War,  Exceeding  well :  his  cares  are  now  all  ended. 
Ch,  Juft.  I  hope,  not  dead  ? 
War,  He's  walk'd  the  way  of  Nature ; 
And  to  our  purpofes  he  lives  no  more. 
Ch.  Juft,  I  would,  his  Majefty  had  calFd  me  with 
him. 

Vol.  IV.  M  The 
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The  fervice,  that  I  truly  did  his  life. 
Hath  left  me  open  to  all  injuries. 

War,  Indeed,  I  think,  the  young  King  loves  yoimot. 

Ch.  Juft.  1  know,  he  doth  not  \  and  do  arm  my  felf. 
To  welcome  the  condition  of  the  time  ; 
Which  cannot  look  more  hideoufly  on  me. 
Than  I  have  drawn  it  in  my  fantafie. 

Enter  Lord  John  of  Lancailer,  GlouceHer,  and  Clarence. 

War,  Here  come  the  heavy  iflue  of  dead  Harry: 
O,  that  the  living  Harry  had  the  temper 
Of  him,  the  vvoril  of  thefe  three  gentlemen  : 
How  many  Nobles  then  fhould  hold  their  places 
That  muil  flrike  fail  to  fpirits  of  vile  fort  ! 

Ch,  Jujiice,  Alas,  I  fear,  all  will  be  overturned, 

Lan,  Good  morrow,  coufm  Warwick, 

Glou,  Clar.  Good  morrow,  coufin. 

Lan,  We  meet,  like  men  that  had  forgot  to  fpaak. 

War.  We  do  remember ;  but  our  argument 
Is  all  too  heavy  to  admit  much  Talk. 

Lan.  Well,  peace  be  with  him  that  hath  made  us 
heavy  ! 

Ch,  Juft,  Peace  be  with  us,  lefl:  we  be  heavier  ! 

Glou,  O,  good  my  lord,  you've  loH  a  friend  indeed  ^ 
And  I  dare  fvvear,  you  borrow  not  that  face 
Of  feeming  forrow ;  it  is,  fure,  your  own. 

Lan.  Tho'  no  man  be  afTur'd  what  grace  to  find. 
You  ftand  in  coldeft:  expc6lation. 
1  am  the  forrier  ;  'would,  'twere  othefwife. 

Clar,  Well,  you  muft  now  fpeak  Sir  John  FalftaffhiXy 
Which  fwims  againfl  your  ftream  of  quality. 

Ch.  Juft.  Sweet  Princes,  what  I  did,  I  did  in  Honour, 
Led  by  th'  impartial  condu6l  of  my  foul  ; 
And  never  fhall  you  fee,  that  I  will  beg 
A  ragged  and  foreftalPd  remilfion. 
If  truth  and  upright  innocency  fi.il  me. 
Til  to  the  King  my  mailer  that  is  dead. 
And  tell  him  who  hath  fcnt  me  after  him. 

Wa7\  Here  comes  the  Prince. 


Enter 
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Enter  Prince  Henry. 

€h.  Juft.  Heav'n  fave  your  Majefty  f 

K.  Henry,  This  new  and  gorgeous  garment,  Majefly, 
Sits  not  fo  eafie  on  me,  as  you  think,  ' 
Brothers,  you  mix  your  fadnefs  with  fome  fear  : 
This  is  the  Englijhy  not  the  Turkijh  Court  ; 
Not  Amurath  an  Amurath  fucceeds. 
Bat  Harry  Harry.    Yet  be  fad,  good  brothers. 
For,  to  fpeak  truth,  it  very  well  becomes  you  ; 
Sorrow  fo  royally  in  you  appears, 
That  I  will  deeply  put  the  fafhion  on. 
And  wear  it  in  my  heart.    Why  then,  be  fad  ; 
But  entertain  no  more  of  it,  good  brothers. 
Than  a  joint  burthen  laid  upon  us  all. 
For  me  by  heav'n,  I  bid  you  be  affur'd, 
I'll  be  your  father  and  your  brother  too  : 
Let  me  but  bear  your  love,  PU  bear  your  cares  : 
Yet  weep,  that  Harrys  dead  ;  and  fo  v/ill  I. 
But  Harry  lives,  that  lhall  convert  thofe  tears 
By  number  into  hours  of  happinefs. 

Lan.        We  hope  no  other  from  your  Majefly. 

K.  Henry.  You  all  look  ftrangely  on  me ;  and  you  moft. 
You  are,  1  think,  affur'd,  I  love  you  not. 

\TotheCh.Jufi. 

Ch.  Juji.  I  am  afTur'd,  if  I  be  meafur'd  rightly, 
Your  Majefty  hath  no  jull  caufe  to  hate  me. 

K,  Henry.  No  !  might  a  Prince  of  my  great  hopes 
forget 

So  great  indignities  you  laid  upon  me  ? 
What !  rate,  rebuke,  and  roughly  fend  to  prifon 
Th'  immediate  heir  of  England  !  was  this  ealie  ? 
May  this  be  walh'd  in  Lethey  and  forgotten  ? 

Ch.  Jufi,  I  then  did  ufe  the  perfon  of  your  father ; 
The  image  of  his  Power  lay  then  in  me  : 
And  in  th'  adminiftration  of  his  Law, 
While  I  was  bufie  for  the  Common-v/ealth, 
Your  Highnefs  pleafed  to  forget  my  Place, 
The  Majefly  and  Pow'r  of  Law  and  Juftice, 
The  image  of  the  King  whom  I  prefented  ; 
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And  flruck  me  in  my  very  Seat  of  Judgment  : 

Whereon,  as  an  offender  to  your  father, 

1  gave  bold  way  to  my  authority, 

And  did  commit  you.    If  the  deed  were  ill. 

Be  you  contented,  wearing  now  the  Garland, 

To  have  a  fon  fet  your  decrees  at  nought  : 

To  pluck  down  juftice  from  your  awful  bench  ; 

To  trip  the  courfe  of  law,  a-nd  blunt  the  fvvord 

That  guards  the^peaceand  fafety  of  your  perfon  : 

Nay  more,  to  fpurn  at  your  molt  rqyal  image. 

And  mock  your  working  in  a  fecond  body. 

Queflion  your  royal  thoughts,  make  the  cafe  yours  ^ 

Be  now  tlie  father,  and  propdfe  a  fon ; 

Hear  your  own  dignity  fo  much  prophan*d ; 

See  your  mofl:  dreadful  laws  fo  loofely  flighted  ; 

Behold  your  felf  fo  by  a  fon  difdain'd  : 

And  then  imagine  me  taking  your  part. 

And  in  your  powV  fo  filencing  your  fon. 

After  this  cold  confidVance,  fcntence  me  ; 

And  as  you  are  a  King,  fpcak  in  your  State, 

What  I  have  done  that  misbecame  my  place. 

My  perfon,  or  my  Liege's  Sovereignty. 

V*  Henry,  You  are  right  Juftice,  and  you  weigh  this 
well. 

Therefore  ftill  bear  the  balance  and  the  fword  : 
Andldowifh,  your  Honours  may  increafe. 
Till  you  do  live  to  fee  a  fon  of  mine 
Offend  you,  and  obey  you,  as  I  did  : 
So  fhall  I  live  to  fpeak  my  father's  words  :  ^ 

*  Happy  am  I,  that  have  a  man  fo  bold, 
«  That  dares  do  jullice  on  my  proper  fon  ; 
«  And  nolefs  happy,  having  fuch  a  fon, 

•  That  would  deliver  up  his  Greatnefs  fo 

«  Into  the  hand  of  jufticc.  —  You  committed  me^ 

For  which  I  do  commit  into  your  hand 

Th'  unftained  fword  that  you  have  us'd  to  bear  ; 

With  this  remembrance,  that  you  ufc  the  fame 

With  a  like  bold,  juft,  and  impartial  fpirit. 

As  you  hav^e  done  'gainft  me.    There  is  my  hand. 

You  ftiall  be  as  a  father  to  my  youth  : 
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My  voice  lhall  found,  as  you  do  prompt  mine  ear  ; 

And  I  will  (loop  and  humble  my  intents. 

To  your  well-pradis'd  wife  diredions. 

And,  Princes  all,  believe  me,  I  befeech  you  j 

My  father  is  gone  wild  into  his  Grave,  (i8) 

For  in  his  tomb  lye  my  afFedions  ; 

And  with  his  fpirit  fadly  I  furvive. 

To  mock  the  expectations  of  the  world  ; 

To  fruftrate  prophecies,  and  to  raze  out  % 

Rotten  opinion,  which  hath  writ  me  down  ' 

After  my  feeming.  Tho'  my  tide  of  blood 

Hath  proudly  flow'd  in  vanity  'till  now  ; 

Now  doth  it  turn  and  ebb  back  to  the  fea, 

Where  it  fhall  mingle  with  the  flate  of  floods, 

And  flow  henceforth  in  formal  Majefly. 

Now  call  we  our  high  Court  of  Parliament ; 

(18)  My  Father  it  gone  wailM  into  his  Grave y 

(For  in  his  Tomb  lye  my  J[ffeBions)].  This  ridculous- 
Reading  (which,  I  prcfume,  is  Mr.  Pope^%  Conje€lure,  unfup- 
ported  by  Authorities,  or  Reafon  j  )  is  not  only  Nanfenfe  in 
k  fclf,  but  is  the  Caufc  that  Nonfenfe  poflefles  the  following 
Vcrfes.  The  Poet  certainly  wrote,  a»  I  have  reftor'd  with  all 
the  old  Copies.  '*  My  Father,  fays  the  Prince,  is  gone  ivild 
•*  into  his  Grave,  for  now  all  my  ivild  Affections  lye  intomb'd 
"  with  him  :  and  I  furvive  with  his  fober  Spirit  and  Difpo- 
lition,  to  difappoint  thofe  Expectations  the  Publick  have 
form'd  of  me.  This  the  Prince  had  refolvM  to  do,  up^ 
on  his  Father'^g  Demife  j  as  we  have  heard  from  his  owe 
Mouth  t 

 1        If  I  do  feign, 

Of  let  me  in  my  prefent  Wildnefs  dye  : 

jtnd  never  live  to  Jhew  tb^  incredulous  World 

The  noble  Change  that  1  have  purpofed  ! 
That  he  did  \nake  this  Change,  we  hear  from  the  Archbifliop- 
in  the  Beginning  of  Henry  V. 

The  Breath  no  fooner  left  his  Father'' $  body. 

But  that  his  Wildnefs,  mortified  in  him, 

Seem*d  to  dye  too. 
Thefe  two  Quotations  very  plainly  aflert  our  Poet's  Reading, 
and  are  flagrant  Teftimonies  of  Mr.  Pofe'$  unhappy  Fatality 
in  gueffing  wrong* 
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And  let  us  chufe  fuch  limbs  of  noble  counfel. 

That  the  great  body  of  our  State  may  go 

In  equal  rank  with  the  befl  governed  nation  ; 

That  War  or  Peace,  or  both  at  once,  may  be 

As  things  acquainted  and  familiar  to  us, 

In  which  you,  father,  fliall  have  foremoft  hand'. 

[To  the  Lord  Chief  JuJTue. 
Our  Coronation  done,  we  will  accite 
(As  I  before  remember'd)  all  our  State, 
And  (Heaven  configning  to  my  good  intents) 
Mo  Prince,  nor  Peer,  lhall  have  juft  caufe  to  fay, 
Heav'n  ihcrten  Harrys  happy  life  one  day.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes   to  Shallow'^  Seaf 
in  Glocellerfhire, 
Enter  Falftaff,  Shallow,  Silence,  Bardolph,  the  Page, 
and  Davy. 

^haL  ]WT  A  Y,  you  lhall  fee  mine  orchard,  where  In 
JL^  an  arbour  we  will  eat  a  laft  year's  pippin 
of  my  own  graffing,  with  a  difh  of  carraways,  and  fo 
forth :  come,  coufm  Silence  ;  and  then  to  bed. 

Fal.  You  have  here  a  goodly  dwelling,  and  a  rich. 

ShaL  Barren,  barren,  barren  ;  beggars  all,  beggars 
all,  Sir  John  ;  marry,  good  air.  Spread,  Da'vy,  fpread, 
Da^y  ;  well  faid,  Da^vy, 

Fal,  This  Da^y  ferves  you  for  good  ufes  ;  he  is  your 
fervingman,  and  your  husbandman. 

Shal.  A  good  varlet,  a  good  varlet,  a  very  good  var- 
let.  Sir  John.    By  th'  Mafs,  I  have  drank  too  much 

Sack  at  fupper.  —  A  good  varlet.    Now  fit  down, 

now  fit  down  :  come  coufin. 

SiL  Ah,  iirrah,  quoth- a, 
ff^e  Jhall  do  nothing  but  eat ,  and  make  good  chear,  [Singing, 
Jlnd  fraife  heanj'n  for  the  merry  year  ; 
When  ficjh  is  cheap  and  females  dear. 
And  hify  lads  roam  here  and  there  ; 
^0  merrily y  and  e^er  among,  fo  merrily y  &C. 

FaL  There's  a  merry  heart,  good  maftet  S?/^^^:^.  TU 
give  you  a  health  for  that  anon,  , 

Shah 
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Shal.  Give  Mr  Bardolph  fome  wine,  Davy. 

Danjy.  Sweet  Sir,  ftt  ;  TU  be  with  you  anon  ;  molt 
fwcet  Sir,  fit.  Mafter  Page,  fit :  good  mafter  Page, 
fit :  proface.  What  you  want  in  meat,  we'll  have  in 
drink  ;  but  you  muft  bear  ;  the  heart's  all.  {Exit. 

Shal.  Be  merry,  mafter  Bardolph,  and  my  little  fol- 
dier  there,  be  merry. 

SiL  [Singing.]  Be  merry,  he  merry ^  my  ivife  has  alL^ 
For  <wome7i  are  ShreiJus,  both  Jhort  and  tall ; 
^Tis  merry  in  hall,  nfohen  beards  njoag  all. 
And  welcome  merry  Shrovetide. 
Be  merry,  be  merry. 

FaL  I  did  not  think,  mafter  Zilence  had  been  a  man 
of  this  mettle. 

SiL  Who  I  ?  I  have  been  merry  twice  and  once  ere 
now. 

Re-enter  Davy. 

Dwvy.  There  is  adiih  of  leather-coats  for  you. 
ShaL  Da^vy.  — 

Davy,  Your  Worfhip  —  Fll  be  with  you  ftraight,. 
A  cup  of  wine,  Sir  ? 

Sil.  [Singing.]  A  cup  of  vjine^ 
^hat''s  brisk  and Jine, 
And  drink  unto  the  leman  mine ; 
And  a  merry  heart  lives  long-a^ 

FaL  Well  faid,  mafter  Silence, 

Sil.  If  we  lhall  be  merry,  now  comes  in  the  fweet  of 
the  night. 

FaL  Health  and  long  life  to  you,  mafter  Silence, 

Sil.  Fill  the  cup,  and  let  it  come.  Ill  pledge  you, 
were't  a  mile  to  the  bottom. 

Shal.  Honeft  Bardolph,  welcome  ;  if  thou  want'ft; 
any  thing  and  wilt  not  call,  befhrew  thy  heart.  Wel- 
come, my  little  tiny  thief,  and  welcome,  indeed,  too : 
I'll  drink  to  mafter  Bardolph,  and  to  all  the  cavileroes 
about  London, 

Davy,  I  hope  to  fee  London,  ere  I  die. 

JBard^;  ^  I  might  fee  you  there,  Davy, 
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ShaL  You'll  crack  a  quart  together ;  ha,  will  you 
not,  m after  Bordolph  ? 

Bard.  Yes,  Sir,  in  a  pottle  pot. 

Shal  By  God's  liggen.s,  J  thank  thee  ;  the  knave  will 
flick  by  thee,  I  can  aiiure  thee  that.  He  will  not  out, 
he  is  true-bred. 

Bard.  And  I'll  flick  by  him.  Sir. 

\One  knocks  at  the  door, 

ShaL  Why,  there  fpoke  a  King  :  lack  nothing,  be: 
merry.    Look,  who's  at  door  there,  ho  :  who  knocks? 

FaL  Why,  now  you  have  done  me  right. 

SiL  [Singing.]  Do  me  right,  and  dub  me  Knight,  Sa- 
mingo.    Is'tnotfo  ? 

TaL  Tis  fo. 

^/7.  Is't  fo  ?  why,  then  fay,  an  old  man  can  do  fomevvhat. 
Da^y,  if  it  pleafe  your  Worfhip,  there's  Oi\t  Pipl 
come  from  the  Court  with  news. 

FaL  From  the  Court  ?  let  him  come  in. 

Enter  Piflol. 

How  now,  Vtfiol? 

Pifi.  ^njohn,  'fave  you.  Sir. 

FaL  What  wind  blew  you  hither,  Pijfol  ? 

PiJ},  Not  the  ill  wind  which  blows  no  man  good, 
fweec  Knight ,  thou  art  now  one  of  the  greatefl:  men  in 
the  Realm. 

5//.  Indeed,  I  think  he  be,  but  goodman  Puff  of 
Barfon. 

Piji,  Puff? 
Puffin  thy  teeth,  moft  recreant  coward  bafe  ? 
Sir  John,  I  am  thy  Pifioi  and  thy  friend  ; 
And  helter  skelter  have  I  rode  to  thee  ; 
And  tidings  do  I  bring,  and  lucky  joys. 
And  golden  times,  and  happy  news  of  price, 

Fal.  I  pr'ythee  now,  deliver  them  like  a  man  of  thi*. 
world. 

Piff  A  foutra  for  the  world  and  worldings  bafe ! 
I  fpeak  of  Africa  and  golden  joys. 

FaL  O  bafe  Affyrian  Knight,  what  is  thy  news  ? 
Let  King  Cophetua  know  the  trath  thereof. 
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Sil.  And  Rchin  hoody  Scarlet,  and  John, 

Pift.  Shall  dunghill  curs  confront  the  Helicons  ? 
And  fliall  good  news  be  baffled  ? 
Then  Pijiol  lay  thy  head  in  fury's  lap. 

Shal.  Honeft  gentleman,  I  know  not  your  breeding. 

P//?.  Why  then,  lament  therefore. 

6W.  Give  me  pardon,  Sir.  If,  Sir,  you  come  with' 
news  from  the  Cosrt,  I  take  it,  there  is  but  two  ways^^ 
either  to  utter  them,  or  to  conceal  them.  I  am,  Sir, 
under  the  King,  in  fome  authority. 

Piji.  Under  which  King?  Bezoniany  fpcak  or  die.  (19/ 

Shal.  Under  King  Henrj, 

Ptji,  Harry  the  Fourth  ?  or  Fifth  ? 

ShaL  Harry  the  Fourth. 

PiJl,  A  foutra  for  thine  office ! 
Sir  Johny  thy  tender  Lamb-kin  now  is  King. 
Harry  the  Fifth's  the  man.    I  fpeak  the  truth. 
When  Pijlol  lies,  do  this>  and  fig  me  like 
The  bragging  Spaniard, 

FaL  What,  is  the  old.  King  dead  ? 

PiJ},  As  nail  in  door :  the  things  I  fpeak  are  juft. 

Fal,  Away,  Bardolph,  faddle  my  horfe.  Mailer  Ro- 
hert  Shallow y  chufe  what  office  thou  wilt  in  the  Land, 
'ds  thine.  Pifioly  I  will  double  charge  thee  with  Dig- 
nities. 

Bard,  O  joyful  day!  I  v/ould  not  take  a  Knighthood 
for  my  fortune. 

Pift,  What  ?  I  do  bring  good  news. 

FaL  Carry  mafter  Silence  to  bed:  mafter  Shallonv, 
my  lorA  Shallo^y  be  what  thou  wilt,  I  am  fortune's 
Steward.    Get  on  thy  boots,  we'll  ride  all  night.  Oh,, 

(19) -— Be2®nian,  j5>^izA  cr  die."]  So  z^zln  Suffolk  feys  in 
^  Henry  Vh 

Great  Men  oft  die  by  i/ile  Bezonians. 
We  are  not  to  imagine  this  any  Nation  of  People  ;  bttt  it  is  a 
Term  of  Reproach,  frequent  in  the  Writers  contemporary  with- 
our  Poet,  and  of  Italian  Extractions  Btfogno,  among  other' 
Significations,  means,  NeceJ/ityi  and  Bifognofo,  a  wf^^/y  Perfon  j 
thence,  metaphorically,  a  bafe  Scoundrel. 
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(weetPiJIo/f  away,  Bardolph :  come,  Pifiol,  utter  more 
to  me  ;  and  withal  devife  fomething  to  do  thy  felf  good. 
Boot:,  boot,  mafber  Shallo^jj,  I  know,  the  young  King 
is  fick  for  me.  Let  us  take  any  man's  horfes :  the  Laws 
of  E?igland  are  at  my  commandment.  Happy  are  they 
which  have  been  my  friends ;  and  wo  to  my  Lord  Chief 
Juflice  ! 

Piji.  Let  vultures  vile  feize  on  his  lungs  alfo  \ 
V/here  is  the  life  that  late  I  led,  fay  they  ? 
Why,  here  it  is,  welcome  this  pleafant  day.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  a  Street  in  London. 

Enter  Hojlefs  Quickly,  Doll  Tear-lheet,  and  Beadles, 
Hofi.  O,  thou  arrant  knave,  I  would  I  might  die> 

that  I  might  have  thee  hang'd;  thou  haft 
drawn  my  Ihoulder  out  of  joint. 

Bead,  The  con-flables  have  delivered  her  over  to 
me  ;  and  fhe  fhall  have  whipping  cheer  enough,  I  war- 
rant her.  There  hath  been  a  man  or  two  kilPd  about 
her. 

DoL  Nut-hook,  nut-hook,  you  lie:  come  on,  I'll 
tell  thee  what,  thou  damn*d  tripe-vifag'd  rafcal,  if  the 
child,  I  go  with,  do  mifcarry,  thou  had'ft  better  thou 
hadfl  llruck  thy  mother,  thou  paper-fac'd  villain. 

Hoft,  O  the  Lord,  that  Sir  John  were  come,  he 
would  make  this  a  blobdy  day  to  fome  body.  But  I 
pray  God,  the  fruit  of  her  womb  mifcarry. 

Bead.  If  it  do,  you  lhall  have  a  dozen  of  cuftiioos  ! 
again,  you  have  but  eleven  now.    Come,  I  charge  you 
both  go  with  me  ;  for  the  man  is  dead,  that  you  and 
Piftol  beat  among  you. 

DoL  ril  tell  thee  v/hat,  thou  tWn  man  in  a  Cenf^r  \ 
I  will  have  you  as  foundly  fv/indg'd  for  this,  you  blue- 
bottle rogue  I  you  filthy  familli'd  corredioner !  if  you 
be  not  fwindg'd.  Til  foriwear  half-kirtles. 

Bead,  Come,  cOme,  you  ftie-Knight-arrant,  come. 

Hofi,  O,  that  Right  fhouM  thus  overcome  Might! 
W€il>  of  fufferance  comes  eafc> 
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DoL  Oome,  you  rogue,  come ;  bring  me  to  a  Jullice. 

Hojl.  Yes,  come,  you  flarv'd  blood-hound. 

Dol.  Goodman  death,  goodman  bones !  — 

HoJ},  Thou  Atomy,  thou  ! 

DoL  Come,  you  thin  thing :  come,  you  rafcal  f 

Bead.  Very  well.  ^Exeunt, 

SCENE,  a  publkk  Place  near  Weftmin{ler-yf^%,. 

Enter  tnjoo  Grocms,  Jir ending  rujhes. 

I  Groom,  T\  yr  ^  ^  ^  rufhes,  more  rufhes. 

j^yjL     %  Groom,  The  trumpets  have  founded' 
twice. 

I  Groom,  It  will  be  two  of  the  clock  ere  they  come 
from  the  Coronation :  difpatch,  difpatch. 

\Exeunt  Grooms^. 

Enter  FalftafF,  Shallow,  Piflol,  Bardolph,  and  the  Boy. 

Fal.  Stand  here  by  me,  m after  Robert  Shallow,  I  will 
make  the  King  do  you  grace  :  I  will  leer  upon  him  as  he- 
comes  by,  and  do  but  mark  the  countenance  that  he 
will  give  me. 

Fiji,  Blefs  thy  lungs,  good  Knight. 

FaL  Come  here,  Pijlol,  ftand  behind  me.  G,  if  I 
had  had  time  to  have  m^de  new  liveries,  I  would  have 
bellow'd  the  thoufand  pound  I  borrowed  of  you.  But  it 
is  no  matter,  this  poor  Show  doth  better  ;  this  doth  in- 
fer the  zeal  I  had  to  fee  him. 

Shal.  It  doth  fc 

Fal.  It  fhews  my  ear^eilnefs  of  ^ffedtiono 

Pifi,  It  doth  fo. 

Fat,  My  devotion. 

Fiji,  It  doth,  it  doth,  it  doth. 

FaL  As  it  were,  to  ride  day  and  night,  and  not  to 
deliberate,  not  to  remember,  not  to  have  f)aLtiengc  ,to 
iliiftme.  :    ^  ' 

ShaL  It  is  moft  certain* 

FaL  But  to  ftand  ftained  with  travel,  atid  f;weatin^ 
with  defir^  to  fee  him,  thinking  of  nothing  elfe,  putting 

all 
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all  affairs  elfe  in  oblivion,  as  if  there  were  nothing  cUe 
to  be  done  but  to  fee  him. 

PiJ},  'Tis  femper  idem ;  for  ahfqiie  hoc  7iihil  ejl,  'Tis 
all  in  every  part. 

Shal.  'Tis  fo,  indeed. 

P//?.  My  Knight,  I  will  enflame  thy  noble  liver,  and 
make  thee'rage. 

Thy  Dol  and  Helen  of  thy  noble  tkoughts 
Is  in  bafe  durance  and  contagious  prifon  ; 
Haul'd  thither  by  mechanick  dirty  hands. 
Rowze  up  revenge  from  Ebon  den,  vi^ith  fell  AkBo^ 
fnake, 

For  Dol  is  in.    Flfiol  fpeaks  nought  but  truth. 
FaL  I  will  deliver  her. 

Ptjl,  There  roar'd  the  fea;  and  trumpet-clangour 
founds. 

7he  'Trumpets  found.    Enter  the  King,  and  his  train, 

Fd.  God  fave  thy  Grace,  King  Hal^  my  royal  Hall 
Fiji,  The  hcav'ns  thee  guard  and  keep,  moil  royal 
imp  of  fame ! 

FaL  God  fave  thee,  my  fweet  boy  I 
King,  My  Lord  Chief  Juftice,  fpeak  to  that  vain  man; 
Ch.  Ji-tfi.  Have  you  your  wits  ?  know  you,  what  'tis 
you  fpeak  ? 

Fal.  My  King,  my  Jo^ve^  I  fpeak  to  thee,  my  heart! 

King.  I  know  thee  not,  old  man  :  fall  to  thy  prayers  : 
How  ill  white  hairs  become  a  fool  and  jefter  i 
J  have  long  dream'd  of  fuch  a  kind  of  man. 
So  furfeit-Aveird,  fo  old,  and  fo  profane ; 
But,  being  awake,  I  do  defpife  my  dream. 
Make  lefs  thy  body,  (hence  ! )  and  more  thy  grace  ; 
Leave  gormandizing.    Know,  the  Grave  doth  gape 
For  thee,  thrice  wider  than  for  other  men. 
Reply  not  to  me  with  a  fool- born  jeft^ 
Prefume  not,  that  1  am  the  thing  I  was : 
For  heav'n  doth  know,  fo  lhall  the  world  perceive. 
That  I  have  turn'd  away  m^  former  felf, 
£0  will  I  thofe  that  kept  me  company. 
When  thou  doft  hear  I  am  as  I  have  been. 

Approach 
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Approach  me,  and  thou  (halt  be  as  thou  wafi:. 

The  tutor  and  the  feeder  of  my  riots ; 

Till  then  I  banilh  thee,  on  pain  of  death, 

As  I  have  done  the  reft  of  my  mif- leaders, 

Not  to  come  near  our  perfon  by  tea  miles. 

For  competence  of  life,  I  will  allow  you, 

That  lack  of  means  enforce  you  not  to  Evil : 

And,  as  we  hear  you  do  reform  your  felves, 

We  will  according  to  your  ftrengths  and  qualities 

Give  you  advancement.    Be't  your  charge,  my  lord. 

To  fee  performed  the  tenour  of  our  word. 

Set  on.  lEx.  KUigy  hzl 

Fal,  Mafter  Shallow,  I  owe  you  a  thoufand  pound. 

ShaL  Ay,  marry y  Sir  Jobny  which  I  befeech  you  to 
let  me  have  home  with  me. 

Fal.  That  can  hardly  be,  Mr.  Shallow,  Do  notyoa 
grieve  at  this ;  I  fliall  be  fent  for  in  private  to  him.: 
look  you,  he  mull  feem  thus  to  the  world.  Fear  not 
your  advancement,  I  will  be  the  man  yet  that  lhall 
make  you  great. 

ShaL  I  cannot  perceive  how,  unlefs  you  give  me 
your  doublet,  and  ftufF  me  out  with  ftraw.  1  befeech 
you,  good  Sir  John^  let  me  have  five  hundred  of  my 
thoufand, 

FaL  Sir,  I  will  be  as  good  as  my  word;    This,  that 

you  heard,  was  but  a  colour,  

ShaU  A  colour,  I  fear,  that  you  will  die  in.  Sir 

John. 

FaL  Fear  no  colours:  go  with  me  to  dinner:  come, 
lieutenant  ?ifiol\  come,  Bardolph.  i  fliall  be  feat  for 
foon  at  night. 

Enter  Chief  Juflice  and  Prince  John,^ 

Ch.  Juft,  Go,  carry  Sir  John  Falftaff  to  the  Fleets 
Take  all  his  company  along  with  hitn. 

FaL  My  lord,  my  lord,— — 

Ch.  Juft.  I  cannot  now  fpe^,  I  will  hear  yoa  foon. 
Take  them  away. 
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Pijl,  Si  fortuna  me  tormento,  fpera  me  contento.  (20) 

{Exeunt; 

Manent  Lancafter,  and  Chief  Jufiice, 
Lan,  I  like  this  fair  proceeding  of  the  King's. 

He  hath  intent,  his  wonted  followers 

Shall  all  be  very  well  provided  for  ; 

But  they  are  banifh'd,  till  their  converfations 

Appear  more  wife  and  modeft  to  the  world. 
Ch.Jtift.  And  fo  they  are. 

Lan,  The  King  hath  calPd  his  Parliament,  my  lord. 
Ch,  Juft.  He  hath. 

Lan.  1  will  lay  odds,  that  ere  this  year  expire, 
We  bear  our  civil  fwords  and  native  fire 
As  far  as  France,    I  heard  a  bird  fo  fing, 
Whofe  mufick,  to  my  thinking,  pleas'd  the  King. 
Come,  will  you  hence  ?  {Exeunt. 

(10)  5/  Fortuna  me  tormento,  fpera  me  contento, '\  This  falfe 
Italian  is  not  from  the  Editors,  but  purpofely  from  the  Au- 
thor. Tifiol,  as  an  ignorant  Fellow,  but  an  AfFefter  of  Lan- 
guages, quotes  a  Scrap  he  has  heard,  at  all  Adventures  ;  not 
knowing  whether  he  is  right,  or  believing  that  any  of  the 
Company  know.  It  feems  to  me  a  Fragment  from  fome 
Chanfon,  or  Madrigal  5  and,  perhaps,  ftood  thus,  in  the  Ori- 
ginal. 

Si  Fortuna  me  tormenta^ 

La  Speranza  me  contenta* 
If  Fortune  affli(5t  me,  I'll  wrap  my  felf  up  contented  in  the  hope 
of  her  growing  kinder. 


E  P  I* 


EPILOGUE 


Spoken  by  a  Dancer, 

FIRST,  my  fear  I  then,  my  courfjie  i  laji\  my  fpeech. 
My  fear  is  your  dijflcafure ;  my  courffiey  my  duty  $ 
and  my  fpeech,  to  beg  your  pardons.  If  you  look  for  a 
good  fpeech  nouu,  you  undo  me ;  for  ^hat  I  haue  to  fay 
is  of  ?m7ie  o^n  making,  and  nxhat,  indeed,  I  fpould  fay, 
nxnll,  I  doubt,  proue  mine  o^n  marring.  But  to  the 
purpofe,  and  fo  to  the  ^venture.  Be  it  knonxm  to  youy 
( as  it  is  ^ery  ivell )  I  ^uas  lately  here  in  the  end  of 
a  difpleafing  Play,  to  pray  your  patience  for  it,  and 
to  promife  you  a  better,  I  did  mean,  indeed,  to  pay 
you  n^ith  this ;  <which  if  like  an  ill  njenture,  it  come 
unluckily  home,  1  break-,  and  you,  my  gentle  creditors, 
lofe.  Here,  I  promifed  you,  I  nxjould  be,  and  here  / 
commit  my  body  to  your  mercies  :  bate  me  fome,  and  I 
^ill  pay  you  fome,  and,  as  mojl  debtors  do,  promife  you 
infinitely. 

If  my  tongue  cannot  entreat  you  to  acquit  me,  njoill  y&u. 
command  me  to  ufe  my  legs  ?  and  yet  that  fwere  but  light 
payment,,  to  dance  out  of  your  debt :  but  a  good  confidence 
n.vill  make  any  pofilible  fiatisfiaSiicn,  and  fio  'will  /.  All 
the  gentlenjjomen  here  hanje  fiorginjen  'me ;  ifi  the  gentle^ 
men  <will  not,  then  the  gentlemen  do  not  agree  ^voith  the 
gentleivomen,  ^hich  avas  newer  fieen  befiore  in  fiuch  an 
cfifiembly. 

One  njoord  more,  I  befieech  you ;  ifi  you  be  not  too  much 
cloyd  njuith  fiat  meat,  cur  humble  author  n,vill  continue 
the  fiory  ^ith  Sir  John  in  ity  and  make  you  merry  <with 
fiair  Catharine  ofi  France ;  n,vhere,  for  any  thing  I 
knouj^  FalllafF  fi:all  die  ofi  a  S<weaty  unlefis  already  he 

be 


EPILOGUE. 

hlTd  'With  your  hard  opinions:  for  Oldcattle  </W  « 

Itartyr,   Md  this  is  not  the  man.    My  tongue  ts  i^ea- 
^yl  Uhen  n.y  legs  are  too,    I  'u.ill  hid  you  good  mght 
and  fo  kneel  do^n  before  you;  but,  indeed,  to  fray  for 
the  ^een^ 
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H  E  N  R  r  V. 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 

KING  U^my  the  Fifth. 
Duke  of  Gloucefter,  1 

Duke  of  Bedford,      C  Brothers  to  the  King. 
Duke  of  Clarence,  j 

Duke  of  York,     1  rr  j    .  v 
Duiec/EK,t»,  i  Uncles  to  the  K»ng. 

Earl  of  SalilLury. 
Earl  of  Weftmorland. 
Earl  of  Warwick. 
Archhijhop  of  Canterbury^ 
Bijhop  of  Ely. 

Earl  of  Cambridge,  1 

Lord  Scroop,  >  Confpirators  againji  the  King. 

Sir  Thomas  Grey,  j 

5/>  Thomas  Erpingham, 
Govver,  / 

Fluellen,  ^Officers  in  King  Henry  V  Army, 

Mackmorris,  I 
Jamy,  J 

Nym,  "J 

Bardolph,  \  Formerly  Servants  to  FalftaiF,  nonv  Soldiers 
Piftol,       I     in  the  King's  Army, 
Boy,  3 


Bates,  1 
Court,        >  Soldiers. 
Williams,  j 


Charles,  King  of  France^ 

The  Dauphin.  ^^^^^ 


Duke  of  Burgundy, 

Conflable,  •> 
Orleans,  / 

Rambures,    ^  French  Lords. 
Eourbon,  v 
Grandpree,  J 

Go<vernour  of  Harfleur.  '  . 

Mountjoy,  a  Jierald,  ' 
Amhaffadors  to  the- King.  ^'Engjand. 

Ifabel,  ^een>  of  France. 

Catharine,  Daughter  to  the  King  of  France. 

Alice,  a  Lady  attending  on  the  Princefs  Catharine. 

Quickly,  Piftorj  Wifi,  an  Hoflefs. 

CHORUS. 

Lords,  Mejfengers,  French  and  Engliih  Soldiers^ 
twith  other  Attendants, 


The  Scene,  at  the  beginning  of  the  Play^  lies  m 
England ;  but  afterwards,  wholly  in  France. 


PRO- 


PROLOGUE. 

Ofor  a  Mufe  of  fire,  that  nvould  afcend 
The  brightefi  hewven  of  in'vention  ! 
A  kingdom  for  a  fiage^  Princes  to  a5}. 
And  Monarchs  to  beheld  the  fuelling  fcene  f 
Then  fhould  the  warlike  Harry,  like  himfelf 
AJfume  the  port  of  Mars ;  and,  at  his  heels, 
(  Leajht  in^  like  hounds,)  Jhould famine,  fnjoord  and fre 
Crouch  for  employment.    Pardon,  gentles  all, 
The  fat  unraifed  fpirit,  that  hath  dard. 
On  this  unwuorthy  fcaffold,  to  bring  forth 
So  great  an  ohjeSi,    Can  this  Cock-pit  hold 
The  'vafy  field  of  France  ^  or  may  nve  crami 
Within  this  njjooden  O,  the  'very  cajkes 
That  did  affright  the  air,  at  Agincourt  ? 
Oy  pardon-,  fince  a  cr  coked  figure  may. 
Attejt  in  little  place  a  million ; 
And  let  us,  cyphers  to  this  great  accompty^ 
On  your  imaginary  forces  ^ork, 
Suppofe,  within  the  girdle  of  thefe  'walls 
Are  noiAj  ccnfind  tnjoo  mighty  monarchies ; 
Whofe  high- up-rear edy  and  abutting  front 
The  perillous  narrow  ocean  parts  afunder. 
Piece  out  our  imperfeBians  ^ithyour  thoughts  : 
Into  a  thoufand parts  divide  one  man. 
And  make  imaginary  puiffance  t 
Think,  'when  'we  talk  of  horfes^  that  you  fee  them 
Printing  their  proud  hoofs  i  th^  receiving  earth. 
For  ''tis  your  thoughts  that  novu  mujl  deck  our  Kings^ 
Carry  them  here,  and  there  jumping  o'er  times  i 
Turning  th*  accomplijhment  of  mc^ny  years 
Into  an  hour-glafs :  for  the  which  fupply. 
Admit  me  Chorus  to  this  hiftory  ; 
Who,  prologue-like,  your  humble  patience  pray. 
Gently  tQ  bear,  kindly  to  judge,  our  Play. 


The    LIFE  of 

King  HENRT  V.  (i) 


ACT  L 

SCENE,  Jn  Antechamber  in  the  Englilh. 
Court y  at  Kenil worth. 

Enter  the  Anhbtjhop   of  Canterbury,  and  Bijhop 
2/- Ely. 

Archhljhop  ^Canterbury. 

Y  lord,  ni  tell  you;  that  felf  bilUs  urg'd. 
Which,  in  th'  eleventh  year  o*  th'  laft 

King's  reign, 
Was  like,  and  had,  indeed,  againft  us  paft, 
But  that  the  fcambling  and  unquiet  time 
Did  pufh  it  out  of  further  queftion. 
Ely,  But  how,  my  lord,  fliall  we  refill  it  now  ? 

(i)  Ti&tf  Life  of  AT.  Henry.J  The  Tranfa£lions  comprizM  in 
this  Hiftorical  Play,  commence  about  the  latter  end  of  the  firft, 
and  terminate  in  the  8th  Year  of  this  King's  reign  5  when  he 
married  Catharine  Princcfs  of  France,  and  clofed  up  the  Differ 
rcnces  b«twixt  England  and  that  Crown, 

Cant^ 


286  King  Henry  V; 

Cant.  It  muft  be  thought  on  :  if  it  pafs  agalnft  us. 
We  lofe  the  better  half  of  our  pofielTion  : 
For  all  the  temporal  lands,  which  men  devout 
By  teftament  have  given  to  the  Church, 
Would  they  ftrip  from  us ;  being  valu'd  thus. 
As  much  as  would  maintain,  to  the  King's  honour. 
Full  fifteen  Earls  and  fifteen  hundred  Knights, 
Six  thoufand  and  two  hundred  good  Efquires : 
And  to  relief  of  lazars,  and  weak  age 
Of  indigent  faint  fouls,  paft  corporal  toil, 
A  hundred  alms-houfes,  right  well  fupply'd  ; 
And  to  the  coffers  of  the  King,  befide, 
A  thoufand  pounds  by  th'  year.    Thus  runs  the  bill. 

Ely,  This  would  drink  deep. 

Cant.  'Twould  drink  the  cup  and  all, 

Ely.  But  what  prevention  ? 

Cant.  The  King  is  full  of  grace  and  fair  regard. 

Ely.  And  a  true  lover  of  the  holy  Church. 

Cant.  The  courfes .of  his  youth  promised  it  not.; 
The  breath  no  fooner  left  his  father's  body. 
But  that  his  wildnefs,  mortifyM  iahim, 
Seem'd  to  die  too  ;  yea,  at  that  very  moment, 
Confideration,  like  an  angel,  came, 
And  whipt  th'  offending  Ada?n  out  of  him  ; 
Leaving  his  Body  as  a  Paradife, 
T'invelope  and  contain  celeftial  fpirits. 
Never  was  fuch  a  fudden  fcholar  made : 
Never  came  reformation  in  a  flood 
With  fuch  a  heady  current,  fcow'ring  faults : 
Nor  ever  /iy^r^^-headed  wilfulnefs 
So  foon  did  lofe  his  feat,  and  all  at  once. 
As  in  this  King. 

Ely^  We're  blefTed  in  the  change. 

Cant.  Hear  him  but  reafon  in  divinity, 
And,  all-admiring,  Vv^ith  an  inward  wifh 
You  would  defire,  theK^ng  were  made  a  Prelate. 
Hear  him  debate  of  common-wealth  affairs. 
You  d  fay,  iihath  been  all  in  ail  his  iludy. 
Lift  his  difcourfe  of  war,^  and  you  ihall  hear 
A  fearful  battle  rendered  you  in  mufick. 

Turn 
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Turn  him  to  any  caufe  of  policy. 

The  Gordian  knot  of  it  he  will  unloofe. 

Familiar  as  his  garter.    When  he  fpeaks. 

The  air,  a  chartered  libertine,  is  ftill  ; 

And  the  mute  wonder  lurketh  in  men's  ears. 

To  fteal  his  fweet  and  honied  fentences  : 

So  that  the  A61,  and  pradlic  part  of  life,  {2) 

Muft  be  the  miilrefs  to  this  theorique. 

Which  is  a  wonder  how  his  Grace  Ihould  glean  it. 

Since  his  addidlion  was  to  courfes  vain  ; 

His  companies  unletter'd,  rude  and  lhallow  ; 

His  hours  filPd  up  with  riots,  banquets,  fports ; 

And  never  noted  in  him  any  ftudy, 

Any  retirement,  any  fequeftration 

From  open  haunts  and  popularity. 

Ely,  The  Strawberry  grows  underneath  the  nettle. 
And  wholfom  berries  thrive,  and  ripen  bell. 
Neighboured  by  fruit  of  bafer  quality  : 
And  fo  the  Prince  obfcur'd  his  contemplation 
Under  the  veil  of  wildnefs ;  which,  no  doubt. 
Grew  like  the  fummer  grafs,  fafleft  by  night, 
Unfeen,  yet  crefcive  in  his  faculty. 

Ca7it,  It  mull  be  fo  ;  for  miracles  are  ceasM  : 
And  therefore  we  muft  needs  admit  the  means. 
How  things  are  perfefled. 

Ely.  But,  my  good  lord. 
How  now  for  mitigation  of  this  bill, 

(2)  So  that  the  Art  and  pra£lic  fart  of  Life  yl  All  the  Editions, 
if  I  am  not  deceiv'd,  are  guilty  of  a  flight  Corruption  in  this 
Paflage.  The  Archbifhop  has  been  (hewing,  what  a  Mafter  the 
King  was  in  the  Theory  of  Divinity,  War  and  Policy :  fo  that 
it  muft  be  cxpedled  (as  I  conceive,  he  would  infer  j )  that  the 
King  {hould  now  wed  that  Theory  to  Aftion,  and  the  putting 
the  feveral  parts  of  his  Knowledge  into  praftice.  If  this  be  our 
Author's  Meaning,  I  think,  we  can  hardly  doubt  but  he  wrote. 

So  that  the  A£l,  and  praBiCy  &c. 
Thus  we  have  a  Confonance  in  the  Terms  and  Senfc.  For 
Theory  is  the  Art,  and  Study  of  the  Rules  of  any  Science  j 
and  Adlion,  the  Exemplification  of  thofe  Rules  by  Proof  and 
Experiment* 

Urg'd 
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Urg'd  by  the  Commons  ?  doth  his  Majeft/ 
Incline  to  it,  or  no  ? 

Cant.  He  Teems  indifferent ; 
Or  rather  fwaying  more  upon  our  part. 
Than  cherifhing  th'  exhibiters  againll  us. 
For  I  have  made  an  offer  to  his  Majefty., 
Upon  our  fpiritual  Convocation  ; 
And  in  regard  of  caufes  now  in  hand. 
Which  I  have  opened  to  his  Grace  at  large. 
As  touching  France,  to  give  a  greater  Sum, 
Than  ever  at  one  time  the  Clergy  yet 
Did  to  his  predeceffors  part  withal. 

Ely,  How  did  this  offer  feem  receiv'd,  my  lord  ^ 

Cant,  With  good  acceptance  of  his  Majefty  : 
Save  that  there  was  not  time  enough  to  hear 
(As,  Iperceiv'd,  his  Grace  would  fain  have  done) 
The  feverals,  and  unhidden  paffages 
Of  his  true  titles  to  fome  certain  Dukedoms, 
And,  generally,  to  the  Crown  of  Fr^«r^, 
Deriv'd  from  Ednijard\ii% gxt2X  grandfather. 
^  Ely*  What  was  th'  impediment,  that  broke  this  off  ? 

Cant,  The  Fr^^nch  Ambaffador  upon  that  inftant 
Crav'd  audience;  and  the  hour,  I  think,  is  come 
To  give  him  hearing.    Is  it  four  o'  clock  ? 

Ely,  It  is. 

Cant,  Then  go  we  in  to  know  his  embaffie  : 
Which  I  could  with  a  ready  guefs  declare. 
Before  the  Frenchman  fpeaks  a  word  of  it. 

Ely,  I'll  wait  upon  you,  and  I  long  to  heat  it.  \Exe. 

SCENE  opem  to  the  Prefencc. 

Enter  K'^g  Henry y  Gloucefter,  Bedford,  Clarence, 
Warwick,  Weibnorland,  and  Exeter, 

K.  Henry,  TT7HERE  is  my  gracious  lo.rd  of  Can- 
Y  V    terl?ury  P 
Exe.  Not  here  in  prefence. 
K,  Henry,  Send  for  him,  good  uncle. 
Wejf,  Shall  we  call  in  th'  ambaffador,  my  Liege :?  - 

Henry. 
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K.  Henry,  Not  yet,  my  coufin  ;  we  would  be  refolv  d, 
Before  we  hear  him,  of  fome  things  of  weight. 
That  tafk  our  thoughts,  concerning  us  and  France, 

Enter  the  Archbi/hop  of  C^XitQxhwryy  and  Bljhop  of  Ely. 

Cant.  God  and  his  angels  guard  your  facred  throuCj 
And  make  you  long  become  it ! 

AT.  Henry.  Sure,  we  thank  you. 
My  learned  lord,  we  pray  you  to  proceed  ; 
And  julHy  and  rcligioufly  unfold, 
Why  the  law  Salih,  that  they  have  in  France^ 
Or  fhould,  or  Ihould  not,  bar  us  in  our  claim. 
And,  God  forbid,  my  dear  and  faithful  lord. 
That  you  (hould  fafhion,  wrell,  or  bow  your  reading  ^  ' 
Or  nicely  charge  your  underftanding  foul 
With  opening  titles  mifcreate,  whofe  right 
Sutes  not  in  native  colours  with  the  truth.  ' 
For,  God  doth  know,  how  many  now  in  health 
Shall  drop  their  blood,  in  approbation 
Of  what  your  reverence  fhall  incite  us  to. 
Therefore  take  heed,  how  you  impawn  our  perfon  i 
How  you  awake  our  fleeping  fword  of  war : 
We  charge  you  in  the  name  of  God,  take  heed. 
For  never  two  fuch  kingdoms  did  contend 
Without  much  fall  of  blood  \  whofe  guiltlefs  drops 
Are  every  one  a  woe,  a  fore  complaint, 
'Gainft  him,  whofe  wrong  gives  edge  unto  the  fwords. 
That  make  fuch  wafte  in  brief  mortality. 
Under  this  conjuration,  fpeak,  my  lord; 
For  we  will  hear,  note,  and  believe  in  heart. 
That  what  you  fpeak  is  in  your  confcience  wafht. 
As  pure  as  fin  with  baptifm. 

Cant,  Then  hear  me,  gracious  Sovereign,  and  you  Peers, 
That  owe  your  lives,  your  faith,  and  fervices. 
To  this  imperial  throne.    There  is  no  bar 
To  make  againft  your  Highnefs'  claim  to  France^ 
But  this  which  they  produce  fxqm  Pharamond i 
In  terram  Salicam  Mulieres  ne  fuccedant  i 
No  Woman  /hall fucceed  in  Salike  land: 
Which  Salike  land  the  French  unjuftly  gloze 
V  o  L.  IV.  N  T« 


290         King  Henry.  T. 

To  be  the  realm  of  Franccy  and  Pharajnoni 

The  founder  of  this  law  and  female  bar. 

Yet  their  own  authors  faithfully  affirm. 

That  the  land  ^alike  1  les  in  Germany^ 

Between  the  floods  of  Sala  and  of  Ehe : 

W\i^rQ  Charles  the  great,  having  fubdu'd  the  Saxoni^, 

There  left  behind  and  fettled  certain  French  : 

Who,  holding  in  difdain  the  German  women. 

For  fome  difhonell:  manners  of  their  life, 

Eftablifht  then  this  law;  to  wit,  no  female 

Should  be  inheritrix  in  Sa/i^e  land  : 

Which  Salike,  as  I  faid,  'twixt  Ehe  and  Sala, 

Is  at  this  day  in  Germany  call'd  Meifen, 

Thus  doth  it  well  appear,  the  Balike  law 

Was  not  devifed  for  the  realm  of  France  % 

Nor  did  the  French  poITefs  the  ^alike  land. 

Until  four  hundred  one  and  twenty  years 

After  defundion  of  King  Pharamondy 

(Idly  fuppos'd,  the  founder  of  this  law;) 

Who  died  within  the  year  of  our  redemption 

Four  hundred  twenty  fix ;  and  Charles  the  great, 

Subdu'd  the  Saxonsy  and  did  feat  the  French 

Beyond  the  river  Sala  in  the  year 

Eight  hundred  five.    Befides,  their  writers  fay. 

King  Pepin,  which  depofed  Childerick, 

Did  as  heir  general  (being  defcended 

OiBlithild,  which  was  daughter  to  King  Clothair) 

Make  claim  and  title  to  the  Crown  of  France. 

Hugh  Capet  alfo,  who  ufurp'd  the  Crown 

Of  Charles  the  Duke  of  Lorain^  fole  heir  male 

Of  the  true  line  and  ftock  of  Charles  the  great. 

To  fine  his  title  with  fome  fhews  of  truth, 

(Though,  in  pure  truth,  it  was  corrupt  and  naught) 

Conveyed  himfelf  as  heir  to  th'  lady  Lingare, 

Dau9;hter  to  Charlemainy  who  was  the  fon 

To  Le^vis  the  Emperor,  which  was  the  fon 

Of  Charles  the  great.    Alfo  King  Lenx)is  the  ninth. 

Who  was  fole  heir  to  the  ufurper  Capet, 

Could  not  keep  quiet  in  his  confcierice, 

Wearing  th^  Crown  of  France^  'till  fatisfy*d 

^  That 
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That  fair  Queen  Ifabel,  his  grandmother. 

Was  lineal  of  the  lady  Ermengcre^ 

Daughter  to  Charles  the  forefaid  Duke  of  Lcrain  : 

By  the  which  match  the  line  of  Charles  the  great 

Was  re-nnited  to  the  Crown  of  France, 

So  that,  as  clear  as  is  the  fummer's  fun. 

King  Pepin  s  title,  and  Hugh  Capefs  claim. 

King  Leivis  his  Satisfadion,  all  appear 

To  hold  in  right  and  title  of  the  female. 

So  do  the  Kings  of  France  until  this  day  : 

Howbeit  they  would  hold  up  this  S alike  law. 

To  bar  your  Highnefs  claiming  from  the  female  i 

And  rather  chufe  to  hide  them  in  a  net. 

Than  amply  to  imbare  their  crooked  titles,  (3) 

Ufurpt  from  you  and  your  progenitors. 

K.  Henry.  May  I  with  right  and  confcience  m.ake  this 
claim  ? 

C^nt.  The  fm  upon  my  head,  dread  Sovereign  !• 
For  in  the  book  of  Numbers  it  is  writ. 
When  the  fon  dies,  let  the  inheritance 
Defcend  unto  the  daughter.    Gracious  lord. 
Stand  for  your  own,  unwind  your  bloody  flag  : 
Look  back  into  your  mighty  anceflors ; 
<jo,  my  dread  lord,  to  your  great  grandfire's  tomb. 
From  whom  you  claim  5  invoke  his  warlike  fpirit. 
And  your  great  uncle  £'^w^r^the  black  Prince  \ 
Who  on  the  French  ground  play'd  a  Tragedy, 
Making  defeat  on  the  full  pow'r  of  France  ; 

(3)  Than  openly  imbrace]  This  is  Mr.  Pcj>e*s  reading,  and 
not  any  ways  authorized  that  I  can  find.  But  where  is  the 
Antithefts  betwixt  hide  in  the  preceding  Line,  and  imbrace  in 

this  ?  The  two  old  Follows  read,   Than  amply  to  imbarre  But 

-here  is  a  flight  Corruption  in  the  Spelling,  by  the  fupcrfiiious 
Reduplication  of  a  Letter,    We  certainly  muft  either  read  (as 

Mr.  JVarburton  advis'd  me,)    Than  amply  to  imbare  ■ 

(or  as  I  had  fufpedled,  unbare]  )  i.  e.  lay  open,  make  naked, 
difplay  to  View.  1  am  furprizM,  Mr.  Pope  did  not  flart  this 
Conjedure,  as  Mr.  Roive  has  l^d  the  way  to  it  in  his  Edition, 
who  reads  ; 

Than  amply  to  make  bare  their  crooked  Titles, 

N  z  While 
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While  his  moft  mighty  Father,  on  a  hill. 

Stood  fmiling,  to  behold  his  Lion's  whelp 

Forage  in  blood  of  French  Nobility. 

O  noble  Englijh^  that  could  entertain 

With  half  their  forces  the  full  pow'r  of  France ; 

And  let  another  half  fland  laughing  by, 

All  out  of  work,  and  cold  for  adion  ! 

Ely,  Awake  remembrance  of  thefe  valiant  dead. 
And  with  your  puifTant  arm  renew  their  feats ! 
You  are  their  heir,  you  fit  upon  their  throne  ; 
The  blood,  and  courage,  that  renowned  them. 
Runs  in  your  veins  ;  and  my  thrice  puifTant  Liege 
Is  in  the  very  M^j>  morn  of  his  youth, 
jRipe  for  exploits  and  mighty  enterprifes. 

Exe,  Your  brother  Kings  and  Monarchs  of  the  earth 
Do  all  expeft  that  you  Ihould  rouze  your  felf ; 
As  did  the  former  Lions  of  your  blood. 

Wejl*  They  know,  your  Grace  hath  caufe ;  and 
means  and  might  (4) 
So  hath  your  Highnefs ;  never  King  of  England 
Had  Nobles  richer,  and  more  loyal  Subjeds ; 
Whofe  hearts  have  left  their  bodies  here  in  England^ 
And  lie  pavilion'd  in  the  field  of  France, 

Cant,  O,  let  their  bodies  follow,  my  dear  Liege, 
With  blood  and  fword,  and  fire,  to  win  your  right : 
In  aid  whereof,  we  of  the  Spiritualty 
Will  raife  your  Highnefs  fuch  a  mighty  fum. 
As  never  did  the  Clergy  at  one  time 
Bring  in  to  any  of  your  anceftors. 

K,  Henry,  We  muft  not  only  arm  t'invade  the  French^ 
But  lay  down  our  proportions  to  defend 
Againft  the^^rc/,  who  will  make  road  upon  us 
With  all  advantages. 

(4J  They  knoiv  your  Grace  bath  cauje,  and  means  and  might  \ 

So  hatb  your  highnefs,  ne'ver  King  of  England 

Bad  Nobles  richer,  ]  Thus  has  this  Speech  hitherto  been 

moft  ftupidly  pointed,  without  any  regard  to  common  Senfe. 
As  I  have  regulated  it,  we  fee  the  Poet's  Drift,  and  com€  at  an 
cafy  and  natural  Reafonin^. 

Cant. 
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Cant.  They  of  thofe  Marches,  gracious  Sovereign, 

Shall  be  a  wall  fafficient  to  defend 

Our  Inland  from  the  pilfering  borderers. 

K.  Henry,  We  do  not  mean  the  courfing  fnatchers  only. 

But  fear  the  main  intendment  of  the  Scot, 

Who  hath  been  ftill  a  giddy  neighbour  to  us  : 

For  you  (hall  read,  that  my  great  grandfather 

Never  went  with  his  forces  into  France, 

But  that  the  Scot  on  his  unfurnifht  kingdom 

Came  pouring,  like  a  tide  into  a  breach. 

With  ample  and  brim  fulnefs  of  his  force ; 

Galling  the  gleaned  land  with  hot  aflays  ; 

Girding  with  grievous  fiege  caftles  and  towns ; 

That  Englandy  being  empty  of  defence. 

Hath  (hook,  and  trembled,  at  th'  ill  neighbourhood. 
Cant.  She  hath  been  then  more  fear'd  than  harm^d^ 
my  Liege ; 
For  hear  her  but  exampled  by  her  felf ; 
When  all  her  chivalry  hath  been  in  France, 
And  (he  a  mourning  v^idow  of  her  Nobles, 
She  hath  her  felf  not  only  well  defended. 
But  taken  and  impounded  as  a  ftray 
The  King  of  Scots  \  whom  fhe  did  fend  to  France, 
To  (ill  King  Rd^ivard's  fame  with  prifoner  Kings  y 
And  make  his  chronicle  as  rich  with  praife, 
As  is  the  ouzy  bottom  of  the  Sea 
With  funken  wreck  and  fumlefs  treafuries. 

Ely*  But  there's  a  faying  very  old  and  true, 
Jf  that  you  ^ill^xzxiQ.Q^in,  thenivith  Scotland  frji  begin. 
For  once  the  Eagle  England  being  in  prey. 
To  her  unguarded  neft  the  Weazel,  Scot, 
Comes  fneaking,  and  fo  fucks  her  princely  eggs  y 
Playing  the  Moufe  in  abfence  of  the  Cat, 
To  taint,  and  havock,  more  than  Ihe  can  eat.  (5) 

(5)  To  tear  and  havock  more  than pe  can  eat,']  'Tis  not  much 
the  Quality  of  the  Moufe  to  tear  the  Food  it  comes  at,  but  to 
run  over  and  defile  it.  The  old  Quarto  reads,j55>o//f  ;  and  the  tvo 
ftrft  folio's,  tame  f  from  which  laft  corrupted  Word,  I  think,  I 
have  retriev'd  the  Poet's  genuine  Reading,  taint, 

N  3  Exe. 
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Exe.  It  follows  then,  the  Cat  muft  ftay  at  homc^ 

Yet  that  is  but  a  'scus'd  necelTity  ;  (6) 

Since  we  have  locks  to  fafeguard  necefTaries, 

And  pretty  traps  to  catch  the  petty  thieves. 

Vv'hile  that  the  armed  hand  doth  fight  abroad, 

Th'  advifed  head  defends  it  felf  at  home  : 

For  Government,  though  high,  and  low,  and  lowerp 

Put  into  parts,  doth  keep  in  one  confent ; 

Congreeing  in  a  full  and  natural  clofe. 

Like  mufick. 

Cci?7f.  Therefore  heaven  doth  divide 
The  flate  of  man  in  divers  fundions, 
Setting  endeavour  in  continual  motion  : 
To  which  is  fixed,  as  an  aim  or  butt, 
Obedience  ;  for  fo  work  the  honey  Bees ; 
Creatures,  that  by  a  rule  in  nature  teach 
The  art  of  order  to  a  peopled  kingdom, 
-^'hey  have  a  King,  and  olhcers  of  fort ; 
Where  fome,  like  magiftrates,  correal  at  home  \ 
Others,  like  merchants,  venture  trade  abroad: 
Others,  like  foidiers,  armed  in  their  ftings, 
Make  boot  upon  the  fummer's  velvet  buds  : 
Which  pillage  they  with  merry  march  bring  home- 
To  the  tent-royal  of  their  Emperor  : 
Who,  bufied  in  his  majefly,  furveys 
The  fmging  mafon  building  roofs  of  gold  ; 
The  civil  citizens  kneading  up  the  honey  ; 
The  poor  mechanick  porters  crowding  in 
Their  heavy  burthens  at  his  narrow  gate  : 
The  fad-ey'd  Juftice  with  his  furly  hum. 
Delivering  o'er  to  executors  pale 
The  lazy  yawning  drone.    J  this  infer. 
That  many  things,  having  full  reference 

(6)  Yet  that  is  but  a  cursM  IJece^^uy So  the  old  Quarto.  The 
Jdios  read  crufiTd :  Neither  of  the  Words  convey  any  tolerable 
Idea  ;  but  give  us  a  counter-reafoning,  and  not  at  all  pertinent, 
^Tis  Exeter's  bufinefs  to  (hew,  there  is  no  real  Neceffity  for  lay- 
ing at  home  :  he  muft  therefore  mean,  that  tho*  there  be  a 
feeming  Necemty,  yet  it  is  one  that  may  be  well  excHs'd  and 
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To  one  confent,  may  work  contrarioufly  : 

As  many  arrows,  loofed  feveral  ways. 

Come  to  one  mark  :  as  many  ways  meet  in  one  town  ; 

As  many  frefh  ftreams  meet  in  one  fait  fea; 

As  many  lines  clofe  in  the  dial's  center  ; 

So  may  a  thoufand  adions,  once  a- foot. 

End  in  one  purpofe,  and  be  all  well  borne 

Without  defeat.    Therefore  to  Frajtce,  my  Liege, 

Divide  your  happy  England  into  four. 

Whereof  take  you  one  quarter  into  France  ; 

And  you  withal  fliall  make  all  Gallia  fhake : 

If  we,  with  thrice  fuch  powers  left  at  home, 

Cannot  defend  our  own  doors  from  the  dog, 

Let  us  be  worried  ;  and  our  Nation  lofe 

The  name  of  hardinefs  and  policy. 

K.  Hefiry.   Call  in  the  mefTengers,  fent  from  the 
Dauphin^ 

Now  are  we  well  refolvM  i  and  by  God's  help 
And  yours,  the  noble  fmews  of  our  power, 
France  being  ours,  we'll  bend  it  to  our  awe. 
Or  break  it  all  to  pieces.    There  we'll  fit, 
Ruling  in  ferge  and  ample  empery, 
O'er  France^  and  all  her  almoft  kingly  Dukedoms  i 
Or  lay  thefe  bones  in  an  unworthy  urn, 
Tomblefs,  with  no  remembrance  over  them. 
Either  our  Hillory  ftiall  with  full  mouth 
Speak  freely  of  our  ads ;  or  elfe  our  grave. 
Like  Turkijb  mute,  fliall  have  a  tonguelefs  mouth  ; 
Not  worfliipt  with  a  waxen  epitaph. 

Enter  Amhajfadors  of  France/ 

Now  are  we  well  prepar  d  to  know  the  pleafure 
Of  our  fair  coufm  Dauphin ;  for  we  hear. 
Your  greeting  is  from  him,  not  from  the  King. 

j^mZ,  May't  pleafe  your  Majefty  to  give  us  leave 
Freely  to  render  what  we  have  in  charge  : 
Or  fliall  we  fparingly  fliew  you  far  off 
The  Dauphins  meaning,  and  our  embaflie ? 

K,  Henry.  We  are  no  tyrant,  but  a  chrilHan  King, 
Unto  v/hofe  grace  our  paflion  is  as  fubjed, 

N  4  As 
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As  are  our  wretches  fetter'd  in  our  prifons : 
Therefore,  with  frank  and  with  uncurbed  plamnefs.. 
Tell  us  the  Dauphin  s  mind. 

Amh.  Thus  then,  in  few. 
Your  Highnefs,  lately  fending  into  France, 
Did  claim  fome  certain  Dukedoms  in  the  right 
Of  your  great  predecefTor,  ^^wWthe  third. 
In  anfwer  of  which  claim,  the  Prince  our  mafler 
Says,  that  you  favour  too  much  of  your  youth  ; 
And  bids  you  be  advis'd  :  there's  nought  in  France, 
That  can  be  with  a  nimble  galliard  won  ; 
You  cannot  revel  into  Dukedoms  there  : 
He  therefore  fends  you  (meeter  for  your  fpirit) 
This  tun  of  treafure  ;  and  in  lieu  of  this, 
Defires  you,  let  the  Dukedoms,  that  you  claim, 
Hear  no  more  of  you.    This  the  Dauphin  fpeaks; 
K>  Hemy.  What  treafure,  uncle  ? 
Exe.  Tennis-balls,  my  Liege. 
K.  Henry, Wt'i-Q  glad,  the  Dauphin  is  fo  pleafant  with 
His  prefent,  and  your  pains,  we  thank  you  for. 
When  we  have  matched  our  rackets  to  thefe  balls. 
We  will  in  France,  by  God's  grace,  play  a  fet, 
Shall  llrike  bis  father's  Crown  into  the  hazard, 
l^ell  him,  h\ith  made  a  match  with  fuch  a  wrangler 
That  all  the  Courts  of  France  will  be  difturb'd 
With  chaces.    h\A  we  underftand  him  well, 
How  he  comes  o'er  us  with  our  wilder  days; 
Not  meafuring,  what  ufe  we  made  of  them. 
We  never  valu'd  this  poor  feat  of  England, 
And  therefore,  living  hence,  did  give  our  felf 
To  barbVous  licence  ;  as  'tis  ever  common, 
7'hat  men  are  merrieil,  when  they  are  from  home. 
But  tell  the  Dauphin,  I  will  keep  my  State, 
Be  like  a  King,  and  ftiew  my  fail  of  Greatnefs ; 
When  I  do  rowze  me  in  my  throne  of  France, 
For  that  I  have  laid  by  my  Majedy, 
And  plodded  like  a  man  for  working  days; 
But  I  will  rife  there  with  fo  full  a  glory, 
That  I  will  dazzle  all  the  eyes  of  France ; 
Yea,  ftrike  the  Dauphin  blind  to  look  on  us. 
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And  tell  the  pleafant  Prince,  this  mock  of  his 

Hath  turned  his  balls  to  gun-ftones  ;  and  his  foul 

Shall  ftand  fore  charged  for  the  vvafleful  vengeance. 

That  (hall  fly  with  them  :   many  thoufand  widows 

Shall  this  his  Mock  mock  out  of  their  dear  husbands 

Mock  mothers  from  their  fons,  mock  caftles  down  :: 

And  fome  are  yet  ungotten  and  unborn, 

That  fhall  havecaufe  to  curfe  the  Dauphin\  fcorn. 

But  this  lies  all  within  the  will  of  God, 

To  whom  I  do  appeal  ;  and  in  whofe  name. 

Tell  you  the  Dauphin,  I  am  coming  on 

To  venge  me  as  I  may  ;  and  to  put  forth 

My  rightful  hand  in  a  well-hallow'd  caufe. 

So  get  you  hence  in  peace  ;  and  tell  the  Dauphin^ 

His  jeft  will  favour  but  of  fhallow  wit, 

When  thoufands  weep,  more  than  did  laugh  at  it. 

Convey  thejn  with  fafe  condudl.    Fare  ye  well. 

[Exeunt  Amha£adorSo- 

Exe,  This  was  a  merry  mefTage. 

K.  Henry,  We  hope  to  make  the  fender  blulh  at  it  r; 
Therefore,  my  lords,  omit  no  happy  hour, 
That  may  give  furthTance  to  our  expedition  ; 
For  we  have  now  no  thoughts  in  us  but  Framx, 
Savethofe  to  God,  that  run  before  our  bufmefs. 
Therefore,  let  our  proportions  for  thefe  v/ars 
Be  foon  colleded,  and  all  things  thought  upon. 
That  may  with  reafonable  fwiftnefs  add 
More  feathers  to  our  wings :  for,  God  before, 
We'll  chide  this  Dauphin,  at  his  father's  door. 
Therefore  let  every  man  nov/  task  his  thought, 
That  this  fair  ailion  may  onfoot  be  brought,  \Exminf\ 

Enter  Chorus. 

dhorus.  Now  air  the  youth  of  England  are  on  fiie^  (7) 

And 

(7)  Now  all  the  Toutb  of  Englanrl]  J  have  repls-ced  this 
Cborui  here,  by  the  Authority  of  the  Old  Folio's  j  and  ended^ 
the  firft  Aa,  as  the  Poet  certainly  intended.  Mr.  Pope  rtr- 
mov'd  it  becawfe  C^ays  He)  Thh  Chorus  maniff^^yr  U  interJtd: 
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And  filken  dalliance  in  the  wardrobe  lies : 

Now  thrive  the  armourers   and  honour's  thought 

Reigns  folely  in  the  bread  of  every  man. 

They  fell  the  pafture  now,  to  buy  the  horfe ; 

Following  the  mirror  of  atl  Chriftian  Khigs 

With  winged  heels,  as  EngLiJh  Mercuries, 

For  now  fits  Expedation  in  the  air, 

And  hides  a  fvvord  from  hilts  unto  the  point 

With  Crowns  imperial ;  Crowns,  and  Coronets,. 

Pron"is\i  to  Harry  and  his  followers. 

The  French,  advis'd  by  good  intelligence 

Of  this  moll  dreadful  preparation, 

Shake  in  their  fear;  and  with  pale  policy 

Seek  to  divert  the  EngUJh  purpofes. 

O  England  ?  model  to  thy  inward  greatnefs. 

Like  little  body  with  a  mighty  heart  j 

Whatmight'il  thou  do,  that  honour  would  thee  do. 

Were  all  thy  children  kind  and  natural ! 

Bat  fee,  thy  fault  France  hath  in  thee  found  out  -; 

A  neft  of  hollow  bofoms,  which  he  fills 

With  treacherous  crowns ;  and  three  corrupted  men, 

io  advertife  the  SpeBaton  of  the  Change  of  the  Scene  to  South- 
ampton j  and  therefere  ought  to  be  placed  juji  before  that  Change, 
and  not  here,  'Tis  true,  the  Spedtators  are  to  be  informed,  that;, 
when  they  next  fee  the  King,  they  are  to  fuppofe  him  at 
Southampton.  But  This  does  not  imply  any  Nece/fity  of  this 
Chorus  being  contiguous  to  that  Change.  On  the  contrary, 
the  very  concluding  Lines  vouch  abfolutely  againftit. 

But  till  the  King  come  forth^  and  not  till  then. 

Unto  Southampton  do  nuefmft  our  Scene, 
For  how  abfurd  is  fuch  a  Notice,  if  the  Scene  is  to  change,  fo 
foon  a§  ever  the  Chorus  quits  the  Stage  ?  Befides,  unlefs  this 
Chorus  be  prefix' d  to  the  Scene  betwixt  Nim,  Bardolph,  &c. 
We  fhall  draw  the  Poet  into  another  Abfurdity.  Pifol,  Nim,  and 
Bardolph  are  in  the  Scene  talking  of  going  to  the  Wars  in 
f'rance :  but  the  King  had  but  juft,  at  his  quitting  the 
Stage,  declared  his  Refolutions  of  commencing  this  War:  And 
•without  the  Inter'val  of  an  v^c7,  betwixt  that  Scene  and  the 
Comic  Charafters  cntring,  how  could  They  with  any  Proba- 
bility b^informed  of  this  intended  Expedition  ? 

One, 
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One,  Richard EsLvl  of  Cambridge,  and  the  fecond, 
Henry  Lord  Scroop  of  Majham,  and  the  third. 
Sir  Thomas  Grey  Knight  of  Northumherlandy 
Have  for  the  gilt  of  France  (O  guilt,  indeed  !) 
Confirmed  confpiracy  with  fearful  France : 
And  by  their  hands  this  grace  of  Kings  muft  die. 
If  hell  and  treafon  hold  their  promifes. 
Ere  He  take  Ihip  for  France ;  and  in  Southampton. 
Linger  your  patience  on,  and  well  digeft 
Th'  abufe  of  diflance,  while  we  force  a  play. 
The  fumis  paid,  the  traitors  are  agreed. 
The  King  is  fet  from  London,  and  the  fcene 
Is  now  tranfported,  gentles,  to  Southampton  : 
There  is  the  play-houfe  now,  there  muft  you  fit ; 
And  thence  to  France  Ihall  we  convey  you  fafe. 
And  bring  you  back;  charming  the  narrow  feas 
To  give  you  gentle  pafs  ;  for  if  we  may. 
We'll  not  offend  one  ftomach  with  our  play. 
But,  till  the  King  come  forth,  and  not  till  then, 


S  C  E  N       kfore  Qiric  K.L  Y'i  Hcuje  im 
Eaftcheap. 

EnUr  Corporal  Nim^  and  Lieutenant  BsLrdolph^  - 


[Exiti 


A    C  T 


IL 


B  A   R  D  O  L  P  H. 


friends  yet  ? 


ELL  met.  Corporal  Nim.  (8) 
Nim,  Good-morrow,  Lieutenant  J^^r^t?^/^'. 
Bard,  What,   are  Ancient  Pijiol  and  you 


Nim, 


(%)  Bard.  Well  met^  Corperal  Nim,]  I  have  ehofe  to  begin 
the  %^  4^  here^  jbwaufc  each  A€t  may  clofe  regularly  with  a 

Cboru:» 
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For  my  part,  I  care  not:  I  fay  little;  bat 
i^  hen  time  (liali  ferve,  there  fhall  be  Imiles  ;  but  that 
iliall  be  as  it  may.  1  dare  not  fight,  but  I  will  wink 
and  hold  out  mine  iron  ;  it  is  a  Emple  one  ;  but  what 
though  ?  it  will  toafl  cheefe,  and  it  will  endure  cold  as 
another  man's  fword  will ;  and  there's  an  end. 

B^rrd.  I  will  beflow  a  breakfaft  to  make  you  friends, 
and  we'll  be  all  three  fworn  brothers  to  Trance  :  let  it  be 
fo,  good  corporal  Ni?^, 

Nim.  F-aith,  I  will  live  fo  long  as  I  may,  that's  the 
certain  of  it ;  and  when  I  cannot  live  any  longer  I  will; 
do  as  I  may ;  that  is  my  reft,  that  is  the  rendezvous 
of  it.  , 

BafJ,  It  is  certain,  corporal,  that  he  is  married  to- 
Nel  ^ickly ;  and  certainly  Ihe  did  you  wrong,  for  yoa 
were  troth-plight  to  her. 

Ni/n.  I  cannot  tell,  things  mull  be  as  they  may ; 
men  may  fleep,  and  they  may  have  their  throats  about 
them  at  that  timej  and  fome  fay,  knives  have  edges  : 
it  muft  be  as  it  may  ;  tho'  patience  be  a  tirM  Mara, 
yet  (he  will  plod  ,  there  muft  he  conclufions ;  well,  I 
camiot  tell,  — 

ErJer  Piftbl  /^r/ Quickly. 

Bard.  Here  comes  ancient  P//?^?/ and  his  wife;  good; 
corporal,  be. patient  here.    Hov/.  now,  mine  hoft  P/^i?/.? 

P/Jl.  Bafe  tyke,  call'il  thou  me  hoft  ?  now  by  this 
hand,  I  fvvear,  I  fcora  the  term  ;  nor  (hall  my  Ne/  keep« 
lodgers^ 

^kk.  Noj  by  my  troth,  not  long :  for  we  caainot 
lodge  and  board  a  dozen  or  fourteen  gentlewomen,  that, 
live  honeflly  by  tho  prick  cf  their  needles,  but  it  wilL 
be  thought  we  keep  a  bawdy-houfe  flraight.    O  welli- 

Chrus,  Not  that  lam  perfuadcd,  this. was  the  Poet's  Intention" 
to  mark  the  Inter'vals  of  his  j^Bs  :  as  the  Chcrns  did  on  the  old- 
Grecian  Stage.  He  had  no  Occafion  of  this  font :  fince,  in  his 
Time,  the  Paufes  of  A<^lion  were  fillM  up^  as  now,  with 
Leff.-n  of  Mufick:  But  the  Reafons  for  this  Dinributi.on  are 
utpUin'd  in  the  No.te  immediately  preceding  thi^» 
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day  lady,  if  he  be  not  drawn !  (9)  Now  we  fliall  fee 
wilful  adultery,  and  murther  committed. 

Bar^,  Good  lieutenant,  good  corporal,  offer  nothing 
here. 

Nim,  Pifh !  

Pijl.  Pifh  for  thee,  I/Iand  dog  ;  thou  prick-ear'd  cur 
of  j/Iafui, 

^ick.  Good  corporal  Nm,  fhcw  thy  valour  and  put 
up  thy  fword. 

Ni'm,  Will  you  fhog  off  ?  I  would  have  you  /o/us. 

Fiji,  Solus,  egregious  dog  !  O  viper  vile  ! 
The  folus  in  thy  moll  marvellous  face, 
The/olus  in  thy  teeth,  and  in  thy  throat. 
And  in  thy  hateful  lungs ;  yea,  in  thy  maw,  perdy ; 
And,  which  is  worfe,  within  thy  nafty  mouth. 
I  do  retort  the /o/us  in  thy  bowels ; 
For  I  can  take,  and  PiJIoPs  cock  is  up, 
And  flalhing  fire  will  follow. 

Ni-m.  I  am  not  Bar bafony  you  cannot  conjure  me  :  I 
have  an  humour  to  knock  you  indifferently  well ;  if 
you  grow  foul  with  me,  Pijbly  I  will  fcour  you  with 
my  rapier  as  I  may,  in  fair  terms.  If  you  would  walk 
off,  I  would  prick  your  guts  a  little  in  good  terms  as  I 
may,  and  that's  the  humour  of  it. 

Fiji,  O  braggard  vile,  and  damne-d  furious  wight ! 
The  grave  doth  gape,  and  doating  death  is  near  5. 
Therefore  exhale. 

Bard.  Hear  me,  hear  me,  what  I  fay :  he  that  ftrikes 
the  firfl  llroke,  I'll  run  him  up  to  the  hilts  as  I  am  a 
foldier. 

Fiji.  An  Oath  of  mickle  might ;  and  fury  fhall  abate. 
Give  me  thy  fift,  thy  forefoot  to  me  give  ; 
Thy  fpirits  are  moft  tall. 

(9)  0  welliday  Lady,  tf  be  be  not  hewn  I  cannot  un* 

derftand  the  Drift  of  this  Expreffion.  If  he  be  not  bewn^  mu(l 
fignify,  if  he  be  not  cut  doivn  5  and  in  that  Cafe,  the  very- 
Thing  is  fuppos'd,  which  ^ickly  was  apprehenfive  of.  But  I 
rather  think,  her  Fright  arifes  upon  feeing  their  Swords  drawn  s 
and  I  have  venturM  to  make  a  flight  Alteration  accordingly* 
J/,  be  bas  not  d'^awn,  for,  if  be  bas  not  bis  SwQrd  drawn,  is  an 
ExprciTion  familiar  wiih  our  Poet,  iV/cij 
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Nim.  I  will  cut  thy  throat  one  time  or  other  in  fair 
terms,  that  is  the  humour  of  it. 

P//?.  Coupe  a  gorge,  that  is  the  word.  I  defie  thee  again. 

0  hound  of  Crete,  think'il  thou  my  fpoufe  to  get  ? 
No,  to  the  fpittle  go. 

And  from  the  powdVing  tub  of  infamy 
Fetch  forth  the  lazar  Kite  of  CreJJid's  kind, 
Dol  Tear  Jhcet,  fhe  by  name,  and  her  efpoufe. . 

1  have,  and  I  will  hold  the  ^ondam  ^ickly 

For  th'  only  fhe  ;  and  fauca,  there's  enough  ;  go  to; 

Enter  the  Boy. 

Boy.  Mine  hoft  Pijiol,  you  muft  come  to  my  mafter, 
and  your  hoftefs :  he  is  very  fick,  and  would  to  bed. 
Good  Bardolph,  put  thy  nofc  between  his  fheets,  and  do 
the  office  of  a  warming-pan  :  faith,  he's  very  ill. 

Bard,  Away,  you  rogue. 

^ick.  By  my  troth,  he'll  yield  the  Crow  a  pudding 
one  of  thefe  days  j  the  King  has  kill'd  his  heart.  Good 
hufband,  come  home  prefently.  {Exit  Quick, 

Bard.  Come,  fhall  I  make  you  two  friends  ?  we  mufl: 
to  France  together :  why  the  devil  Ihould  we  keep  knives 
to  cut  one  another's  throats  ? 

piji.  Let  floods  o'erfwell,  and  fiends  for  food  howl 
on !  ' 

Nim.  You'll  pay  me  the  eight  fhillings^  I  won  of  you 
at  Betting  ? 

Fiji,  Bafe  is  the  flave,  that  pays. 

Nim-  That  now  I  will  have ;  that's  the  humour  of  it, 

Fiji,  As  manhood  fhall  compound,  pufh  home.  [Dr^w. 

Bard.  By  this  fword,  he  that  makes  the  firit  thrufl, 
V\\  kill  him  ;  by  this  fword,  I  will. 

Pift,  Sword  is  an  oath,  and  oaths  mufl  have  their 
courfe. 

Bard.  Corporal  Nim,  an  thou  wilt  be  friends,  be 
friends ;  an  thou  wilt  not,  why  then  be  enemies  with 
me  too  ;  pr'ythee,  put  up. 

Fiji.  A  noble  fhalt  thou  have  and  prefent  pay  5 
And  liquor  likewife  will  I  give  to  thee  ; 
JmA  friendlhip  fhall  combine  and  brotherhood. 
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ril  live  by  Nim,  and  Nim  (hall  live  by  me. 
Is  not  this  juft  ?  for  I  fhall  Suttler  be 
Unto  the  camp,  and  profits  will  accrue. 
Give  me  thy  hand. 

Nim.  I  fhall  have  my  noble  ? 

PiJI,  In  cafli  mofl  juflly  paid. 

Nim,  Well  then,  that's  the  humour  of  *t. 

Re  enter  Qjjickly. 

^kk.  As  ever  you  came  of  women,  come  in  quickly 
to  Sir  John:  ah,  pcTor  heart,  he  is  lb  fhak'd  of  a  burn- 
ing quotidian  tertian,  that  it  is  mofl  lamentable  to  be- 
hold.   Sweet  men,  come  to  him. 

Nim,  The  King  hath  run  bad  humours  on  the  Knight, 
that's  the  even  of  it. 

Fiji.  Nim,  thou  hafl  fpoken  the  right,  his  heart  is 
frafted  and  corroborate. 

Nim.  The  King  is  a  good  King,  but  it  muft  be  as  it 
may  ;  he  paflfes  fome  humours  and  careers. 

Pi  ft.  Let  us  condole  the  Knight  j  for,  lambkin !  we 
will  live.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  Sour  ham  p  t  o  n. 

Enter  Exeter,  Bedford,  and  Weftmorland. 

Bed,         ORE  God,  his  Grace  is  bold  to  truft  thefe 
J/  traitors. 

Exe,  They  fhall  be  apprehended  by  and  by. 

Weji.  How  fmooth  and  even  they  do  bear  themfelves. 
As  if  allegiance  in  their  bofoms  fate. 
Crowned  with  faith  and  conflant  loyalty ! 

Bed.  The  King  hath  note  of  all  that  they  intend. 
By  interception  which  they  dream  not  of. 

Exe.  Nay,  but  the  man  that  was  his  bedfellow. 
Whom  he  hath  luU'd  and  cloy 'd  with  gracious  favours  ; 
That  he  fhould  for  a  foreign  purfe  fo  fell 
His  Sovereign's  life  to  death  and  treachery  ! 
^  [Trumpets  fcund* 
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Enter  the  King,  Scroop,  Cambridge,  Grey,  W 
Attendants, 

K,  Heni-y,  Now  fits  the  wind  fair,  and  we  will  aboard. 
My  lord  of  Cambridge,  and  my  lord  of  Majhatn, 
And  you,  my  gentle  Knight,  give  me  your  thoughts: 
Thmk  you  not,  that  the  powVs,  we  bear  with  us. 
Will  cut  their  pafiage  through  the  force  of  France  ; 
Doing  the  execution  and  the  adl 
For  which  we  have  in  head  alTembled  them  ? 

Scroop,  No  doubt,  my  Liege  ;  if  each  man  do  his  be3:. 
Henry,  I  doubt  not  that ;  fmce  we  are  well  per* 
fuaded. 

We  carry  not  a  heart  with  us  from  hence. 
That  grows  not  in  a  fair  confent  with  ours  : 
Nor  leave  not  one  behind,  that  doth  not  wifh 
Succefs  and  conqueft  to  attend  on  us. 

Cam.  Never  was  monarch  better  fear'd,  and  lov'd^ 
Than  is  yourMajefty;  there's  not  a  fubjed, 
That  fits  in  heart-grief  and  uneafmefs 
Under  the  fvveet  fliade  of  your  government. 

Grey,  True  ;  thofe,  that  were  your  father's  enemies^. 
Have  Heept  their  gauls  in  honey,  and  do  ferve  yoiL 
With  hearts  create  of  duty  and  of  zeal. 

K,  Henry,  We  therefore  have  great  caufe  of  thank- 
ful nefs  ; 

Asid  fhall  forget  the  office  of  oar  hand,. 
Sooner  than  quittance  of  defer:  and  merit, 
According  to  the  weight  and  Vorthinefs. 

Scroop,  So  fervice  lhall  with  fteeled  finews.  toil ; 
And  labour  fhall  refrefh  it  felf  with  hope. 
To  do  your  Grace  incefTant  fervices. 

K,  Henry.  We  judge  no  lefs.    Uncle  oi  Exeter 
Inlarge  the  man  committed  yefterday. 
That  raird  againft  our  perfon  :  we  confider, 
I^t  was  cxcefs  of  wine  that  fet  him  on, 
And  on  his  more  advice  we  pardon  him. 

Scroop.  That's  mercy,  but  too  much  fecurity : 
Let  him  be  punilh'd,  Sovereign,  left  example 
Breed  (by  his  fufF^rance)  more  of  fuch  a  kind. 

Henrys 
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K.  Henry,  O,  let  us  yet  be  merciful. 

Cam,  So  may  your  Highnefs,  and  yet  punifh  too. 

Grey,  You  (hew  great  mercy,  if  you  give  him  life. 
After  the  tafle  of  much  corredion. 

K.  Henry,  Alas,  your  too  much  love  and  care  of  me 
Arc  heavy  orifons  'gainft  this  poor  wretch. 
If  little  faults,  proceeding  on  diftemper, 
Shall  not  be  wink'd  at,  how  fhall  we  ftretch  our  eye. 
When  capital  crimes,  chew'd,  fwallow'd  and  digefted. 
Appear  before  us  ?  we'll  yet  enlarge  that  man. 
Though  Cambridge^  Scroopy  and  Grey,  in  their  dear  care 
And  tender  prefervation  of  our  perfon, 
Would  have  him  punilh'd.    Now  to  our  French  caufes ; 
Who  are  the  late  CommilTioners  ? 

Cam,  I  one,  my  lord. 
Your  Highnefs  bad  me  ask  for  it  to  day. 

Scroop,  So  did  you  me,  my  Liege. 

Grey^  And  I,  my  Sovereign. 

K,  Henry.  Then  Richardy  Earl  of  Camlridgey  there 
h  yours : 

There  yours,  lord  Scroop  of  Majham  5  and  Sir  Knight, 

Grey  of  Northumberland,  this  fame  is  yours ; 

Read  them,  and  know,  I  know  your  worthinefs. 

My  lord  of  Wejimorland  and  uncle  Exeter^ 

We  will  aboard  to  night.   Why,  how  now,  gentlemen  ? 

What  fee  you  in  thofe  papers,  that  you  lofe 

So  much  complexion  ?  look  ye,  how  they  change  ! 

Their  cheeks  are  paper.    Why,  what  read  you  there. 

That  hath  fo  cowarded,  and  chas'd  your  blood 

Out  of  appearance  ? 

Cam,  I  confefs  my  fault. 
And  do  fubmit  me  to  your  Highnefs'  mercy. 
Grey,  Scroop,  To  which  we  all  appeal. 
K,  Henry.  The  mercy,  that  was  quick  in  us  but  late, 
By  your  own  counfel  is  fupprefs'd  and  kilPd : 
You  muft  not  dare  for  fhame  to  talk  of  mercy  ; 
For  your  own  reafons  turn  into  your  bofoms, 
As  dogs  upon  their  mafters,  worrying  you. 
See  you,  my  Princes  and  my  noble  Peers, 
Thefe  EngUJh  monfters !  my  lord  Cambridge  here, 
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Ybu  know,  how  apt  our  love  was  to  accord 
To  furnifh  him  with  all  appertinents 
Belonging  to  his  Honour ;  and  this  man 
Hath  for  a  few  light  crowns  lightly  confpir'd. 
And  fworn  unto  the  pradlices  of  France 
To  kill  us  here  in  Hampton.    To  the  which, 
'  This  Knight,  no  Icfs  for  bounty  bound  to  us 
Than  Cambridge  is,  hath  likewife  fworn.    But  O  V 
What  fhall  I  fay  to  thee,  lord  Scroop,  thou  cruel, 
Ingrateful,  favage,  and  inhuman  creature  ! 
Thou,  that  didft  bear  the  key  of  all  my  counfels,.. 
That  knew'll  the  very  bottom  of  my  foul, 
That  almoft  might'ft  have  coin'd  me  into  gold. 
Would 'ft  thou  have  pradlis*d  on  me  for  thy  ufe  : 
May  it  be  poffible,  that  foreign  hire 
Could  out  of  thee  extradl  one  fpark  of  evil. 
That  might  annoy  my  finger  ?  'tis  fo  ftrarige 
That  though  the  truth  of  it  Hand  off  as  grofs 
As  black  and  white,  my  eye  will  fcarcely  fee  it, 
Treafon  anJ"rnurder  ever  kept  together. 
As  two  yoak-devils  fworn  to  either's  purpofe  : 
Working  fo  grofly  in  a  natural  caufe^ 
That  admiration  did  not  whoop  at  them. 
But  thou,  'gainft  all  proportion,  didft  bring  in. 
Wonder  to  wait  on  treafon,  and  on  murther : 
And  whatfoever  cunning  fiend  it  was. 
That  wrought  upon  thee  fo  prepoftVoufly, 
Hath  got  the  voice  in  hell  for  excellence  : 
And  other  devils,  that  fuggeft  by-treafons. 
Do  botch  and  bungle  up  damnation, 
With  patches,  colours,  and  with  forms  being  fetcht 
From  glift'ring  femblances  of  piety  : 
But  he,  that  tempered  thee,  bad  thee  ftand  up ; 
Gave  thee  noinftance  why  thou  Ihouldft  do  treafon> 
Unlefs  to  dub  thee  with  the  name  of  traitor. 
If  that  fame  D^mon  that  hath  gull'd  thee  thus. 
Should  with  his  Lion-gate  walk  the  whole  worlds 
He  might  return  to  vafty  Tartar  back. 
And  tell  the  legions,  I  can  never  win 
A  foul  fo  eafy  as  that  EngUJhmati^. 
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Oh,  how  haft  thou  with  jealoufie  infeded 
Thefweetnefs  of  affiance  f  She v/ men  dutiful  ? 
Why  fo  didft  thou :  or  feem  they  grave  and  learned  ? 
Why  fo  didft  thou  :  come  they  of  noble  family  ? 
Why  fo  didft  thou  :  feem  they  religious  ? 
Why  fo  didft  thou  :  or  are  they  fpare  in  diet, 
Free  from  grofs  paffion  or  of  mirth,  or  anger,. 
Conftant  in  fpirit,  nor  fwerving  with  the  blood, 
Garnifh'd  and  decked  in  modeft  compliment. 
Not  working  with  the  ear,  but  with  the  eye,  (lo) 
And  but  in  purged  judgment  trufting  neither  ? 
Such,  and  fo  finely  boulted  didft  thou  feem. 
And  thus  thy  fall  hath  left  a  kind  of  blot,  ( 1 1) 
To  mark  the  full-fraught  man,  the  beft  endu'd. 
With  fome  fufpicion.    1  will  weep  for  thee. 
For  this  revolt  of  thine,  methinks,  is  like 
Another  fall  of  man      ■    Their  faults  are  opetii 
Arreft  them  to  the  anfwer  of  the  law. 
And  God  acquit  them  of  their  praftices ! 

(ig)  Not  *mrking  iviib  the  Eye  without  the  Ear,]  He  is  hcre^ 
giving  the  Charad^er  of  a  compleat  Gentleman,  and  fays,  he  did 
not  truft  bis  Eye  ivitbout  the  Confirmation  ef  bis  Ear,  But  was 
ever  any  thing  fo  prepofterous  ?  When  Men  have  Eye-fight- 
proof,  they  think  they  have  fufficient  Evidence,  aftd  don't  ftay 
for  the  Confirmation  of  an  Hear-fay.  But  prudent  Men,  on 
the  contrary,  won't  truft  the  credit  of  the  Ear,  till  it  be  con- 
firmed by  the  Demonftration  of  the  Eye.  And  this  is  that 
Condudl  for  which  the  King  would  here  commend  him.  Sa 
lhat  we  muft  affuredly  read. 

Not  working  with  the  Ear,  but  With  the  Eye. 

Mr*  tf^arhurttn^ 

(li)  And  thus  thy  Fall  hath  left  a  kind  of  Blet, 

To  mdik^  the  full-fraught  Man,  the  beft,  endued 
With  fome  Sufpicion.']  Thus  Mr.  Pope  has  ftop*d  this 
Paflage.  If  he  underftands  the  Senfe  of  it,  as  it  ftands  here,  it 
is  more  than  I  do  5  or  if  he  believes,  that,  to  make  a  Man  en* 
dued  with  Sufpicion,  was  the  Phrafc  of  our  Author,  I  muft  beg 
to  be  cxcus'd  if  I  have  n©t  fo  much  CreduHty.  I  am  perfuaded, 
I  have  refcucd  the  Text  from  the  Obfcurity  and  Corruption  it 
Uy  under* 
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Exe.  I  arreft  thee  of  high  treafon,  by  the  name  of 
Richard  Earl  of  Cambridge, 

I  arreft  thee  of  high  treafon,  by  the  name  of  Henry 
Lord  Scroop  of  Majham, 

I  arreft  thee  of  high  treafon,  by  the  name  of  Thomas 
Grey  J  Knight  of  Northumberland. 

Scroop,  Our  purpofes  God  juftly  hath  difcover'd. 
And  I  repent  my  fault,  more  than  my  death ; 
Which  I  befeech  your  Highnefs  to  forgive. 
Although  my  body  pay  the  price  of  it. 

Cam.  For  me,  the  gold  of  France  did  not  feduce. 
Although  I  did  admit  it  as  a  motive 
The  fooner  to  effed  what  I  intended ; 
But  God  be  thanked  for  prevention. 
Which  I  in  fuffVance  heartily  rejoice  for, 
Befeeching  God  and  you  to  pardon  me. 

Gr£y.  Never  did  faithful  fubjed  more  rejoice 
At  the  difcovery  of  moil  dangerous  treafon, 
Than  I  do  at  this  hour  joy  o'er  my  felf, 
Prevented  from  a  damned  enterprize  : 
My  fault,  but  not  my  body,  pardon,  Sovereign. 

K.  Henry.  God  quit  you  in  his  mercy  !  hear  your  (eii- 
tence ; 

You  have  confpir'd  againft  our  royal  perfon, 

Join'd  with  an  enemy  proclaimed,  and  from  his  coffers 

Received  the  golden  earneft  of  our  death  ; 

Wherein  you  would  have  fold  your  King  to  flaughter, 

His  Princes  and  his  Peers  to  fervitude. 

His  fubjeds  to  oppreffion  and  contempt. 

And  his  whole  kingdom  into  defolation. 

Touching  our  perfon,  feek  we  no  revenge ; 

But  we  our  kingdom's  fafety  muft  fo  tender, 

Whofe  ruin  you  three  fought,  that  to  her  laws 

We  do  deliver  you.    Go  therefore  hence, 

(Poor  miferable  wretches)  to  your  death  ; 

The  tafte  whereof  God  of  his  mercy  give 

You  patience  to  endure  ;  and  true  Repentance 

Of  all  your  d? ^r  offences !  Bear  them  hence.      [Exeunt^  ^ 

Now,  lords,  for  France  ;  the  enterprize  whereof 

Shrill  be  to  you,  as  us,  like  glorious. 


King  H  E  N  R  Y  V.  309 

We  doubt  not  of  a  fair  and  lucky  war, 

Since  God  fo  gracioufly  hath  brought  to  light 

This  dangerous  treafon  lurking  in  our  way. 

To  hinder  our  beginning.    Now  we  doubt  not^, 

But  every  rub  is  fmoothed  in  our  way : 

Then  forth,  dear  countrymen  ;  let  us  deliver 

Our  puifTance  into  the  hand  of  God, 

Putting  it  ftraight  in  expedition. 

Chearly  to  fea ;  the  figns  of  war  advance ; 

No  King  of  England^  if  not  King  of  France,  {Exeunt^ 

SCENE  changes  to  Quickly V  houfe  in  Eaftcheap«' 

Enter  Piftol,  Nim,  Bardolph,  Boy  and  Quickly. 

^ick.  T)  R'ythee,  honey-fweet  husband,  let  me  bring 
J7  thee  to  Staines, 

PiJioL  No,  for  my  manly  heart  doth  yern. 
Bardolfh,  be  blith  :  Nim,  rouze  thy  vaunting  veins : 
Boy,  briftlc  thy  courage  up  ;  for  Ealftaff  he  is  dead. 
And  we  muft  yern  therefore. 

Bard,  Would  I  were  with  him  wherefome'er  he  is, 
either  in  heaven  or  in  hell. 

Sluick,  Nay,  fure,  he's  not  in  hell ;  he's  in  Arthur''^ 
bofom,  if  ever  man  went  to  Arthurs  bofom.  He  made 
a  finer  end,  and  went  away,  an  it  had  been  any  chri- 
ftom  child ;  a'  parted  even  juft  between  twelve  and  one, 
even  at  the  turning  o'th'  tide:  For  after  I  faw  him 
fumble  with  the  fheets,  and  play  with  flowers,  and 
fmile  upon  his  finger's  end,  I  knew  there  was  but  one 
way  5  for  ( 1 2)  his  uofe  was  as  fharp  as  a  pen,  and  a'  bab. 

led 

(12)  Hh  Nofe  was  as  /harp  as  a  Pen.,  and  a  Table  of  greea 
fields.]  So  the  firft  Folio,  Mr.  Pope  has  obferv'd,  that  thefc 
"Words,  and  a  Table  of  green  fields,  are  not  in  the  old  ^arto^s,, 
This  Nonfcnfty  (continues  He)  got  into  all  the  /•lloiuing  Edi^ 
tions  by  a  pleajant  Mifiake  of  the  St  age- Editors  y  ivho  printed 
from  the  common  peacemeal-ivritten  Parts  in  the  Play- houfe,  A 
Table  was  here  dire^ed  ta  be  brought  in  ( it  bein^  a  Scene  in  a 

Tavern 
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led  of  green  fields.  How  now.  Sir  John?  quoth  I; 
Avhat,  man  ?  be  of  good  cheer :  fo  a'  cried  out,  God, 
God,  God,  three  or  four  times.  Now  I,  to  com- 
fort him  bid  him,  2C  fhou'd  not  think  of  God ;  I 
hop'd  there  was  no  need  to  trouble  himfelf  with  any 
fuch  houghts  yet :  fo  a'  bad  me  lay  more  clothes  on  his 
feet :  I  put  my  hand  into  the  bed  and  felt  them,  and 
they  were  as  cold  as  a  ftone :  then  I  felt  to  his  knees, 
and  fo  upward,  and  upward,  and  all  was  as  cold  as  any 

Nim. 

l^avern  where  they  drink  at  parting  \)  and  this  Direffion  crept  int9 
the  Text  from  the  Margin.  Greenfield  ivas  the  Name  of  the  Pro- 
ferty-man  in  that   time,  ivho  furmfod  ImplementSy  &c.  for  the 

j4aors.        Table  c/  Greenfield'5.  As  to  the  HUlory  of 

Greenfield  being  then  Property-man,  whether  it  was  really  fo, 
or  it  be  only  a  gratis  diHum,  is  a  Point  which  I  (hall  not  con- 
-tend  about.  But  were  we  to  allow  this  marginal  Direftion, 
and  fuppofe  that  a  Table  of  Greenfield  %  was  wanting ;  yet  it 
never  was  cuftomary  in  the  Prompter's  Book,  (much  lefs,  in 
the  peacemeal  Parts \)  where  any  fuch  Dircdions  are  marginally 
inferted  for  Properties  or  Implements  wanted,  to  add  the  Pro- 
perty-man's Name,  whofe  Bufmefs  it  was  to  provide  them.  B»- 
fides,  the  furnifhing  Chairs  and  Tables  is  not  the  Province  of 
the  Property-man,  but  of  the  Scene-keepers.  But  there  is  a 
Wronger  Objedlion  yet  againft  this  Obfervation  advanced  by  the 
Editor.  He  feems  to  imagine,  that  when  Implements  are  wanted 
in  any  Scene,  the  Direction  for  them  is  mark'd  in  the  middle  of 
that  Scene,  though  the  Things  are  to  be  got  ready  againft  the 
Beginning  of  it.  But  the  Dire<flions  for  Entrances  and  Properties 
wanting,  ('tis  well  known,)  are  always  mark'd  in  the  Book  at 
about  a  Page  in  Quantity  before  the  Adlors  quoted  are  to  enter, 
or  the  Properties  to  be  ufed  ;  that  the  Stage  may  not  ftand  ftiJI. 
And  therefore,  Greenfield's  Table  can  be  of  no  Ufe  to  us  for  this 
Scene.  Nor,  indeed,  is  any  Table  requifite.  The  Scene,  'tis 
true,  is  in  a  Tavern  j  but  the  Company  have  no  Bufinefs  to  fit 
down.  There  is  not  the  leaft  Intimation  of  any  Drink  go- 
ing round  :  It  is  in  PifioVs  o\wn  Houfe,  as  he  had  married 
^ickiy:  he  and  his  Comerades  are  on  their  Feet,  and  juft  fetting 
Out  for  France,  The  Defcription  of  Falfiajfe'%  Death,  and  what 
hz  taik'd  of^  is  the  only  thing  that  retards  them  for  a  few  Mi- 
nutes; 
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Nim.  They  fay,  he  cried  out  of  Sack, 
^ick.  Ay,  and  that  a'  did. 
Bard.  And  of  women. 
^ick.  Nay,  that  a'  did  not. 

Boy,  Yes,  that  he  did ;  and  faid,  they  were  devils  in- 
xarnate. 

^ick.  A'  could  never  abide  carnation,  'twas  a  colour 
he  never  lik'd. 

Boy,  He  faid  once,  the  deule  would  have  him  about 
women. 

^ick,  He  didin.fome  fort,  indeed,  handle  women  i 
butthenhe  was  rheumaticfc,  andtalk'dof  the  whore  of 
Babylon, 

Boy,  Do  you  not  remember,  he  faw  a  Flea  ftick  upon 
Bardolp/ys  noic,  and  faid,  it  was  a  black  foul  burning  in 
hell? 

Bard.  Well,  the  fuel  is  gone,  that  maintained  that 
iire  :  that's  all  the  riches  I  got  in  his  fervice. 

Nim,  Shall  we  fhogg  ?  the  King  will  be  gone  from 
Sou/Hampton. 

Fiji,  Come,  let's  away.  My  love,  give  me  thy  lips ; 
Look  to  my  chattels,  and  my  moveables ; 
Let  fenfes  rule ;  the  word  is,  pitch  and  pay ; 
Trull  none,  for  oaths  are  ftraws ;  men's  faiths  are  wa- 
fer-cakes. 

And  hold-faft  is  the  only  dog,  my  Duck,  ^ 

Therefore  Ca^veto  be  thy  counfellor. 

Go,  clear  thy  cryflals.    Yoke-fellows  in  arms, 

flutes:  after  which  they  kifs  their  Hoftefs,  and  part.  The  Con- 
je£lural  Emendation  I  have  given,  is  fo  near  to  the  Traces  of 
the  Letters  in  the  corrupted  Text ;  that  I  have  ventured  to  in- 
fcrt  it  as  the  genuine  Reading.  It  has  certainly  been  obferv'd 
(in  particular,  by  the  Superftition  of  Women  ; )  of  People  near 
Death,  when  they  are  delirious  by  a  Fever,  that  they  talk  of 
remo'ving:  as  it  has  of  Thofe  in  a  Calenture,  that  they  have 

their  heads  run  on  green  Fields,  To  bable,  or  babble,  is  to 

mutter,  or  fpeak  indifcriminately,  like  Children,  that  cannot  yet 
talk ;  or  like  dying  Pcrfops^  when  they  are  lofing  the  Ufe  of 
Speech, 

Let 
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Let  us  to  France like  Horfe-leeches,  my  boys. 
To  fuck,  to  fuck,  the  very  blood  to  fuck. 

Boy>  And  that's  but  unvvholefome  food,  they  fay, 

Fiji,  Touch  her  foft  mouth  and  march. 

Bard,  Farewel,  hoflefs. 

'Nim.  I  cannot  kifs,  that  is  the  humour  of  it;  but 
adieu. 

Fiji.  Let  houfewifery  appears  keep  clofe,  I  thee 
command. 

^ick.  Farewel;  adieu.  [ExeunK 

SCENE  changes  to  the  French  King's  Palace. 

Inter   the  French  King,   the  Dauphin,   the   Duke  ef 
Burgundy,  and  the  Confab le, 

Fr.  King,        H  U  S  come  the  Eng/i/^  with  full  power 

X    upon  us. 
And  more  than  carefully  it  us  concerns 
To  anfwcr  royally  in  our  defences. 
Therefore  the  Dukes  of  Berry,  and  of  Britain, 
Of  Brabant,  and  of  Orleans,  fhall  make  forth. 
And  you,  Prince  Dauphin,  with  all  fwift  difpatch  ; 
To  line,  and  new  repair  our  towns  of  war, 
With  men  of  courage,  and  with  means  defendant : 
For  England  his  Approaches  makes  as  fierce. 
As  waters  to  the  fucking  of  a  gulf. 
It  fits  us  then  to  be  as  provident. 
As  fear  may  teach  us  out  of  late  examples ; 
Left  by  the  fatal  and  neglefted  Englijh 
Upon  our  fields. 

Dau.  My  mod  redoubted  father. 
It  is  moft  meet  we  arm^  us  'gainft  the  foe : 
For  peace  it  felf  fhould  not  fo  dull  a  Kingdom, 
(Though  war,  nor  no  known  quarrel,  were  in  queftion) 
But  that  defences,  mufters,  preparations. 
Should  be  maintained,  aflembled,  and  colledled. 
As  were  a  war  in  expectation. 

Therefore,  I  fay,  'tis  meet  we  all  go  forth,  j 
To  view  the  fick  and  feeble  parts  of  France:  J 

And 
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And  let  us  do  it  with  no  lliew  of  fear  ; 

No,  with  no  more,  than  if  we  heard  that  England 

Were  bufied  with  a  Whitfon  morris-dance: 

For,  my  good  Liege,  fhe  is  fo  idly  king'd. 

Her  fcepter  fo  fantaftically  borne, 

By  a  vain,  giddy,  fhallow,  humourous  youth. 

That  fear  attends  her  not. 

Con.  O  peace,  Prince  Dauphin ! 
You  are  too  much  miftaken  in  this  King : 
Queftion  your  Grace  the  late  ambafTadors, 
With  what  great  ftate  he  heard  their  embaflic ; 
How  well  fupply'd  with  noble  counfellors. 
How  modeft  in  exception,  and  withal 
How  terrible  in  conllant  refolution  : 
And  you  (hall  find,  his  vanities  fore-fpent 
Were  but  the  out- fide  of  the  Rotnan  Brutus y 
Covering  difcretion  with  a  coat  of  folly ; 
As  gardeners  do  with  ordure  hide  thofe  roots. 
That  ihall  firft  fpring  and  be  moft  delicate. 

Dau.  Well,  'tis  ROt  fo,  my  lord  high  conftablc. 
But  tho'  we  think  it  fo,  it  is  no  matter : 
In  caufes  of  defence,  'tis  beft  to  weigh 
The  enemy  more  mighty  than  he  feems ; 
So  the  proportions  of  defence  are  filFd ; 
Which  of  a  weak  and  niggardly  projedlion. 
Doth,  like  a  mifer,  fpoil  his  coat  with  fcanting 
A  little  cloth. 

Fr,  King,  Think  v/e  King  Harry  flrong ; 
\    And,  Princes,  look,  you  ilrongly  arm  to  meet  him, 
j    The  kindred  of  him  hath  been  fiefh'd  upon  us ; 
And  he  is  bred  out  of  that  bloody  ftrain. 
That  haunted  us  in  our  familiar  paths : 
Witnefs  our  too  much  memorable  fhame, 
I  When  Cr^'- battle  fatally  was  ftrack  ; 
And  all  our  princes  captiv'd  by  the  hand 
Of  that  black  name,  Ed^ward  black  Prince  of  Wales : 
While  that  his  mounting  fire,  on  mountain  flanding,  (13) 

Up 

(13)  fybile  that  bis  mountain  Sire,  on  muntain  J^andhg,]  But 
Vfhf  mountain  Sire  }   The  French  King  does  not  mean  to  fay 
Vol.  IV,  O  any 
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Up  in  the  air,  crovvn'd  with  the  golden  fun, 
Saw  his  heroick  feed,  and  fmiPd  to  fee  him 
Mangle  the  work  of  nature  :  and  deface 
The  patterns,  that  by  God  and  by  French  fathers 
Had  twenty  years  been  made.    This  is  a  (lem 
Of  that  victorious  ftock  ;  and  let  us  fear 
The  native  mightinefs  and  fate  of  hinii 

Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

Mejf-  Ambailadors  from  Harry,  King  of  England, 
Do  crave  admittance  to  your  Majelly. 

Fr.  King,  We'll  give  them  prefent  audience.  Go,  and 
bring  them. 
You  fee,  this  chafe  is  hotly  foHow'd,  friends. 

Dau.  Turn  head,  and  ftop  purfuit;  for  coward  dogs 
Moft  fpend  their  mouths,  v/hen,  what  they  feem  to 
threaten, 

Runs  far  before  them.    Good  my  Sovereign, 
Take  up  the  Englijh  ihort ;  and  let  them  know 
Of  what  a  monarchy  you  are  the  head  : 
Self-love,  my  Liege,  is  not  fo  vile  a  Hn, 
As  felf-negle'aing. 

Enter  Exeter. 

Fr,  King.  From  our  brother  England? 

Exe.  From  him  ;  and  thus  he  greets  your  Majefly  : 
He  wills  you  in  the  name  of  God  Almighty, 
That  you'diveft  your  felf,  and  lay  apart 
The  borrowed  glories,  that,  by  gift  of  heaven. 
By  law  of  nature  and  of  nations,  'long 
To  him  and  to  his  heirs ;  namely,  the  Crown ; 
And  all  the  wide-ftretch'd  honours,  that  pertain 

any  thing  derogatory,  or  fcoffingly  of  King  Edward  the  Third  ; 
iior  is  the  Size,  or  Stature  of  King  Edward  alluded  to,  as  if 
he  had  been  inftar  Montis.  I  have  no  doubt,  but  our  Author 
intended  mounting  Sire,  i.  e.  high-minded,  afpiring.  In  this 
Senfe,  in  the  firft  Aft,  the  Archbifhop  of  Canterbury  feems  to 
he  fpeaking  of  this  Prince. 

fJ^hi/f  bis  mod  mighty  Father  on  a  &'c, 

Bv 
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By  cuftom  and  the  ordinance  of  times. 

Unto  the  Crown  of  France.    That  you  may  know, 

'Tis  nofmifter  nor  no  aukward  claim, 

Picked  from  the  worm-holes  of  long-vanilh'd  days. 

Nor  from  the  duft  of  old  oblivion  rak'd  ; 

He  fends  you  this  mod  memorable  Line, 

In  every  branch  truly  demonftrative, 

[Giqjes  the  French  King  a  Paper. 
Willing  you  over-look  this  pedigree ; 
And  when  you  find  him  evenly  derived 
From  his  moft  fam'd  of  famous  anceftors, 
Edzvard  the  Third  ;  he  bids  you  then  refign 
Your  Crown  and  Kingdom,  indirectly  held 
From  him  the  native  and  true  challenger. 

Fr,  King,  Or  elfe  what  follows  ? 

Ext.  Bloody  conftraint;  for  if  you  hide  the  Crowtt 
Ev'n  in  your  hearts,  there  will  he  rake  for  it. 
And  therefore  in  fierce  tempeil  is  he  coming. 
In  thunder,  and  in  earthquake,  like  a  Jo^e : 
That,  if  requiring  fail,  he  may  compel. 
He  bids  you,  in  the  bowels  of  the  Lord, 
Deliver  up  the  Crown  ;  and  to  take  mercy 
On  the  poor  fouls,  for  whom  this  hungry  war 
Opens  his  vafly  jaws ;  upon  your  head 
Turning  the  widows'  tears,  the  orphans'  cries. 
The  dead  mens'  blood,  the  pining  maidens'  groans, 
For  husbands,  fathers,  and  betrothed  lovers. 
That  fliall  be  fwallow'd  in  this  controverfie. 
This  is  his  claim,  his  threatning,  and  my  meflage ; 
Unlefs  the  Dauphin  be  in  prefence  here. 
To  whom  exprefly  I  bring  Greeting  too. 

Fr,  King.  For  us,  we  will  confider  of  this  farther ; 
To  morrow  lhall  you  bear  our  full  intent 
Back  to  our  brother  England. 

Dau.  For  the  Dauphin, 
I  ftand  here  for  him  ;  what  to  him  from  England? 

Exe,  Scorn  and  defiance,  flight  regard,  contempt. 
And  any  thing  that  may  not  mif- become 
The  mighty  fender,  doth  he  prize  you  at. 
Thus  fays  my  King;  and  if  your  father  Highnefs 

O  2  Do 


3 16  King  Henry  V. 

Do  not,  in  grant  of  all  demands  at  large, 
Sweeten  the  bitter  mock  you  fent  his  Majefty ; 
He'll  call  you  to  fo  hot  an  anfwer  for  it. 
That  caves  and  womby  vaultages  of  France 
Shall  hide  your  trefpafs,  and  return  your -mock 
In  fecond  accent  to  his  ordinance. 

Dau.  Say,  if  my  father  render  fair  reply. 
It  is  againft  my  will ;  for  I  defire 
Nothing  but  odds  with  E7iglo.nd\  to  that  end. 
As  matching  to  his  youth  and  vanity, 
I  did  prefent  him  with  thofe  Paris  balls. 

Exe,  He'll  make  your  Paris  Louvre  lhake  for  it. 
Were  it  the  midrefs  court  of  mighty  Europe  : 
And,  be  aflur'd,  you'll  fnd  a  difference, 
(As  we  his  fubjedls  have  in  wonder  found,) 
Between  the  promife  of  his  greener  days. 
And  thefe  he  mailers  now ;  now  he  weighs  time 
Even  to  the  utmoft  grain,  which  you  lhail  read 
In  your  own  lofTes,  if  he  ftay  in  France, 

Fr.  King.  To  morrow  you  fliall  know  our  mind  at  full. 

[F/ouriJ/:;, 

Exe,  Difpatch  us  with  all  fpeed,  left  that  our  King 
Come  here  himfelf  to  queftion  our  delay ; 
For  he  is  footed  in  this  land  already. 

Fr,  King.  You  lhall  be  foon  difpatch'd  with  fair  con- 
ditions : 

A  night  is  but  fmall  breath,  and  little  paufe, 

To  anfwer  matters  of  this  confequence.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Chorus. 

Thus  with  imagin'd  wing  our  fwift  feene  flics. 
In  motion  of  no  lefs  celerity 

Than  that  of  thought.    Suppofe,  that  you  have  feen 
The  well-appointed  King  at  Ha?npton  Peer  (14) 

Embark 

{i^)  The  well' appointed  King  at 'DoyQT  peer 

Embark  his  Royalty.'^  Thus  all  the  Editions  downwards, 
implicitly,  after  the  firft  Folio,  But  could  the  Poet  poflibly  be 
fo  difcordant  from  himfelf,  (and  the  Chronicles,  which  he  co- 
pied j)  to  make  the  King  here  embark  at  Dovsr  5  when  he  has 

before 
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Embark  his  royalty  ;  and  his  brave  fleet 
With  filken  ftreamers  the  young  Phcehus  fanning. 
Play  with  your  fancies ;  and  in  them  behold, 
Upon  the  hempen  tackle,  fhip-boys  climbing ; 
Hear  the  fhrill  whiftle,  which  doth  order  give 
To  founds  confus'd    behold  the  threaden  fails. 
Borne  with  th'invifible  and  creeping  wind, 
Draw  the  huge  bottoms  thro'  the  furrow'd  fea. 
Breaking  the  lofty  furge.    O,  do  but  think. 
You  ftand  upon  the  rivage,  and  behold 
A  city  on  th'  inconftant  billows  dancing ; 
For  fo  appears  this  Fleet  majeftical, 
Holding  due  courfe  to  Harfieur,    Follow,  follow. 
Grapple  your  minds  to  flernage  of  this  navy, 
And  leave  your  England,  as  dead  midnight  ftill,  - 
Guarded  with  grandfires,  babies  and  old  women ; 
Or  paft,  or  not  arrived,  to  pith  and  puilTance  ; 
For  who  is  he,  whofe  chin  is  but  enrich'd 
With  one  appearing  hair,  that  will  not  follow 
Thefecuird  and  choice-drawn  cavaliers  to  France  ? 
Work,  work  your  thoughts,  and  therein  fee  a  fiege  5 
Behold  the  ordnance  on  their  carriages 
With  fatal  mouths  gaping  on  girded  Harfleur, 
Suppofe,  th'  ambaffador  from  France  comts  backi 
Tells  Harry,  that  the  King  doth  offer  him 
Catharine  his  daughter,  and  with  her  to  dowry 
Some  petty  and  unprofitable  Dukedoms : 
The  offer  likes  not ;  and  the  nimble  gunner 
With  lynftock  now  the  devil ifh  cannon  touches. 
And  down  goes  all  before  him.    Still  be  kind. 
And  eke  out  our  performance  with  your  mind. 

before  told  us  fo  precifely,  and  that  To  often  over,  that  he  em- 
bark'd  at  Southampton  ?  I  dare  acquit  the  Poet  from  fo  fla- 
grant a  Variation.  The  Indolence  of  a  Tranfcriber,  or  a  Com- 
pofitor  at  Prefs,  muft  give  Rife  to  fuch  an  Error.  They,  fee- 
ing Veer  at  the  End  of  the  Vcrfc,  unluckily  thought  of  Dover* 
peer,  as  the  beft  known  to  them  j  and  fo  unawares  corrupted 
the  Text, 


A  C  T 


3i8 


King  H  n  N  R  Y  V. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE,  hefore  HARFL  E  U  R. 
[Akrmy  and  Cannon  go  offJ\ 

'Biitir  King  Henry,  Exeter,  Bedford,  and  Glouceftcr  l 

Soldiers )  njjtth  fcaling  ladders. 

King  Henry. 

ONCE  more  unto  the  breach,  dear  friends,  ence 
more; 

Or  clofe  the  wall  up  with  the  Englijh  dead. 
In  peace,  there's  nothing  fo  becomes  a  man 
As  modefi:  ftlllnefs  and  humility  : 
But  when  the  blaft  of  war  blows  in  our  ears. 
Then  imitate  the  adlion  of  the  Tyger ; 
StiiFen  the  finews,  fummon  up  the  blood, 
Difguife  fair  nature  with  hard-favour'd  rage ; 
Then  lend  the  eye  a  terrible  afpedl ; 
Let  it  pry  thro'  the  portage  of  the  head. 
Like  the  brafs  cannon  :  let  the  brow  o'erwhelm  it, 
As  fearfully,  as  doth  a  galled  rock 
O'er-hang  and  jutty  his  confounded  bafe, 
Swiird  with  the  wild  and  walleful  ocean. 
New  fet  the  teeth,  and  ftretch  the  noflril  wide ; 
Hold  hard  the  breath,  and  bend  up  every  fpirit 
To  his  full  height.    Now  on,  you  noblell  Englijh^ 
Whofe  blood  is  fetcht  from  fathers  of  war-proof  i 
Fathers,  that,  like  fo  many  Alexanders^ 
Have  in  thefe  parts  from  morn  till  even  fought. 
And  Iheath'd  their  fwords  for  lack  of  argument. 
Difhonour  not  your  mothers ;  now  atteft. 
That  thofe,  whom  you  call'd  fathers,  did  beget  you* 
Be  copy  now  to  men  of  groffer  blood. 
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And  teach  them  how  to  war ;  and  you,  good  yeomen, 

Whofe  limbs  were  made  in  Englandy  fhew  us  here 

The  mettle  of  your  pallure  :  let  us  fwear 

That  you  are  worth  your  breeding,  which  I  doubt  not : 

For  there  is  none  of  you  fo  mean  and  bafe. 

That  hath  not  noble  luftre  in  your  eyes ; 

I  fee  you  ftand  like  Greyhounds  in  the  flips. 

Straining  upon  the  flart.    The  game's  a- foot : 

Follow  your  fpirit  5  and,  upon  this  charge. 

Cry,  God  for  Harry!  Eiigland!  and  St.  George  ! 

{Exeunt  King,  and  Train, 
yAlarm^  and  Cannon  go  ojfff. 

Enter  Nim,  Bardolph,  Piftol,  and  Boy. 

Bard.  On,  on,  on,  on,  on,  to  the  breach,  to  the 
breach. 

Nz'm.  Tray  thee,  corporal,  flay ;  the  knocks  are  too 
hot ;  and  for  mine  own  part,  I  have  not  a  cafe  of  lives : 
the  humour  of  it  is  too  hot,  that  is  the  very  plain  fong 
of  it. 

Pijl,  The  plaiii  fong  is  mofl  jufl: ;  for  humours  do* 
abound : 

Knocks  go  and  come  :  God's  vafTals  drop  and  die ; 
And  fword  and  fhield,  in  bloody  field,  doth  win  immor- 
tal fame. 

Boy,  Wou'd  I  were  in  an  ale-houfe  in  Londony  I  wouId> 
give  all  my  fame  for  a  pot  of  ale  and  fafety. 

Pift.  And  I ;  if  wifhes  would  prevail, 
I  wou'd  not  flay,  but  thither  would  I  hye?, 

Enter  Fluellen. 

Elu.  Up  to  the  breach,  you  dogs;  avaunt,  you  ciaf- 
lions. 

Eijl,  Be  merciful,  great  Duke,  to  men  of  mould. 
Abate  thy  rage,  abate  thy  manly  rage  ; 
Goodbawcock,  bate  thy  rage;  ufe  lenity,  fweet chuck.- 

iV/>/.  Thefe  be  good  humours ;  your  honour  wins  bad 
humours.  {Exeunt, 

Boy.  As  young  as  I  am,  I  have  obferv'd  thefe  three 
fvvafhers.  I  am  boy  to  them  all  three  ^  but  all  they 
O  4  three. 
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three,  though  they  would  ferve  me,  could  not  be  man 
to  me ;  for,  indeed,  three  fuch  Anticks  do  not  amount 
to  a  man.    For  Bardolph^  he  is  whke-liver'd  and  red- 
fac'd  ;  by  the  means  whereof  he  faces  it  out,  bat  fights 
not.    For  TijioJ,  he  hath  a  killing  tongue  and  a  quiet 
fword ;  by  the  means  whereof  he  breaks  words,  and 
keeps  whole  weapons.    For  'Nim,  he  hath  heard,  that 
men  of  few  words  are  the  beft  men  ;  and  therefore  he 
fcorns  to  fay  his  prayers,  left  he  fhould  be  thought  a 
coward ;  but  his  few  bad  words  are  match'd  with  as  few 
good  deeds,  for  he  never  broke  any  man's  head  but  his 
own,  and  that  was  againft  a  poft  when  he  v.  as  drunk. 
They  will  Heal  any  thing,  and  call  it  purchafe.  Bar- 
dolph  Hole  a  lute  cafe,  bore  it  twelve  leagues,  and  fold  it 
for  three  half-pence.    Nim  and  Bardolph  are  fworn  bro- 
thers in  filching;  and  in  Calais  they  ftole  a  fire  Ihovel. 
I  knew,  by  that  piece  of  fervi<:e,  the  men  would  carry 
coals.  They  would  have  me  as  familiar  with  mens'  pock- 
ets, as  their  gloves  or  their  hand-kerchers;  which  makes 
much  againft  my  manhood ;  for  if  I  would  take  from  a- 
nother's  pocket  to  put  into  mine,  it  is  plain  pocketting 
up  of  wrongs.   I  muft  leave  them,  and  feek  fome  better 
fervice;  their  villany  goes  againft  my  weak  ftomach, 
and  therefore  I  muft  caft  it  up.  \Exit  Boy. 

Enter  Gower,  and  Fluellen. 

Gonx)er,  Captain  Fluellen^  you  muft  come  prefently  to 
the  mines ;  the  Duke  of  Qloucejler  would  fpeak  with 
you. 

Flu.  To  the  mines  ?  tell  you  the  Duke,  it  is  not  fo 
good  to  come  to  the  mines ;  for,  look  you,  the  mines 
are  not  according  to  the  difciplines  of  the  war ;  the  con- 
cavities of  it  is  not  fujfhcient ;  for,  look  you,  th'  athver- 
fary  (you  may  difcufs  unto  the  Duke,  look  you)  is  digt 
himfelf  four  yards  under  the  countermines  ,•  by  Chejbuy 
I  think,  a'  will  plow  up  all,  if  there  is  not  potter  direc- 
tions. 

Gon^jer,  The  Duke  of  GlouceJIer,  to  whom  the  order 
of  the  fiege  is  given,  is  altogether  direded  by  an  Irijb 
man,  a  very  valiant  gentleman,  i'  faith» 

Flu. 
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Flu,  It  is  captain  Mackmorris,  is  it  not  ? 
Coiver.  I  think,  it  be. 

F/u,  By  C^eJ^u,  he  is  an  Afs,  as  is  in  the  world  ;  I 
will  verifie  as  much  in  his  beard ;  he  has  no  more  direc- 
tions in  the  true  difciplines  of  the  wars,  look  you,  of 
the  Roman  difciplines,  than  is  a  Puppy-dog, 

Enter  Mackmorris,  W  Capt,  Jamy. 

Goiver,  Here  he  comes,  and  the  Scots  Captain,  Cap- 
tain Jamy  with  him. 

F/u,  Captain  Jamy  is  a  marvellous  valorous  gentle- 
man, that  is  certain ;  and  of  great  expedition  and  know- 
ledge in  the  ancient  wars,  upon  my  particular  know- 
ledge of  his  diredions ;  by  Chejhuj  he  will  maintain  his 
argument  as  well  as  any  military  man  in  the  world,  iti 
the  difciplines  of  the  priftine  wars  of  the  Romans* 

Jamy.  I  fay,  gudday,  Ca^^tKin  F/uel/en, 

Flu,  Godden  to  your  worlhip,  good  captain  James, 

Go<wer.  How  now,  captain  Mackmorris,  have  yoa 
quitted  the  mines  ?  have  the  pioneers  given  o'er? 

Mack,  By  Chrifh  law,  tifh  ill  done ;  the  work  iih 
give  over,  the  trumpet  found  the  retreat.  By  my  hand, 
I  fvvear,  and  by  my  father's  foul,  the  work  i(h  ill  done ; 
it  ifli  give  over ;  I  would  have  blowed  up  the  townj  fo 
Chrifli  fave  me  law,  in  an  hour.  O  tifh  ill  done,  tifh 
ill  done  ;  by  my  hand,  tifh  ill  done. 

Flu,  Captain  Mackmorris,  I  befeech  you  now,  will 
you  vouchfafe  me,  look  you,  a  few  difputations  with 
you,  as  partly  touching  ox  concerning  the  difciplines  of 
the  war,  the  Roman  wars,  in  the  way  of  argument,  look 
you,  and  friendly  communication;  partly,  to  fatisfy  my 
opinion;  and  partly  for  the  fatisfadioD;  look  you,  of 
my  mind ;  as  touching  the  diredion  of  the  military  dif- 
cipline,  that  is  the  point. 

Jamy.  It  fall  be  very  gud,  gud  feith,  gud  captains 
bath  ;  and  I  fall  quit  you  with  gud  leve,  as  I  may  pick 
.occafion  ;  that  fall  I,  marry. 

Mack,  It  is  no  time  to  diCcourfe,  fo  Chrifh  fave  me  : 
the  day  is  hot,  and  the  weather  and  the  wars,  and  the 
King  and  the  Duke  ;  it  is  not  time  to  difcourfe,  the 
O  5  town 
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town  is  befeecVd  :  and  the  trumpet  calls  \is  to  the 
breach,  and  we  talk,  and  by  Chrifh  do  nothing,  'tis 
lhame  for  us  all ;  fo  God  fa'  me,  'tis  lhame  to  fland  ftill ; 
Jt  is  fhame,  by  my  hand  ;  and  there  is  throats  to  be  cut, 
and  works  to  be  done,  and  there  is  nothing  done,  fo 
Chrilh  fa'  me  law. 

Jamy.  By  the  mefs,  ere  theife  eyes  of  mine  take  them- 
felves  to  flomber,  aile  do  gud  fervice,  or  aile  ligge  i'  th' 
ground  for  it ;  ay,  or  go  to  death  ;  and  aile  pay  it  as 
valoroufly  as  I  may,  that  fal  I  furely  do,  the  brefF  and 
the  long ;  marry,  I  wad  full  fain  heard  fome  queftion 
'tween  you  tvvay. 

Flu,  Captain  Mackmorris,  I  think,  look  you,  under 
your  corredion,  there  is  not  many  of  your  nation  — — 

Mack.  Of  my  nation  ?  what  ilh  my  nation  ?  ifh  a 
villain,  and  a  baftard,  and  a  knave,  and  a  rafcal  ?  what 
ifh  my  nation  ?  who  talks  of  my  nation  ? 

Flu,  Look  you,  if  you  take  the  matter  otherwife  than 
is  meant,  captain  Mackmorris,  peradventure,  I  fhali 
think  you  do  not  ufe  me  with  that  affability  as  in  dif- 
cretion  you  ought  to  ufe  me,  look  you  ;  being  as  good 
a  man  as  your  felf,  both  in  the  difciplines  of  wars,  and 
in  the  derivation  olf  my  birth,  and  in  other  particula- 
rities. 

Mack,  I  do  not  know  you  fo  good  a  man  as  my  felf  i 
fo  Chriih  fave  me,  I  will  cut  off  your  head. 

Gowoer,  Gentlemen  both,  you  will  miflake  each 
other. 

ya?ny,  A  a  !  that's  a  foul  fault.       {^A  Parley  founded, 

Goiver,  The  town  founds  a  parley. 

Flu,  Captain  Mackmorris,  when  there  is  more  better 
opportunity  to  be  required,  look  you,  I'll  be  fo  bold  as 
to  tell  you,  I  know  the  difciplines  of  war  ;  and  there's 
an  end.  \^Exeunt.. 
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SCENE,  before  the  Gates  o/Uax9iQ\iY. 

Enter  King  Henry  and  his  train, 

K.  Henry,  T  T  O  W  yet  refolves  the  Governor  of  the 

XTx       town  ? 
This  is  the  lateft  parle  we  will  admit : 
Therefore  to  our  beft  mercy  give  your  felves. 
Or,  like  to  men  proud  of  deflrudion, 
Defie  us  to  our  worftj  as  I'm  a  foldier, 

(A  name,  that,  in  my  thoughts,  becomes  me  beftj 

.  If  I  begin  the  batt'ry  once  again, 

I  will  not  leave  the  half-atchieved  Harfleur 

'Till  in  her  alhes  Ihe  lie  buried. 

The  gates  of  mercy  ftiall  be  all  fhut  up  ; 

And  the  flelh'd  foldier,  rough  and  hard  of  heart,' 

In  liberty  of  bloody  hand  lhall  range 

With  confcience  wide  as  hell,  mowing  like  grafs 

Your  frefli  fair  virgins,  and  your  flow'ring  infantsi 

What  is  it  then  to  me,  if  impious  war. 

Array 'd  in  flames  like  to  the  Prince  of  fiends. 

Do  with  his  fmircht  complexion  all  fell  feats, 

Enlinkt  to  wafte  and  defolation  ? 

What  is't  to  me,  when  you  yoiar  felves  are  caufe,  ■. 

If  your  pure  maidens  fall  into  the  hand 

Of  hot  and  forcing  violation  ? 

What  rein  can  hold  licentious  wickednefs. 

When  down  the  hill  he  holds  his  fierce  career  ? 

We  may,  as  bootlefs,  fpend  our  vain  command  • 

Upon  th'  enraged  foldiers  in  their  fpoil. 

As  fend  our  precepts  to  th'  Lenjiathan 

To  come  a-ilioar.    Th^^refore,  you  men  of  Harjleur^  ■ 

Take  pity  of  your  town  and  of  your  people. 

While  yet  my  foldiers  are  in  my  command  ; 

While  yet  the  cool  and  temp'rate  wind  of  grace 

O'er- blows  the  filthy  and  contagious  clouds 

Of  heady  murther,  fpoil  and  viliany. 

If  not;  why,  in  a  moment,  look  to  fee 

The  blind  and  bloody  foldier  with  foul  Ivand 

Define 
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Defile  the  locks  of  your  Ihrill-lhrieking  daughters  > 

Your  fathers  taken  by  the  filver  beards. 

And  their  moft  reverend  heads  daflit  to  the  walls 

Your  naked  infants  fpitted  upon  pikes, 

While  the  mad  mothers  with  their  howls  confus'd 

Do  break  the  clouds ;  as  did  the  wives  of  Jeuurj^ 

At  Herod's  bloody-hunting  flaughter-men. 

What  fay  you?  will  you  yield,  and  this  avoid? 

Or,  guihy  in  defence,  be  thus  deftroy'd  ? 

Enter  Go-vcrnor  upon  the  Walls. 

Go*v.  Our  expeflation  hath  thi^  day  an  end  : 
The  Dauphin,  of  whom  fuccours  we  entreated. 
Returns  us,  that  his  powVs  are  not  yet  ready 
To  raife  fo  great  a  fiege.    Therefore,  great  King,. 
We  yield  our  town  and  lives  to  thy  foft  nrercy  : 
Enter  our  gates,  difpofe  of  us  and  ours. 
For  we  no  longer  are  defeniible. 

Henry,  Open  your  gates  :  come,  uncle  Exeter^ 
Go  you  and  txitQV  Harfeur,  there  remain^ 
And  fortify  it  ftrongly  *gainfl  the  French  : 
Ufe  mercy  lo  them  all.    For  us,  dear  Uncle, 
The  winter  coming  on,  and  ficknefs  growing 
Upon  our  foldiers,  we'll  retire  to  Calais, 
T  o  night  in  Harfeur  we  will  be  your  gueft^ 
To  morrow  for  the  march  we  are  addreft. 

[Flour ijhy  and  enter  the  to'wn^ 

SCENE,  the  French  Court. 

Enter  Catharine,  and  an  old  Gentlewoman* 

Cath.  \  LI  C  Ey  tu  a^  efie  en  Angleterre,  fsf  tu parks 
hi  en  le  language,  (15). 

Alice, 

(15)  Cath,  Alice,  tuaike\  I  have  regulated  Several  Speeches 
in  this  Frtncb  Scene  :  Some  whereof  were  given  to  Alice,  and 
yet  evidently  belong'd  to  Catharine  :  and  fo,  'vice  verfa.  It  is 
rot  material  to  diftinguifh  the  particular  Tranfpofitions  I  have 
made.  Mr,  Citc^^n  has  left  no  bad  Remark,  I  think,  with  Re- 
gard 
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Alice,  Un  peu^  Madame, 

Cath.  Je  te  prk  de  menfeigner ;  //  faut,  que  j  af^ 
renne  a  parUr,  Comment  appellez  njous  la  main  m 
Anglois, 

Alice.  La  main,  ell"*  eft  appellee t  de  hand. 
Cath.  De  hand.   Et  le  doyt  F 

Alice.  Le  doyt  ?  ma  foy,  je  ouhlie  le  doyt ;  mats  je  me 
fiwviendra  le  doyt  y  je  penfe^  qitih  ont  appellt  des  Jingres 
ouy,  de  Jingres. 

Cath.  La  main,  de  hand ;  le  doyt,  le  jingres.    Je  penfe^ 
que  je  fuis  le  hon  ef colter.    J"^  ay  gaignee  deux  mots 
Anglois  'vijiement  ;•  comment  appellez  <vous  Us  angles  ? 

Alice.  Les  onglesy  les  appe lions  de  nayles. 

Cath.  De  nayles.  Efcoutes  :  dites  moy,  Ji  je  parte  hien-: 
de  hand,  de  Jingres,  de  nayles. 

Alice;  Qejl  hien  dity  madame  ;  il  eji  fort  bon  Anglois 

Cath.  Dites  moy  en  Attgloisy  le  brw. 

Alice.  De  arme,  madame. 

Cath.  Et  le  coude. 

Alice.  D' elbo^. 

Cath.  elbonAj :  je  m'en  faitx  la  repetition  de  tot^' 
Jigs  motSf  que  <vous  nia'vez  apprins  des  a  prsfent. 

Alice.  II  eft  trop  difticile,  madame,  commejepenfe. 

Q2L\}t\.  Excuje  moy,  P^\z^  \  efcoutez,  d' handy  dejingrt^ 
de  nayles,  d"*  arme,  de  bilbo^w. 

Alice.  Z)'  elbo^,  madame. 

Cath.   O  Signeur  Dieu !  je  men  oublie  d  elhnx>  i 
comment  appellez  njous  le  cot? 
Alice.  De  neck,  madame. 
Cath.  De  neck;  i^f  le  menton? 
Alice.  De  chin. 

Cath.  De  Jin  :  le  col,  de  neck :  le  menton,  de  fin. 
Alice.  Ouy.    Sauf  ^uoftre  honneur,  en  'verite,  ^vous  prff^ 
fionces  les  mots  aujfi  droicl,  q-ue  les  natifs  d'  Angleterre. 

gard  to  our  Poet's  Conduit^  in  the  Character  of  this  Princefss 
for  ivby  He  JhouJd  not  ailon}  her  (fays  he)  to  fpeak  in  Englifh  as 
well  as  all  the  other  French,  /  can^t  imagine :  ftnce  it  adds  no 
Beauty  5  but  giva  a  patched  arid  pye-bald  Dialogue  of  no  Beaniy 
or  Fone^ 

Cath> 
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Cath.  ye  ne  doute  point  ef  apprendre  par  la  grace  de 
DieUy  £5f  en  peu  de  temp.\ 

Alice.  JSr  a've^  ^ous  pas  deja  oublie  ce  que  je  ^vous  ay 

enfeignee  ? 

Cath.  Nonj  je  reciter  ay  a  ^ous  prompt  ement  i  d^  hand^ 
de  fingrey  de  mayles,  de  arme, 

Alice.  De  naylesy  ?nadame, 

Cath.  De  nayles,  de  arme,  de  ilboinj. 

Alice.  Sauf  njojire  honneur,  d*  elho^, 

Cath.  Ainji,  dis  je  d'  elbo^^  de  necky  de  Jin :  comment 
uppellez  njous  les  pieds,  fff  de  robe. 

Alice.  Le  footy  madame,  is*  le  com, 

Cath.  Le  footy  iif  le  coun  !  O  Seigneur  Dieu  !  ces  font 
des  mots  mau^ais,  corrupt ib les  f^f  impudiquesy  non  pour 
les  dames  (T  honneur  d*  ufer :  je  ne  njoudrois  prononcer  ces 
mots  denjant  les  Seigneurs  de  France ,  pour  tout  le  monde  !  il 
faut  le  footy  {2*  le  coun,  neant-moins,  Je  reciteray  une  au^ 
trefois  ma  le§on  enfemble ;  d'  hand,  de  fingrey  de  nayles^ 
d^  arme,  d*  elbowoy  de  necky  de  Jin,  d^  footy  de  coun, 

Alice.  Excellenty  madame. 

Cath.  Ceji  ajjez  pour  une  foisy  allons  nous  en  di/ner. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE,  Prefence'Cha?nher  in  the  French  Court. 

Enter  the  King  ^/"France,  the  Dauphin,  Duke  ^Bourbon, 
the  Conjiable  of  France,  and  others. 

Fr,  King.  ^        I  S  certain,  he  hath  pafs'd  the  riv^er 
jL  Some. 

Con,  And  if  he  be  not  fought  withal,  my  lord. 
Let  us  not  live  in  France;  let  us  quit  all. 
And  give  our  vineyards  to  a  barbVous  people. 

Dau,  O  Dieu  ^i^ant  !  fhall  a  few  fprays  of  us, 
(The  emptying  of  our  father's  luxury,) 
Our  Syens,  put  in  wild  and  favage  ilock, 
Sprout  up  fo  fuddenly  into  the  clouds. 
And  over-look  their  grafters  ? 

Bour.  Normansy  but  fc>aftard  Normans ;  Norman  ba- 
flards,  Mort 
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Mort  de  ma  njie  !  if  thus  they  march  along 
Unfought  withal,  but  I  will  fell  my  Dukedom, 
To  buy  a  foggy  and  a  dirty  farm 
In  that  nook-ihotten  Ifle  of  Albion. 

Con,  Dieu  de  Batailles  !  why,  whence  have  they  this 
mettle  ? 

Is  not  their  climate  foggy,  raw  and  dull  ? 
On  whom,  as  in  defpight,  the  Sun  looks  pale. 
Killing  their  fruit  with  frowns  ?  can  fodden  water, 
A  drench  for  fur-reyn'd  jades,  their  barly- broth, 
Decodl  their  cold  blood  to  fuch  valiant  heat  ? 
And  fhall  our  quick  blood,  fpirited  with  wine. 
Seem  frofty  ?  Oh  !  for  honour  of  our  land. 
Let  us  not  hang  like  frozen  ificles 
Upon  our  houfe-tops,  while  more  frofty  people 
Sweat  drops  of  gallant  blood  in  our  rich  fields  : 
Poor,  we  may  call  them,  in  their  native  Lords- 

Dau,  By  faith  and  honour. 
Our  madams  mock  at  us,  and  plainly  fay. 
Our  mettle  is  bred  out ;  and  they  will  give 
Their  bodies  to  the  luft  of  Englijh  youth. 
To  new-ftore  France  with  baftard  warriors. 

Bour,  They  bid  us  to  the  Englijh  dancing'fchools>. 
And  teach  La^oltas  high,  and  fwift  Curranto's; 
Saying,  our  grace  is  only  in  our  heels ; 
And  that  we  are  moft  lofty  run-aways. 

Fr,  King,  Where  k  Mofntjoy,  the  herald  ?  fpeed  him 
hence ; 

Let  him  greet  England  with  our  lharp  defiance. 

Up,  Princes,  and  with  fpirit  of  honour  edg'd. 

Yet  fharper  than  your  fwords,  hie  to  the  field  : 

Charles  Delahretb,  high  conftable  of  France  ; 

You,  dukes  of  Orleans,  Bvurbon,  and  of  Berry, 

Jlarifon,  Brabant,  Bar  and  Burgundy^ 

Jaques  Chattlliony  Rambures,  Vaudemonty 

Beaumont,  Grandpree,  Rouffie,  and  Faulconbridge,. 

Loys,  Lejiraile,  Bouciqualt,  and  Charahys, 

High  Dukes,  great  Princes,  Barons,  Lords  and  Knights  i 

For  your  great  feats  now  quit  you  of  great  fhames  : 

Bar  Harry  England^  that  fweejs  through  our  land 
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With  penons  painted  in  the  blood  of  Harfeur  :■ 
Rufh  on  his  hoft,  as  doth  the  melted  fnow 
Upon  the  vallies ;  whofe  low  vafTal  feat 
The  Alps  doth  fpit  and  void  his  rheum  upon. 
Go  down  upon  him,  (you  have  pow'r  enough, 
And  in  a  captive  chariot  into  Roan. 
Bring  him  our  prifoner. 

Con,  This  becomes  the  great. 
Sorry  am  I,  his  numbers  are  fo  few. 
His  foldiers  fick,  and  familht  in  their  march  : 
For,  I  am  fure,  when  he  (hall  fee  our  army. 
He'll  drop  his  heart  into  the  fmk  of  fear. 
And  for  atchievement  offer  us  his  ranfom. 

Fr.  King.  Therefore,  LordConftable,  hafte  on  Mountjoyy 
And  let  him  fay  to  England^  that  we  fend" 
To  know  what  willing  ranfom  he  will  give. 
Prince  Dauphifi^  you  lhall  Hay  with  us  in  Roan, 

Dau.  Not  fo,  I  do  befeech  your  Majefty. 

Fr.  King.  Be  patient,  for  you  fhall  remain  with  us. 
Now  forth.  Lord  Conftable,  and  Princes  all ; 
And  quickly  bring  us  word  of  England*^  fall .  [ExeurU. 

S  C  E  N  E,   the  Englifh  Camp. 

Enter  Gower  W  Fluellen. 

€onjc.  T  T  Q  W  now,  cz^tainF/ue//en,  come  fon  from 
j7X       bridge  ? 

Flu.  I  affure  you,  there  is  very  excellent  fervices  com- 
jnitted  at  the  pridge. 

GoiAj,  Is  the  Duke  of  Exettr  fafe  ? 

Flu.  The  I>uke  Exeter  is  as  magnanimous  as  Aga- 
tnemnen^  and  a  man  that  I  love  and  honour  with  my 
foul,  and  my  heart,  and  my  duty,  and  my  life,  and  my 
livi*ng,  and  my  uttermoil  power.  He  is  not,  God  be 
praifed  and  plefTed,  any  hurt  in  the  world ;  he  is 
maintain  the  pridge  moft  valiantly,  with  excellent  dif- 
cipline.  There  is  an  Ancient  lieutenant  there  at  the 
pridge,  I  think,  in  my  confcience,  he  is  as  valiant 
a  man  as  Mark  Antony^  and  he  is  a  man  of  no  eilima- 
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tion  in  the  world,  but  I  did  fee  him  do  gallant  fer- 
vices. 

Gonjj,  What  do  you  call  him  ? 
Flu,  He  is  caird  Ancient  PipL 
GoiAj,  I  know  him  not. 

Enter  PiftoL 

Fhi,  Here  is  the  man. 

PiJ}.  Captain,  I  thee  befeech  to  do  me  favours  : 
The  Duke  of  Exeter  doth  love  thee  well. 

Flu.  I,  I  praife  God,  and  I  have  merited  fome  love 
at  his  hands. 

Fiji.  Bardolph^    a  foldier  firm  and  found  of  hearty 
And  buxom  valour,  hath  by  cruel  fate, 
And  giddy  fortune's  furious  fickle  wheel. 
That  Goddefs  blind  that  ftands  upon  the  rolling  reftlefg 
ftone  

Flu.  By  your  patience.  Ancient  Pijiol :  Fortune  is 
painted  plind,  with  a  muffler  before  her  eyes,  to  fignifie 
to  you  that  fortune  is  plind ;  and  Ihe  is  painted  alfo 
with  a  wheel,  to  fignifie  to  you,  which  is  the  moral 
of  it,  that  fhe  is  turning  and  iaconftant,  and  mutabilities 
and  variations  ;  and  her  foot,  look  you,  is  fixed  upo-n 
a  fpherical  flone,  which  rcv/les,  and  rowles,  and  rowles  j 
in  good  truth,  the  Poet  makes  a  moft  excellent  defcrip- 
tion  of  it :  fortune  is  an  excellent  moral. 

Fiji,  Fortune  is  Bardolph's  foe,  and  frowns  on  him; 
for  he  hath  ftoln  a  Fix,  and  hanged  m.uft  a'  be  ;  damned 
death!  (16) 

Let 

(16)  For  be  bath  ftoVn  a  Pax  J  Thus  all  the  Editions,  from 
the  very  Jirji:        And  this  is  conformable  to  Hiftory,  (fays 

Mr.  Pope  J )  a  Soldier  (as  Hail  tells  us)  being  hang'd  at  this 
Time  for  fuch  a  Fa€t,  "  But  to  fee  this  Genfleman's  Ac- 
curacy, and  Inaccuracy,  in  one  and  the  fame  CircumAance  ! 
Both  Halt  and  Holingjhead  agree  as  to  the  point  of  the  Theft  5 
but  as  to  the  Thing  Jioln,  there  is  not  that  Conformity  be- 
twixt them  and  Mr.  Pope,  But  let  us  fee,  what  is  undcrftood 
by  a  Pax*  It  was  an  ancient  Cuftom,  at  the  Celebration  of 
Mafs,  that  when  the  Prieft  pronounc'd  thefe  Words,.  Pasc  Do^ 


at 
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in'/rl^''''^'  "^^^g^  free. 

And  let  not  hemp  his  wind-pipe  fuffocate; 
Bu^^./.;.  hath  given  the  doom  of  death, 

Th/n  I  ^'"  f.P'^'^-    Therefore,  go  fpcak. 

The  Duke  will  hear  thy  voice ; 

And  let  not  Bardolphh  vital  thread  be  cut 

Snt'i   r^'  ^^P^^^y-co^d,  and  vile  reproach. 

speak.  Captain,  for  his  life,  and  I  will  thee  requke. 

meaning''"'''''  ^        ^^''^^  underfland  your 

Piji.  Why  then  rejoice  therefore. 
^^u  Certainly,  Ancient,  it  is  not  a  thinsr  to  rejoice 
fir^\K  n  1  he  were  my  brother,  J  would  de- 

ev!.  ;         r^'^^'^^  ^^'g^^^  pleafure,  and  put  him  to 
pTn-'       difciplines  ought  to  be  ufed. 
Fhi  It  is  wen  ^  ^^"^^'d,  and  Figo  for  thy  fricndfhip  ! 

Pijf,  The  fig  of  Spain   lExU  Pift„ 

rlu,  very  good. 

C^'u;.  Why,  this  is  an  arrant  counterfeit  rafcal,  Ire- 
member  him  now ;  a  bawd,  a  cut-purfe. 

Flu,  I'll  a/Ture  you,  he  utter'd  as  prave  words  at  the 
pndge,  as  you  ihall  fee  in  a  fummer's  day  :  but  it  is 
very  well:  what  he  has  fpoke  to  me,  that  is  well,  I  war- 
rant  you,  when  time  is  ferve. 

Gocw.  Why,  'tis  a  gull,  a  fool,  a  rogue,  that  now  and 
then  goes  to  the  wars,  to  grace  himfelf  at  his  return  in- 
to Londofiy  under  the  form  of  a  foldier.  Such  fellows  are 

mini  fit  femper  'vobifcum  /  The  Peace  ©f  the  Lord  be  always 
with  you!  both  Clergy  and  People  kifs'd  one  another. 
And  This  was  call'd  Ofculum  Pads,  the  Kifi  of  Peace,  But  that 
Cuftom  being  abrogated,  a  certain  Image  is  now  prefented  to 
be  kifs'd,  which,  as  moft  Catholicks  know,  is  callM  a  Pax. 
But  it  was  not  thia  Image,  which  Bardolph  ftole  ;  it  was  aP/>  5 
or  little  chert,  (from  the  Latin  Word,  Pixis,  a  Box  j)  in  which 
the  confecrated  Hoji  was  ufed  to  be  kept.  A  foolifh  Sol- 
dier  (fays  Hall  exprefsly,  and  Holingjhead  after  him  5  )  ftole 
a  Pix  out  of  a  Church  5  and  unreverently  did  eat  the  holy 
**  Hofies  within  the  fame  contained r  Is  there  the  leall  Que- 
ftion,  but  that  our  Poet's  Text  muft  be  fet  right  from  thefe 
Chronicles  >  perfed 
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perfe£l  in  the  great  commanders'  names,  and  they  will 
learn  you  by  rote  where  fervices  were  done  ;  at  fuch 
and  fuch  a  fconce,  at  fuch  a  breach,  at  fuch  a  convoy  ; 
who  came  ofF  bravely,  who  was  fhot,  who  difgrac'd, 
what  terms  the  enemy  flood  on ;  and  this  they  con  per- 
fcdlly  in  the  phrafe  of  war,  which  they  trick  up  with 
new- turned  oaths :  And  what  a  beard  of  the  general's 
cut,  and  a  horrid  futc  of  the  camp,  will  do  among  foam- 
ing bottles  and  ale- wafti'd  wits,  is  wonderful  to  be  thought 
on  !  But  you  muft  learn  to  know  fuch  flanders  of  the 
age,  orelfe  you  may  bemarveloufly  millook. 

Flu.  1  tell  you  what,  captain  Go^wer;  I  do  perceive* 
he  is  not  the  man  that  he  would  gladly  make  (hew  to 
the  world  he  is ;  if  I  find  a  hole  in  his  coat,  I  will  tell 
him  my  mind ;  hear  you,  the  King  is  coming,  and  I 
muft  fpeak  with  him  from  the  pridge.  (17) 

Drum  and  Colours.    Enter  the  King,  and  his  poor 
fotdiers. 

Flu,  God  plefs  yaur  Majefty. 
K.  Henry,  How  now,  Fluellen^  cam*ft  thou  from  the 
bridge  ? 

Flu,  I,  fo  pleafe  your  Majefty  :  the  Duke  of  Exeter 
has  very  gallantly  maintained  the  pridge ;  the  French  Is 
gone  off,  look  you,  and  there  is  gallant  and  moft  prave 
pafTages;  marry,  th'  athverfary  was  have  pofTeffionof 

17  The  King  is  comings  and  I  mufl  fpeak  with  him  from  the 
pridge.]  Speak  with  bim  from  the  Bridge^  Mr.  Pope  tells  us^ 
it  is  added  in  the  latter  Editions ;  but  that  it  is  plain  from 
the  Sequel,  that  the  Scene  here  continues,  and  the  affair  of 
*^  the  bridge  is  over.'*  'Tis  plain,  this  is  a  moft  inaccu- 
rate Criticifm.  The  Scene,  'tis  true,  continues,  and  the  Af- 
fair of  the  bridge  is  over  5  but  thefe  Words  are  to  be  con- 
tinued for  all  That.  Tho'  the  Affair  of  the  Bridge  be  over,  is 
That  a  Reafon,  that  the  King  muft  receive  no  Intelligence 
from  thence  ?  Fluelleny  who  comes  from  the  Bridge,  means  no 
more  than  this,  that  he  wants  to  acquaint  the  King  with  the 
Tranfaftions  that  had  happened  there  and  with  the  Duke  of 
Exeter\  having  repulsM  the  French  from  thence.  And  this  is 
what  he  calls  fpeaking  to  the  King  from  the  Bridge^ 

th& 
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the  pridge,  but  he  is  enforced  to  retire,  and  the  Duke 
of  Exeter  is  m after  of  the  pridge  :  I  can  tell  your  Ma- 
jcfty,  the  Duke  is  a  prave  man. 

JC.  Henry,  What  men  have  you  loll,  FlueUen  ? 

flu.  The  perdition  of  th'  athverfary  ha  been  very 
great,  very  reafonable  great ;  marry,  for  ;iy  part,  I 
think,  the  Duke  hath  loft  never  a  man  but  one  that  is 
like  to  be  executed  for  robbing  a  church,  one  Bardolpby 
if  your  Majefty  know  the  man  :  his  face  is  all  bubukles, 
and  whelks,  and  knobs,  and  flames  of  fire  ;  and  his  lips 
blows  at  his  nofe,  and  it  is  like  a  coal  of  fire  ;  fometimes 
plue,  and  fometimes  red  but  his  nofe  is  executed,  and 
his  fire's  out. 

K.  Henry,  We  would  have  fuch  offenders  fo  cut  oft^ 
And  give  exprefs  charge,  that  in  all  our  march 
There  fhall  be  nothing  taken  from  the  villages. 
But  fhall  be  paid  for  ;  and  no  French  upbraided. 
Or  yet  abufed  in  difdainful  language  ; 
When  lenity  and  cruelty  play  for  kingdoms. 
The  gentler  gamefter  is  the  fooneil  winner. 

Tucket  founds,    E?iter  Mountjoy* 
Mount,  You  know  me  by  my  habit. 
"K,  Henry,  Well  then,  I  know  thee  what  fhall  I  know 
of  thee  ? 

Mount.  My  matter's  mind. 
K.  Henry,  Unfold  it. 

Mount,  Thus  fays  my   King :   fay  thou  to  Harry 
Englandy 

Although  we  feemed  dead,  v/e  did  but  fleep  : 
Advantage  is  a  better  foldier  than  raftinefs. 
Tell  him,  we  could  at  Harf  eur  have  rebuk'd  him  j. 
But  that  we  thought  not  good  to  bruife  an  injury^ 
'Till  it  were  ripe.    Now,  fpeak  we  on  our  cue. 
With  voice  imperial  :  England  fhall  repent 
His  folly,  fee  his  weaknefs,  and  admire 
Our  fuffrance.    Bid  him  therefore  to  confider. 
What  mufl:  the  ranfom  be,  which  muft  proportion 
The  loffes  we  have  borne,  the  fubje(^s  we 
Have  loft,  and  the  difgrace  we  have  digefted  j 

To 
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To  anfwer  which,  his  pettinefs  would  bow  under. 
Firft  for  our  lofs,  too  poor  is  his  Exchequer  ^ 
For  the  efFufion  of  our  blood,  his  army 
Too  faint  a  number  ;  and  for  our  difgrace, 
Ev'n  his  own  perfon  kneeling  at  our  feet 
A  weak  and  worthlefs  fatibfa6lion. 
To  this,  defiance  add  ;  and  for  conclufion. 
Tell  him  he  hath  betray'd  his  followers, 
Whofe  condemnation  is  pronounced.    So  far 
My  King  and  mafter  ;  and  fo  much  my  office. 

K.  Henry.  What  is  thy  name  ?  I  know  thy  quality. 

Mount.  Mount  joy. 

K.  Henry,  Thou  doft  thy  office  fairly.  Turn  thee  back, 
And  tell  thy  King,  I  do  not  feek  him  now  ; 
But  could  be  willing  to  march  on  to  Calais 
Without  impeachment  ;  for,  to  fay  the  footh, 
(Though  it  is  no  wifdom  to  confefs  fo  much 
Unto  an  Enemy  of  craft  and  vantage) 
My  people  are  with  ficknefs  much  enfeebled. 
My  numbers  lefTen'd  ;  and  thofe  few  I  have, 
Almoft  no  better  than  fo  many  French  ; 
Who,  when  they  were  in  health,  I  tell  thee,  herald, 
I  thought,  upon  one  pair  of  EngUJh  legs 
Did  march  three  Frenchmen.    Yet,  forgive  me,  God, 
That  I  do  brag  thus ;  this  your  air  of  France 
Hath  blown  that  vice  in  me  ;  I  mull  repent. 
Go,  therefore,  tell  thy  mafter,  here  I  am  ; 
My  ranfom  is  this  frail  and  worthlefs  trunk  ; 
My  army  but  a  weak  and  fickly  guard  : 
Yet,  God  before,  tell  him  we  will  come  on, 
Though  France  himfelf,  and  fuch  another  neighbour. 
Stand  in  our  way.    There's  for  thy  labour,  Mountjoy, 
Go,  bid  thy  mafter  well  advife  himfelf : 
If  we  may  pafs,  we  will ;  if  we  be  hinder'd. 
We  lhall  your  tawny  ground  with  your  red  blood 
Difcolour  ;  and  fo,  Mountjoj,  fare  you  well. 
The  fum  of  all  our  anfwer  is  but  this ; 
We  would  not  feek  a  battle  as  we  are. 
Yet,  as  we  are,  we  fay,  we  will  not  Ihun  it : 
So  tell  your  mafter. 
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Mount,  I  lhall  deliver  fo  :  thanks  to  you  Highnefs. 

[Exit. 

Glou.  I  hope,  they  will  not  come  upon  us  now. 

K.  Henry.  We,  are  in  God's  hand,  brother,  not  in  theirs: 
March  to  the  bridge  ;  it  now  draws  toward  night  ; 
Beyond  the  River  we'll  encamp  our  felves; ' 
And  on  to  morrow  bid  them  march  away.  [^Exeunt, 

S  C  E  N  E,  /Z?^  French  Camp  near  Agincourt. 

Enter  the  Conflahle  of  France,  the  Lord  Rambures, 
Orleans,  Dauphin,  nx)'ith  others. 

Con.  ^  ^  U  T,  I  have  the  beft  armour  of  the  world. 
Would  it  were  day  ! 

Orl.  You  have  an  excellent  armour;  but  let  my 
horfe  have  his  due. 

Con.  It  is  the  bell  horfe  of  Europe, 

Orl.  Will  it  never  be  morning  ? 

Dau,  My  lord  of  Orleans,  and  my  lord  high  Confta- 
ble,  you  talk  of  horfe  and  armour,  

Orl.  You  are  as  well  provided  of  both,  as  any  Prince 
in  the  world. 

Dau,  What  a  long  night  is  this!  I  will  not  change 
my  horfe  v/ith  any  that  treads  but  on  four  pailerns  ; 
r,a,ha!  le  Che^al  ^jolant,  the  Pegafus,  cbez  les  Na- 
rines  de feu  !  he  bounds  from  the  earth,  as  if  his  en- 
trails were  hairs ;  when  I  bellride  him,  I  foar,  I  am  a 
Hawk ;  he  trots  the  air,  the  earth  fmgs  when  he 
touches  it ;  the  bafefl  horn  of  his  hoof  js  more  mu* 
fical  than  the  pipe  of  Hermes. 

OrT.  He's  of  the  colour  of  the  Nutmeg. 

Dau.  And  of  the  heat  of  the  ginger.  It  is  is  a  beaft 
for  Perfeus  ;  he  is  pure  air  and  fire  ;  and  the  dull  ele- 
ments of  earth  and  water  never  appear  in  him,  but  only 
in  patient  ftilnefs  while  his  rider  mounts  him;  he  is, 
indeed,  a  horfe  ;  and  all  other  jades  you  may  call  beafts. 

Con.  Indeed,  my  lor-d,  it  is  a  moll  abfolute  and  ex- 
cellent horfe. 

Dau.  It  is  the  prince  of  palfreys    his  neigh  is  like 

the 
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the  bidding  of  a  monarchy  and  his  countenance  enforces 
homage. 

Orl.  No  more,  coufm. 

Dau,  Nay,  the  man  hath  no  wit,  that  cannot,  from 
the  rifing  of  the  lark  to  the  lodging  of  the  lamb,  vary 
deferved  praife  on  my  palfrey ;  it  is  a  theme  as  fluent 
as  the  fea  :  turn  the  fands  into  eloquent  tongues,  and 
my  horfe  is  argument  for  them  all ;  'tis  a  fubjed  for  a 
Sovereign  to  reafon  on,  and  for  a  Sovereign's  Sovereign 
to  ride  on  j  and  for  the  world,  familiar  to  us  and  un- 
known, to  lay  apart  their  particular  fundlions  and  won- 
der at  him.  I  once  writ  a  fonnet  in  his  praife,  and  be- 
gan thus,  Wonder  of  nature  < 

Or/,  I  have  heard  a  fonnet  begin  fo  to  one's  miflrefs. 

Dau.  Then  did  they  imitate  that,  which  I  composed 
to  my  courfer  ;  for  my  horfe  is  my  miftrefs. 

Or/.  Your  miftrefs  bears  well. 

Dau,  Me,  well ;   which  is  the  prefcript  praife, 

and  perfedion,  of  a  good  and  particular  miflrefs. 

Con.  Methought,  yellerday  your  miftrefs  (hrewdly 
fiiook  your  back. 

Dpm.  So,  perhaps,  did  yours. 

Con,  Mine  was  not  bridled, 

Dau.  O,  then,  belike,  flie  was  old  and  gentle ;  and 
you  rode,  like  a  Kerne  of  Ire/and^  your  Frenc/y  hofe  ofF, 
and  in  your  ftrait  Troflers.  (i8) 

Con,  You  have  good  judgment  in  horfemanfhip. 

Dau.  Be  warn'd  by  me  then ;  they  that  ride  fo  and 
rrde  not  warily,  fall  into  foul  bogs ;  I  had  rather  have 
my  horfe  to  my  miftrefs. 

Con,  I  had  as  lieve  have  my  miftrefs  a  jade. 

(18)  Like  a  Kerne  of  Ireland,  your  French  hofe  off,  and  in 
your  Jirait  Stroffers.]  Thus  all  the  Editions  have  miitaken  this 
Word,  which  fliould  be  Tro/m  5  and  fignifies,  a  pair  of  Breeches, 
The  French  call,  to  trufs  or  pack  up,  troffer  ;  whether  our 
Word,  Troivfers,  be  derived  from  thence,  I  am  not  certain : 
But,  by  Jirait  Troffers,  our  Poet  humoroufly  means,  femoribus 
denudatis  j  for  the  Kernes  of  Ireland  wear  no  Breeches,  any  more 
th«n  the  Scotch- Highlander t  do. 
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Dau,  I  tell  thee,  Conftable,  my  miftrefs  wears  het 
own  hair. 

Con,  I  could  make  as  true  a  boaft  as  that,  if  I  had  a 
Sow  to  my  miftrefs. 

Dau.  Le  chien  eft  retcur7ie  a  fon  fropre  'vomijfement ^ 
&  la  triiie  lanjee  au  bourbier ;  thou  mak'ft  ufe  of  any 
thing. 

Con.  Yet  do  I  not  ufe  my  horfe  for  my  miftrefs ;  or 
any  fuch  proverb,  fo  little  kin  to  the  purpofe. 

Ram.  My  lord  Conftable,  the  armour,  that  I  faw  in 
your  tent  to  night,  are  thofe  ftars,  or  funs  upon  it  ? 

Con.  Stars,  my  lord. 

Dau.  Some  of  them  will  fall  to  morrow,  I  hope. 

Con.  And  yet  my  (ky  fliall  not  want. 

Dau.  That  may  be,  for  you  bear  many  fuperfluoufly ; 
and  'twere  more  honour,  fome  were  away. 

Con.  Ev'n  as  your  horfe  bears  your  praifes,  who  would 
trot  as  well,  were  fome  of  your  brags  difmounted. 

Dau.  Would  I  were  able  to  load  him  with  his  defert. 
Will  it  never  be  day  ?  I  will  trot  to  morrow  a  mile,  and 
my  way  fhall  be  paved  with  Englijh  faces. 

Con.  1  will  not  fay  fo,  for  fear  I  Ihou'd  be  fac'd  out 
of  my  way ;  but  I  would  it  were  morning,  for  I  would 
fain  be  about  the  ears  of  the  Englijh. 

Ram.  Who  will  go  to  hazard  with  me  for  twenty 
Englijh  prifoners  ? 

Con.  You  muft  firft  go  your  felf  to  hazard  ere  you 
have  them. 

Dau.  'Tis  mid-night.  Til  go  arm  my  fclf.  \^Exit. 
Orl.  The  Dauphin  longs  for  morning. 
Ram.  He  longs  to  eat  the  Englip. 
Con,  I  think,  he  will  eat  all  he  kills. 
Orl.  By  the  white  hand  of  my  lady,  he's  a  gallant 
Prince. 

Con.  Swear  by  her  foot,  that  fhe  may  tread  out  the 
oath. 

Of  I.  He  is  (imply  the  moft  adive  gentleman  of  France^ 
Con.  Doing  is  activity,  and  he  will  ftill  be  daing. 
Orl.  He  never  did  harm,  that  I  heard  of. 
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Com.  Nor  will  do  none  to  morrow  :  he  will  keep  that 
good  name  ftill. 

Or  I,  I  know  him  to  be  valiant. 

Con.  I  was  told  that,  by  one  that  knows  him  better 
than  you. 

Or/.  What's  he  ? 

Con.  Marry,  he  told  me  fo  himfelf ;  and  he  faid,  he 
car'd  not  who  knew  it. 

Or/.  He  needs  not,  it  is  no  hidden  virtue  in  him. 

Con.  By  my  faith,  Sir,  but  it  is  ;  never  any  body  faw 
it,  but  his  lacquey ;  'tis  a  hooded  valour,  and  when  it 
appears,  it  will  bate. 

Or/.  Ill-will  never  faid  well. 

Con.  I  will  cap  that  proverb  with,  T/:pere  is  Jlattery  in 
friendfbif. 

Orl.  And  I  will  take  up  that  with,  Gi^e  the  Devil 
his  due. 

Con.  Well  plac'd ;  there  ilands  your  friend  for  the 
devil ;  have  at  the  very  eye  of  that  proverb  with,  A  fox 

of  the  denjil ! 

OrL  You  are  the  better  at  proverbs,  by  how  much 
a  fooVs  bolt  is  foon  /hot. 

Con,  You  have  Ihot  over. 

Or/.  'Tis  not  the  firft  time  you  were  over-fhot. 

Enter  a  MeJJenger, 

Meff,  My  Lord  high  Conftable,  the  Englijh  lye  within 
fifteen  hundred  paces  of  your  tents. 
Con.  Who  hath  meafur'd  the  ground  ? 
M^Jf,  The  lord  Grandpree, 

Con.  A  valiant  and  moil  expert  gentleman.  Would 
it  were  day!  Alas,  poor  Harry  of  England!  he  longs 
not  for  the  dav/ning  as  we  do. 

Or/.  What  a  wretched  and  peevifh  fellow  is  this  Kiag 
of  England^  to  mope  with  his  fat-brain'd  followers  fo  far 
out  of  his  knowledge  ? 

Con,  If  the  Englip  had  any  apprehenlion,  they  would 
run  away. 

0/7.  That  they  lack  j  for  if  their  heads  had  any  in- 
VoL,  IV.  P  telleaual 


338  King  Henry  V. 

telle6lual  armour,  they  could  never  wear  fuch  heavy 

headpieces. 

Ram.  That  Ifland  England  breeds  very  valiant  crea- 
tures ;  their  maftilrs  are  of  unmatchable  courage. 

0;7.  Foolifli  curs,  that  run  winking  into  the  mouth  of 
a  Rujft'an  Bear,  and  have  their  heads  crufh'd  like  rotten 
apples.  You  may  as  well  fay,  that's  a  valiant  Flea,  that 
dares  eat  his  breakfaft  on  the  lip  of  a  Lion. 

Con.  Juft,  jud;  and  the  men  do  iympathize  with  the 
mailiffs  in  robuftious  and  rough  coming  on,  leaving  their 
wits  with  their  wives ;  and  then  give  them  great  meals 
of  beef,  and  iron  and  fleel,  they  will  eat  like  wolves, 
and  fight  like  devils. 

OrL  Ay  ;  but  thefe  Eiiglijh  are  fhreudly  out  of  beef. 

Con.  I'hen  lliall  we  lind  to  morrow,  they  have  only 
llomachs  to  eat,  and  none  to  fight.  Now  is  it  time  to 
arm ;  come,  fhall  we  about  it  ? 

OrL  'Tis  two  o'  clock  ;  but  (let  me  fee)  by  ten. 
We  ihall  have  each  a  hundred  Englijhmen,  [Exeunt^ 

Enter  Chorus. 

Now  entertain  conjecture  of  a  time. 

When  creeping  murmur,  and  the  poring  dark. 

Fills  the  wide  veffel  of  the  univerfe. 

From  camp  to  camp,  through  the  foul  womb  of  night. 

The  hum  of  either  army  ftilly  founds ; 

That  the  fixt  centinels  almofl  receive 

The  fecret  whifpers  of  each  other's  watch. 

Fire  anfwers  fire ;  and  through  their  paly  flames 

Each  battel  fees  the  other's  umber'd  face. 

Steed  threatens  Heed,  in  high  and  boaftful  neighs 

Piercing  the  night's  dull  ear  ;  and  from  the  tents. 

The  armourers  accomplilhing  the  knights. 

With  bufic  hammers  clofmg  rivets  up. 

Give  dreadful  note  of  preparation. 

The  country  cocks  do  crow,  the  clocks  do  toll ; 

And  (the  third  hour  of  droufie  morning  nam'd) 

Proud  of  their  numbers  and  fecure  in  foul. 

The  confident  and  over-lufty  French 

For  the  low-rated  Evglijh  play  at  dice ; 


King  Henry  V.  335 

And  chide  the  cripple  tardy-gated  night. 

Who,  like  a  foul  and  ugly  witch,  does  limp 

So  tedioufly  away.    The  poor  condemned  EngUjh^ 

Like  facrifices,  by  their  watchful  fires 

Sit  patiently,  and  inly  ruminate 

The  morning's  danger  :  and  their  gefture  fad, 

Invefting  lank-lean  cheeks  and  war-worn  coats, 

Prefented  them  unto  the  gazing  moon 

So  many  horrid  ghofts.    Who  now  beholds 

The  royal  captain  of  this  ruin'd  band 

Walking  from  watch  to  watch,  from  tent  to  tent. 

Let  him  cry,  Praife  and  glory  on  his  head  \ 

For  forth  he  goes  and  vilits  all  his  hoU, 

Bids  them  good  morrow  with  a  modeft  fmile. 

And  calls  them  brothers,  friends,  and  countrymen. 

Upon  his  royal  face  there  is  no  note. 

How  dread  an  army  hath  enrounded  him; 

Nor  doth  he  dedicate  one  jot  of  colour 

Unto  the  weary  and  all- watched  night: 

But  freflily  looks  and  over-bears  attaint, 

With  chearful  femblance  and  fweet  majelly  : 

That  ev'ry  wretch,  pining  and  pale  before. 

Beholding  him,  plucks  comfort  from  his  looks. 

A  largefs  univerfal,  like  the  fun. 

His  liberal  eye  doth  give  to  evVy  one. 

Thawing  cold  fear.    Then,  mean  and  gentle,  all 

Behold,  (as  may  unworthinefs  define)  (19) 

A  little  touch  oi  Harry  in  the  night. 

And  fo  our  fcene  mull  to  the  battle  fly  : 

(19)  —————  Teavy  that  mean  and  gentle  all 
Beheld,  [as  may,  &c.]  As  this  flood,  it  was  a  moft  perpIexM 
and  nonrenfical  Paflage  :  and  could  not  be  intelligible,  but  as  I 
have  corredled  it.  The  Poet,  firft,  expatiates  on  the  real  In- 
fluence that  Harry^^  Eye  had  on  his  Camp  :  and  then  addrelTing 
himfelf  to  every  Degree  of  his  Audience,  he  tells  them  5  he'll 
l^ew  (as  well  as  his  unworthy  Pen  and  Powers  can  deicribe  it) 
a  little  Touch,  or  Sketch  of  this  Hero  in  the  Night :  a  famt  Re- 
femblance  of  that  Chearfulnefs  and  Rcfolution  which  this  brav5 
Prince  exprefs'd  in  himfelf^  and  infpired  in  his  Followers. 


Where, 
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Where,  O  for  pity  !  we  fhall  much  difgracc. 

With  four  or  five'moft  vile  and  ragged  foils, 

(Right  ill  disposed,  in  brawl  ridiculous) 

The  name  of  Agjncourt,    Yet  fit  and  fee. 

Minding  true  things  by  what  their  mock'ries  be.  {Exit. 


A    C    T  IV. 

SCENE,  the  Englifh  Camp^  at  Agincourt, 
Enter  King  Henry,  Bedford  and  Gloucefler. 
King  Henry. 

GLouJfer,  'tis  true,  that  we  are  in  great  danger ; 
The  greater  therefore  fhou'd  our  courage  be/ 
Good  morrow,  brother  Bedford:  God  Almighty  ! 
There  is  fomeSbul  of  goodnefs  in  things  evil. 
Would  men  obfervingly  diftil  it  out. 
For  our  bad  neighbour  makes  us  early  ftirrers ; 
W^hich  is  both  healthful,  and  good  hufbandry. 
Befides,  they  are  our  outward  confciences. 
And  preachers  to  us  all ;  admonifhing, 
That  we  fhould  drefs  us  fairly  for  our  end. 
Thus  may  we  gather  honey  from  the  weed. 
And  make  a  moral  of  the  devil  himfelf. 

Enter  Erpingham. 

Good  morrow,  old  Sir  Thomas  Erpingham: 
A  good  foft  pillow  for  that  good  white  head 
Were  better  than  a  churlifh  turf  of  France. 

Erping,  Not  fo,  my  Liege ;  this  lodging  likes  inc 
better ; 

Since  T  may  fay,  now  lye  I  like  a  King. 

K,  Henry.  'Tis  good  for  men  to  love  their prefent  pain 
Upon  example  ;  fo  the  fpirit  is  eafed  : 
And  when  the  mind  is  quicken'd,  out  of  doubt. 
The  organs,  though  defunfl;  and  dead  before. 

Break 
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Break  up  their  drowlie  grave,  and  newly  move 
With  called  flough  and  frefh  legerity. 
Lend  me  thy  cloak,  Sir  Thomas  :  brothers  both. 
Commend  me  to  the  Princes  in  our  camp  : 
Do  my  good  morrow  to  them,  and  anon 
Defire  them  all  to  my  pavillion. 

GIgu.  We  fhall,  my  Liege. 

Erping,  Shall  I  attend  your  grace  ? 

AT.  Henry,  No,  my  good  knight  ; 
Go  with  my  brothers  to  my  lords  of  England  i 
I  and  my  bofom  muft  debate  a  while. 
And  then  I  would  no  other  company. 

Erping,  The  Lord  in  heaven  blefs  thee,  noble  Harry! 

[^ExeunK 

K  Henry,  God-a-mercy,  old  heart,  thou  fpeak'il 
chearfuUy. 

Enter  PiftoL 

PiJ}.        'va  la  r 

K.  Henry,  A  friend. 

Fiji,  Difcufs  unto  me,  art  thou  officer, 
Or  art  thou  bafe,  common  and  popular  ? 

K,  Henry.  I  am  a  gentleman  of  a  company, 

PiJ},  Trail'ft  thou  the  puifTant  pike  ? 

K.  Henry,  Even  fo  :  what  are  you  ? 

Pijl,  As  good  a  gentleman  as  the  Emperor. 

K,  Henry,  Then  you  are  a  better  than  the  King.^ 

Pijl.  The  King's  a  bawcock,  and  a  heart  of  gold, 
A  lad  of  life,  an  imp  of  fame. 
Of  parents  good,  of  fift  moft  valiant : 
I  kifs  his  dirty  Ihoe,  and  from  my  heart- firing 
I  love  the  lovely  bully.    What's  thy  name  ? 

K,  Henry,  Harry  le  Roy, 

Fiji,  Le  Roy  !  a  Cornijh  name  :  art  thou  of  Cornijh 
crenv  ? 

K,  Henry.  No,  I  am  a  Weljhman, 
Pift,  Knovv'ft  thou  Fluellen? 
K,  Henry,  Yes. 

Pift,  Tell  him,  I'll  knock  his  leek  about  his  pate. 
Upon  St.  Da'vid'^  day. 

P  3  K.Hewjl 
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K.  Henry.  Do  not  you  wear  your  dagger  in  your  cap 
that  day,  left  he  knock  that  about  yours. 
Pifi.  Art  thou  his  friend  ? 
K.  Henry.  And  his  kinfman  too. 
Plfi.  The  Tigo  for  thee  then  !  ~— 
A'.  Henry.  I  thank  you  :  God  be  with  you. 
V'ift.  My  name  is  Fijhl  caird.  {Exit. 
K,  Henry.  It  forts  vvejl  with  your  fiercenefs. 

[hlanet  King  Henry. 
ErJcr  Fluellen,  and  Gowcr,  /e<verally. 
Gon^,  Captain  Fluellen.  ■ 

Flu.  So  ;  in  the  name  of  JcfuChrifl:,  fpeak  fewer;  it 
is  the  greateft  admiration  in  the  univerfal  world,  when 
the  true  and  auncient  prerogatifes  and  laws  of  the  wars  is 
not  kept :  if  you  would  take  the  pains  but  to  examine 
the  wars  of  Pompey  the  great,  you  lhall  find,  I  warrant 
you,  that  there  is  no  tiddle  taddle,  nor  pibble  pabble, 
in  Pompey  s  camp:  I  warrant  you,  you  ihall  find  ^the 
ceremonies  of  the  wars,  and  the  cares  of  it,  and  the 
forms  of  it,  and  the  fobrieties  of  it,  and  the  modefty  of 
it  to  be  otherwife. 

Go^.  Why,  the  enemy  is  loud,  you  hear  him  all 
night. 

Fiu.  If  the  enemy  is  an  afs  and.  a  fool,  and  a  prating 
coxcomb,  is  it  meet,  think  you,  that  we  Ihould  alfo, 
look  you,  be  an  Afs  and  a  fool,  and  a  prating  coxcomb, 
in  your  own  confcience  now  ? 

Goiv.  I  will  fpeak  lower. 

Flu.  I  pray  you,  and  befeech  you,  that  you  will. 

\_Exeunf^ 

K.' Henry.  Though  it  appear  a  little  out  of  falhion. 
There  is  much  care  and  valour  in  this  Weljhman, 

Enter  three  Soldiers,  John  Bates,  Alexander  Court,  and 
Michael  Williams. 

Court.  Brother  John  Bates,  is  not  that  the  morning 
which  breaks  yonder  ? 

Bates.  I  think  it  be,  but  we  have  no  great  caufe  to 
dcfire  the  approach  of  day, 

TVilUams, 
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Williams,  We  fee  yonder  the  beginning  of  the  day, 
but,  1  think,  we  lhail  never  fee  the  end  of  it.  Who  goes 
there  ? 

K.  Henry.  A  friend. 

Will.  Under  what  captain  ferve  yoa  ? 

K,  Henry,  Under  Sir  Thomas  Erpingham. 

WtlL  A  good  old  commander,  and  a  moft  kind  gen- 
tleman :  I  pray  you,  what  thinks  he  of  our  eflate  ? 

K  Henry.  Even  as  men  wreck'd  upon  a  fand,  that 
look  to  be  vvafh'd  olF  the  next  tide. 

Bates.  He  hath  not  told  his  thought  to  the  King  ? 

K.  Henry,  No;  nor  is  it  meet,  he  (hou'd :  for  tho'  I 
fpeak  it  to  you,  I  think,  the  King  is  but  a  man  as  I  am  : 
the  Violet  fmells  to  him  as  it  doth  to  me  ;  the  element 
fliews  to  him  as  it  doth  to  me  ;  all  his  fenfes  have  but 
human  conditions.  His  ceremonies  laid  by,  in  his  na- 
kednefs  he  appears  but  a  man  ;  and  tho'  his  afFeflions 
are  higher  mounted  than  oars,  yet  when  they  (loop, 
they  (loop  with  the  like  wing  ;  therefore  when  he  fees 
reaibn  of  fears  as  we  do,  his  fears,  out  of  doubt,  be  of 
the  fame  relifn  as  ours  are ;  yet  in  reafon  no  manfhould 
polTefs  him  with  any  appearance  of  fear,  Icfl  he,  by 
ihewing  it,  fhould  difhearten  his  army. 

Bates,  He  may  fliew  what  outward  courage  he  will ; 
but,  I  believe,  as  cold  a  night  as  'tis,  he  could  wifh  him- 
felf  in  the  Thaines  up  to  the  neck ;  and  fo  I  would  he 
were,  and  I  by  him  at  all  adventures,  fo  we  were  quit 
here. 

K.  Henry,  By  my  troth,  I  will  fpeak  my  confcience  of 
the  King ;  I  think,  he  would  not  wifh  himfeif  any  where 
but  where  he  is. 

Bates,  Then  would  he  were  here  alone ;  fo  ftiould 
he  be  fure  to  be  ranfomed,  and  many  poor  men's  lives 
faved. 

K,  Henry,  I  dare  fay,  you  love  him  not  fo  ill  to  wifh 
him  here  alone ;  howfoever  you  fpeak  this  to  feel  other 
men's  minds.  Methinks,  I  could  not  die  any  where  fo 
contented  as  in  the  King's  company  5  his  caufe  being 
juil,  and  his  quarrel  honourable. 

WilL  That's  more  than  we  know. 

P  4  Bate<s. 
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Bates.  Ay,  or  more  than  we  fhou'd  feck  aft«r ;  for 

we  know  enough,  if  we  know  we  are  the  King's  fub- 
jeds  :  if  his  caufe  be  wrong,  our  obedience  to  the  King 
wipes  the  crime  of  it  out  of  us. 

But  if  the  caufe  be  not  good,  the  King  himfelf 
hath  a  heavy  reckoning  to  make  ;  when  all  thofe  legs, 
and  arms,  and  heads,  chop'd  off  in  a  battle,  ihall  join 
together  at  the  latter  day,  and  cry  all,  Wedyd  at  fuch  a 
pio.ce  I  fome,  fwearing;  fome,  crying  for  a  furgeon  ; 
iome,  upon  their  wives  left  poor  behind  them  ;  fome, 
upon  the  debts  they  owe  ;  fome,  upon  their  children 
rawly  left.  I  am  afear'd  there  are  few  die  well,  that 
die  in  battle  ;  for  how  can  they  charitably  difpofe  of 
any  thing,  when  blood  is  their  argument  ?  now,  if  thefe 
men  do  not  die  well,  it  will  be  a  black  matter  for  the 
King  that  led  them  to  it,  whom  to  difobey  were  againft 
all  proportion  of  fubjef^ion. 

K.  Hsnry,  So,  if  a  fon,  that  is  fent  by  his  father  about 
merchandize,  do  fall  into  fome  lewd  adion  and  mif- 
carry,  the  imputation  of  his  wickednefs,  by  your  rule, 
Ihould  be  impofed  upon  his  father  that  fent  him ;  or  if 
a  fervant,  under  his  mafter's  command  tranfporting  a 
fum  of  mony,  he  afiail'd  by  robbers,  and  die  in  many 
irreconcil'd  iniquities ;  you  may  call  the  bufinefs  of  the 
malkr  the  author  of  the  fervant's  damnation  ;  but  this 
is  not  fo  :  the  King  is  not  bound  to  anfwer  the  particular 
endings  of  his  foldiers,  the  father  of  his  fon,  nor  the 
mafler  of  his  fervant ;  for  they  purpofe  not  their  death, 
when  they  purpofe  their  fervices.  Befides,  there  is  no 
King,  be  his  caufe  never  fo  fpotlefs,  if  it  come  to  the 
arbitrement  of  fwords,  can  try  it  out  with  all  unfpottcd 
foldiers :  fome,  peradventure,  have  on  them  the  guilt  of 
premeditated  and  contrived  murther ;  fome,  of  beguiling 
\'irgins  with  the  broken  feals  of  perjury ;  fome,  making 
the  wars  their  bulwark,  that  have  before  gored  the  gentle 
bofom  of  peace  with  pillage  and  robbery.  Now  if  thefe 
rnen  have  defeated  the  law,  and  out-run  native  punifh- 
raent ;  though  they  can  out-ftrip  men,  they  have  no 
^vings  to  fiy  from  God.  War  is  his  beadle,  war  is  his 
vengeance  ;  fo  that  here  men  are  punilhed,  for  before 

breach 
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breach  of  the  King's  laws,  in  the  King's  quarrel  now  : 
where  they  feared  the  death,  they  have  born  life  away  ; 
and  where  they  would  be  fafe,  they  perilh.  Then  if 
they  dye  unprovided,  no  more  is  the  King  guilty  of  their 
damnation,  than  he  was  before  guilty  of  thofe  impie- 
ties for  which  they  are  now  vifited.  Every  fubje6l*s 
duty  is  the  King's,  but  every  fubjedl's  foul  is  his  own. 
Therefore  fhould  every  foldier  in  the  wars  do  as  every 
fick  man  in  his  bed,  wafh  every  moth  out  of  his  con- 
fcience  :  and  dying  fo,  death  is  to  him  advantage  ;  or 
not  dying,  the  time  was  blelTedly  loft,  wherein  fuch  pre- 
paration was  gained  ;  and,  in  him  that  efcapes,  it  were 
not  fin  to  think,  that  making  God  fo  free  an  offer,  he 
let  him  out-live  that  day  to  fee  his  greatnefs,  and  to 
teach  others  how  they  Ihould  prepare. 

Wiii.  'Tis  certain,  every  man  that  dies  ill,  the  ill  is 
upon  his  own  head,  the  King  is  not  to  anfwer  forit. 

Bates.  I  do  not  defire  he  fhould  anfwer  for  me,  and 
yet  1  determine  to  fight  luftily  for  him. 

K.  Henry.  1  my  felf  heard  the  King  fay,  he  would  not 
be  ranfom'd. 

Will.  Ay,  he  faid  fo  to  make  us  fight  chearfully ;  but^ 
when  our  throats  are  cut,  he  may  be  ranfom'd,  and  we 
ne'er  the  wifer. 

K.  Henry,  If  I  li^ve  to  fee  it,  I  will  never  truft  his 
word  after. 

Will.  You  pay  him  then  ;  that's  a  perilous  fhot  out  of 
an  Eider-gun,  that  a  poor  and  private  difpleafure  can  do 
againft  a  monarch  !  you  may  as  well  go  about  to  turn 
the  fun  to  ice,  with  fanning  in  his  face  with  a  Peacock's 
feather :  you'll  never  truft  his  word  after  f  come,  'tis  a 
foolifti  faying. 

K.  Henry.  Your  reproof  is  fomething  too  round ;  I 
Oiould  be  angry  with  you,  if  the  time  were  convenient. 

Will.  Let  it  be  a  quarrel  between  us,  if  you  live. 

K.  Henry.  I  embrace  it. 

Will,  How  lhall  I  know  thee  again  ? 

K.  Henry.  Give  me  any  gage  of  thine,  and  I  will 
wear  it  in  my  bonnet :  then  if  ever  thou  dar'ft  acknow- 
ledge it,  I  will  make  it  my  quarrel, 
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PFill.  Here's  my  glove ;  give  me  another  of  tliJne.' 

K.  Henry.  There. 

VVilL  This  will  1  alfo  wear  in  my  cap;  if  ever  thou 
come  to  me  and  fay,  after  to  morrow,  this  is  my  glove  ; 
by  this  hand,  I  will  give  thee  a  box  on  the  ear. 

K.  He72ry,  If  ever  I  live  to  fee  it,  I  will  challenge  it. 

Will.  Thou  dar'ft  as  well  be  hang'd. 

K.  Henry.  Well,  I  will  do  it,  though  I  take  thee  in 
the  King's  company. 

WilL  Keep  thy  word  :  fare  thee  well. 

Bates.  Be  friends,  you  Englijh  fools,  be  friends  ;  we 
have  French  quarrels  enow,  if  you  could  tell  how  to 
reckon.  \Exeunt  foldiers. 

Manet  King  Henry. 

K.  Henry.  Indeed,  the  French  may  lay  twenty  French 
crowns  to  one,  they  will  beat  us,  for  they  bear  them  on 
their  fhoulders  ;  but  it  is  no  En^UJh  treafon  to  cut 
French  crowns,  and  to  morrow  the  King  himfelf  will  be 
a  clipper. 

Upon  the  King!  let  us  our  lives,  our  fouls. 

Our  debts,  our  careful  wives,  our  children  and 

Our  fins,  lay  on  the  King  ;  he  muft  bear  all, 

O  hard  condition,  and  twin- born  with  greatnefs;, 

Subjed  to  breath  of  evVy  fool,  whofe  fenfe 

No  more  can  feel  but  his  own  wringing. 

What  infinite  heart-eafe  muft  Kings  negledl. 

That  privates  men  enjoy  ?  and  what  have  Kings, 

That  privates  have  not  too,  fave  ceremony  ? 

Save  gen'ral  ceremony  ?  ■ 

And  what  art  thou,  t'aou  idol  ceremony  ? 

What  kind  of  God  art  thou,  that  fufFer'ft  more 

Of  mortal  griefs,  than  do  thy  vvorfiiippers  ? 

What  are  thy  rents  ?  what  are  thy  comings-in?  (20) 

O 

(20)  What  are  thy  Rents  ?  What  are  thy  Comings-in  ? 
0  Ctremonyy  jheuo  me  hut  thy  Worth  : 

What !  is  thy  Soul  of  Adoration  ?  J  Thus  is  the  laft  Line  given 
us,  and  the  Nonfenfe  of  it  made  worfe  by  the  ridiculous 
Pointing,   Let  us  examine,  hpw  the  Context  iiands  with  my 
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0  ceremony,  fhew  me  but  thy  worth  : 
What  is  thy  toll,  O  adoration  ? 

Art  thou  aught  elfe  but  place,  degree,  and  form, 
Creating  awe  and  fear  in  other  men  ? 
Wherein  thou  art  lefs  happy,  being  fear'd. 
Than  they  in  fearing. 

What  drink'H  thou  oft,  inftead  of  homage  fweet. 

But  poifon'd  flattVy  ?  O  be  fick,  great  Greatnefs, 

And  bid  thy  ceremony  give  thee  cure. 

Think'ft  thou  the  liery  fever  will  go  out 

With  titles  blown  from  adulation  ? 

Will  it  give  place  to  flexure  and  low  bending  ? 

Can'il:  thou,  when  thou  command'ft  the  beggar's  knee. 

Command  the  health  of  it  ?  no,  thou  proud  dream. 

That  play '11  fo  fabtly  with  a  King's  repofe  ; 

1  am  a  King,  that  £nd  thee  ;  and  I  know, 
'Tis  not  the  balm,  the  fcepter  and  the  ball. 
The  fword,  the  mace,  the  crovv^n  imperial, 
The  enter- tifilied  robe  of  gold  and  pear). 
The  farfed  title  running  'fore  the  King, 
The  throne  he  fits  on,  nor  the  tide  of  pomp 
That  beats  upon  the  high  fhoarof  this  world  ; 
No,  not  all  thefe  thrice  gorgeous  ceremonies. 
Not  all  thefe,  laid  in  bed  majeftical, 

Can  fleep  fo  foundly  as  the  wretched  Have  : 

Who,  with  a  body  fill'd,  and  vacant  mind, 

Gets  him  to  reft,  cramm'd  with  diftrefsful  bread  ; 

Never  fees  horrid  night,  the  child  of  hell  ; 

But,  like  a  lacquey,  from  the  rife  to  fet. 

Sweats  in  the  eye  OiPhcebus;  and  all  night 

Sleeps  in  Elyftum  ;  next  day,  after  dav/n, 

Doth  rife,  and  help  Hyperion  to  his  horfe  ; 

And  follows  fo  the  ever- running  year  * 

With  profitable  labour  to  his  grave  : 

And  (but  for  ceremony)  fuch  a  wretch, 

Emendation.    What  are  thy  Bents  >  What  are  thy  Comings-'tn  \ 

What  is  thy  Worth  f  What  is  thy  roll  ?   (i.  e.  the  Duties, 

and  ImpoJiSf  thou  received  5  )  All  h^re  is  confonant,  and  a- 
greeable  to  a  fenfible  Exclamation^  Mr.  fFarhurtcn. 

Winding 
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Winding  up  days  with  toil,  and  nights  with  fleep. 
Hath  the  fore-hand  and  vantage  of  a  King  : 
The  Have,  a  member  of  the  country's  peace. 
Enjoys  it  ;  but  in  grofs  brain  little  wots, 
What  watch  the  King  keeps  to  maintain  the  peace  ; 
Whofe  hours  the  peal  ant  beil  advantages. 

Enter  Erpingham. 

Erp.  My  lord,  your  Nobler,  jealous  of  your  abfence^ 
Seek  through  your  camp  to  find  you. 

K*  Henry.  Good  old  Knight, 
Colled  them  all  together  at  my  tent : 
I'll  be  before  thee. 

Erp,  I  fhall  do't,  my  lord.  [Exif, 

K.  Henry.  O  God  of  battles  !   fleel  my  foldiers- 
hearts  ; 

PofTefi  them  not  with  fear ;  take  from  them  now  (21) 
The  fenfe  of  reckoning  ;  left  th'  oppofed  numbers 

Pluck  their  hearts  from  them.  Not  to  day,  O  Lord, 

O  not  to  day,  think  not  upon  the  fault 

My  father  made  in  comparing  the  crown. 

J  Richart^s  body  have  interred  new, 

And  on  it  have  beftow'd  more  contrite  tears^ 

Than  from  it  ifTu'd  forced  drops  of  blood. 

Five  hundred  Poor  I  have  in  yearly  pay. 

Who  twice  a-day  their  wither'd  hands  hold  up 

Tow'rd  heaven  to  pardon  blood  ;  and  I  have  builf 

Two  chauntries,  where  the  fad  and  folemn  priefts 

Sing  ftill  for  Richard's  foul.    More  will  I  do ; 

Tho'  all  that  I  can  do,  is  nothing  worthy 

--^23)  t£f}ie  from  them,  netv 

The  Senfeof  recK'ning  of  th''  oppofed  Numhers  : 

Tluck  their  hearts  from  them.  ]  Thus  the  firft  folio  rc^ds  and 
points  this  Paffagc.  The  Poet  might  intend,  **  Take  from 
**  them  the  Senfe  of  reckoning  thofe  oppofed  Numbers  ;  'whicb 

might  pluck  their  Courage  from  them,"  But  the  relati've 
not  being  exprefs'd,  the  Senfe  is  very  obfcure  ;  and  the  fol- 
lowing Verb  feems  a  Petition,  in  the  Imperative  Mood,  The 
%h;  Ccuefticnl  have  given;  m^«it^m*m4  ««^r 

Sines 
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Since  that  my  penitence  comes  after  call,  (22) 
Imploring  pardon. 

EnNr  GIouceAer. 

GIou,  My  Liege. 

K.  Henry,  My  brother  Qlofiert  voice  ? 
I  know  thy  errand,  I  will  go  with  thee  : 
The  day,  my  friends,  and  all  things  Itay  for  me. 

SCENE  changes  to  tht  French  C&mp. 

£«/^r /^^  Dauphin,  Orleans,  Rambures  «W  Beaumont* 
OrL  ^  1"^  H  E  Sun  doth  gild  our  armour;  up,  my  lords> 
JL      Dau,    Monte%  Chewl :  my  horfe,  njakty, 
lac  quay  :  ha  f 

Or/.  O  brave  fpirit  f 

Dau,  Via  !  les  eaux  £5f  la  ferre^  m 

OrL  Rien  puis  !  le  air  ^  feu.  — — 

Dau,  del!  CouRn  Orleans,  

Enter  Conjiable. 

Now,  my  lord  Conftable  ! 

Con,  Hark,  how  our  Steeds  for  prefent  fervice  neigh. 

Dau.  Mount  them,  and  make  incifion  in  their  hides,. 
That  their  hot  blood  may  fpin  in  Englijh  eyes> 

(22)  ^inct  that  my  Penitence  ccmes  after  aH^ 

Jmploringpardtn.']  Wc  muftobfcrve,  that  Henry  IV.  had  coni<- 
mitted  an  Injuftice,  of  which  he  and  his  Son  reap'd  the  Fruits* 
But  Juftice  and  right  Reafon  tell  us,  that  they,  who  (hare  the 
Profits  of  Iniquity,  (hall  ftiare  like  wife  in  the  Punilhmcnt, 
Scripture  again  teHs  us,  that,  when  Men  have  finn*d,  the 
Grace  of  God  gives  frequent  Invitations  to  Repentance  5 
which,  in  Scripture-language,  are  ftyled  Calls,  Thefe,  if  they 
have  been  carclefsly  dallied  with,  and  neglcfted,  are  at 
length  irrecoverably  v/ithdrawn  5  and  then  Repentance  come* 
too  late.  This,  I  hope,  will  fufficiently  vouch  for  my  Emen- 
<iation,  and  explain  what  the  Po«t  would  make  the  King  fay. 

Mr,  Warburttut^ 
And 
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And  daunt  them  with  fuperfluous  courage  :  ha  ! 

Ra7n.  What,  will  you  have  them  weep  our  Horfes' 
blood  ? 

How  (hall  we  then  behold  their  natural  tears  ? 
Enter  a  Mejjhiger. 
Meff.  The  EngUjh  are  embattel'd,  you  Trench  Peers* 
Con.  To  horfe  !  you  gallant  Princes,  fcrait  to  horfe ! 
Do  but  behold  yon  poor  and  flarved  band. 
And  your  fair  fliew  fhall  fuck  away  their  fouls ; 
Leaving  them  but  the  lhalcs  and  husks  of  men. 
There  is  not  work  enough  for  all  our  hands. 
Scarce  blood  enough  in  all  their  fickly  veins 
To  give  each  naked  curtle-ax  a  llain  ; 
That  our  French  gallants  fhall  to  day  draw  out. 
And  Iheath  for  lack  of  fport.    Let's  but  blow  on  them. 
The  vapour  of  our  valour  will  overturn  them. 
'Tis  pofitive  'gainft  all  exception,  lords. 
That  our  fuperfluous  lacqueys  and  our  peafants. 
Who  in  unnecefTary  adion  fvvarm 
About  our  fquares  of  battle,  were  enov/ 
To  purge  this  field  of  fuch  a  hilding  foe  ; 
Tho'  we,  upon  this  mountain's  bafis  by. 
Took  fland  for  idle  fpeculation  : 
But  that  our  honours  mufl  not.    What's  to  fay  ? 
A  very  little,  little,  let  us  do  ; 
And  all  is  done.    Then  let  the  trumpets  found 
The  tucket  fonuance,  and  the  note  to  mount: 
For  our  approach  fhall  fo  much  dare  the  field. 
That  England couch  down  in  fear,  and  yield. 

Enter  Grandpree. 
Grand.  Why  do  you  flay  fo  long,  my  lords  of  France  f 
Yon  Ifland  carrions,  defp'rate  of  their  bones, 
111-favour'dly  become  the  morning  field  ; 
Their  ragged  curtains  poorly  are  fet  loofe. 
And  our  air  fhakes  them  palling  fcornfully. 
Big  Mars  feems  bankrupt  in  their  beggar'd  hofl. 
And  faintly  through  a  rufly  bever  peeps. 
The  borfemen  fit  like  fixed  candleflicks. 

Wick 
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With  torch-ftaves  in  their  hand ;  and  their  poor  jades 
Lob  down  their  heads,  dropping  the  hide  and  hips : 
The  gum  down  roping  from  their  pale  dead  eyes ; 
And  in  their  pale  dull  mouths  the  jymold  bitt 
Lies  foul  with  chaw'd  grafs,  ftill  and  motionlefs  : 
And  their  executors,  the  knavilh  Crows, 
Fly  o'er  them,  all  impatient  for  their  hour. 
Defcription  cannot  fuit  it  felf  in  words. 
To  demonftrate  the  life  of  fuch  a  battle. 
In  life  fo  livelefs  as  it  Ihews  it  felf. 

Co?j.  They've  faid  their  prayers,  and  they  ftay  for 
death. 

Dau.  Shall  we  go  fend  them  dinners  and  frefti  futes-. 
And  give  their  falling  Horfes  provender. 
And,  after,  fight  with  them  ? 

Con.  I  ftay  but  for  my  guard :  on,  to  the  field ; 
I  will  the  banner  from  a  trumpet  take. 
And  ufe  it  for  my  hafte.    Come,  come,  away  f 
The  fun  is  high,  and  we  out-wear  the  day.      [^Exeunt » 

SCENE,  the  Englifli  CAMP. 

Enter  Gloucefter,  Bedford,  Exeter,  Erpingham,  nvith 
all  the  Hoji ;  Salifbury  and  Weflmorland; 

Ghu.  T  T  7  H  E  R  E  is  the  King  ? 

V V  The  King  himfelf  is  rode  to  view 

their  battle. 

Wejf.  Of  Hghting  men  they  have  full  threefcore thou- 
fand. 

Exe,  There's  five  to  one  ;  befides,  they  all  are  frcfh.' 

Sal.  God's  arm  ftrike  with  us,  *tis  a  fearful  odds  I 
God  be  v/i'  you.  Princes  all ;  I'll  to  my  charge. 
If  we  no  more  meet  till  we  meet  in  heav'n. 
Then  joyfully,  my  noble  lord  of  Bedford, 
My  dear  lord  Glo'Jier,  and  my  good  lord  Exeter^ 
And  my  kind  kinfman,  warriors  ail,  adieu  ! 

Bed, 


352         King  H  B  K  R  y  V. 

Bed.  Farewel,  good  Salijhury,  and  good  luck  go  with 
thee!  (23) 

Exe.  [to  SaW]  Farewel,  kind  lord ;  fight  valiantly  to 
day  : 

And  yet  I  do  thee  wrong  to  mind  thee  of  it. 
For  thou  art  fram'd  of  the  firm  truth  of  valour. 

[Exit  Sal. 

Bed.  He  is  as  full  of  valour,  as  of  kindnefs; 
Princely  in  both. 

Enter  King  Henry. 

Weji.  O,  that  we  now  had  here 
But  one  ten  thoufand  of  thofe  men  in  England, 
That  do  no  work  to  day ! 

K.  Henry.  What's  he,  that  wifhes  fo  ? 
My  coufin  Wefimorland?  no,  my  fair  coufin. 
If  we  are  mark'd  to  die,  we  are  enow 
To  do  our  country  lofs ;  and  if  to  live. 
The  fewer  men,  the  greater  fhare  of  honour. 
God's  will !  I  pray  thee,  wilh  not  one  man  more. 
By  Jo've^  I  am  not  covetous  of  gold  ; 
Nor  care  I,  who  doth  feed  upon  my  coft ; 
It  yerns  me  not,  if  men  my  garments  wear ; 
Such  outward  things  dwell  not  in  my  defires  : 
But  if  it  be  a  fin  to  covet  honour, 
I  am  the  moft  offending  foul  alive. 
No,  faith,  my  lord,  wifli  not  a  man  from  England: 
God's  peace,  1  would  not  lofe  fo  great  an  honour. 
As  one  man  more,  methinks,  would  fhare  from  me, 

(23)  Bed,  FareiveJ,  gccd  Salifbury,  snd  g»od Luck  go  with  thet$ 
jfnd  yet  I  do  thee  ivrong  to  mind  thee  cf  it, 
For  thou  art  frarnd  cf  the  firm  Truth  f)f  Valour, 
Exe.  Farewfly  kind  Lord ^  fight  valiantly  to  day 
VFhat  I  does  he  do  Salidury  Wrong,  to  wiih  him  good  Luck  ? 
Can  any  Thing  be  more  ridiculous  than  tofayfo?  The  ingenious 
Dr.  Thirlby  prefcrib'd  to  me  the  Tranfpofition  of  the  Verfes, 
•which  I  have  made  in  the  Text;  and  the  old  Quarto's  plainly 
lead  to  fuck  a  Regulation* 
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for  tlie  beft  hopes  I  have.    Don't  wifh  one  more : 

Rather  proclaim  it  (Wejimorland)  through  my  hoft. 

That  he,  which  hath  no  ftomach  to  this  fight, 

Let  him  depart ;  his  pafsport  fhall  be  made. 

And  crowns  for  convoy  put  into  his  purfe  : 

We  would  not  die  in  that  man's  company. 

That  fears  his  fellowfhip  to  die  with  us. 

This  day  is  call'd  the  feaft  of  Crifpian  : 

He  that  out-lives  this  day,  and  comes  fafe  home. 

Will  ftand  a  tip-toe  when  this  day  is  nam'd. 

And  rouze  him  at  the  name  of  Crifpian : 

He  that  fliali  live  this  day,  and  fee  old  age. 

Will  yearly  on  the  vigil  feaft  his  neighbours. 

And  fay,  to  morrow  is  Saint  Crifpian: 

Then  will  he  llrip  his  fleeve,  and  (hew  his  fears : 

Old  men  forget ;  yet  fhall  not  all  forget. 

But  they'll  remember,  with  advantages. 

What  feats  they  did  that  day.    Then  fhall  our  names. 

Familiar  in  their  mouth  as  houfhold  words, 

Harry  the  King,  Bedford,  and  Exeter,  ' 

Warivick  and  T^albot,  Salisbury  and  Glo'JIer, 

Be  in  their  flowing  cups  frefhly  remembered. 

This  flory  fhall  the  good  man  teach  his  fon : 

And  Crifpin  Crifpian  fhall  ne'er  go  by. 

From  this  day  to  the  ending  of  the  world. 

But  we  in  it  fhall  be  remembered ; 

We  few,  we  happy  few,  we  band  of  brothers : 

For  he,  to  day  that  fheds  his  blood  with  me. 

Shall  be  my  brother ;  be  he  ne'er  fo  vile. 

This  day  fhall  gentle  his  condition. 

And  gentlemen  in  England,  now  a-bed. 

Shall  think  themfelves  accurs'd,  they  were  not  here  ; 

And  hold  their  manhoods  cheap,  while  any  fpeaks. 

That  fought  with  us  upon  St.  Crifpian"^  day* 

Enter  Salisbury. 

Sal.  My  fov'reign  lord,  beflow  your  felf  with  fpeed : 
The  French  are  bravely  in  their  battles  fet. 
And  will  with  all  expedience  charge  on  us.^ 

K.  Henry.  All  things  are  ready,  if  our  minds  be  fo. 
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WtJ}.  Perifh  the  man,  whofe  mind  is  backwarfl  now  f 
K.  Henry,  Thou  deft  not  wifli  more  help  from  England^ 
coufin  ? 

JVeJi,  God's  will,  my  Liege,  would  you  and  I  alone 
Without  more  help  could  fight  this  royal  battle  ! 

AT.  Henry.  Why,  now  thou  haft  unwifliM  five  thou- 
fand  men  : 

Which  likes  me  better  than  to  wifh  us  one. 
You  know  your  places :  God  be  with  you  all  I 

J  Tucket  fowids.    Enter  Mountjoy, 

Mount,  Once  more  I  come  to  know  of  thee,  King 

Harry  ^ 

If  for  thy  ranfom  thou  wiltnow^  compound. 

Before  thy  moft  aflured  over- throw  : 

For,  certainly,  thou  art  fo  near  the  gulf, 

Thc  j  needs  muft  be  englutted.    Thus,  in  mercy, 

The  Conftable  deiires  thee,  thoa  wilt  mind 

Thy  followers  of  repentance ;  that  their  fouls 

May  make  a  peaceful  and  a  fweet  retire 

From  oft  thefe  fields ;  ,  where,  wretches,  their  poor 

bodies 
Muft  lie  and  fefter. 

K,  Henry,  Who  hath  fent  thee  now  ? 

Mou72t,  The  ccnftable  of  France, 

K.  Henry.  I  pray  thee,  bear  my  former  anfwer  back. 
Bid  them  atchieve  me,  and  then  fell  my  bones. 
Good  God  ?  why  Ihould  they  mock  poor  fellows  thus  ? 
The  man,  that  once  did  fell  the  lion's  skin 
While  the  beaft  liv'd,  was  kilPd  with  hunting  him. 
And  many  of  our  bodies  ftiall,  no  doubt, 
Find  native  graves ;  upon  the  which,  I  truft, 
Shall  witnefs  live  in  brafs  of  this  day's  work. 
And  thofethat  leave  their  valiant  bones  in  France^ 
Dying  like  men,  tho'  buried  in  your  dunghils. 
They  lhall  be  fam'd ;  for  there  the  fun  fliall  greet  them. 
And  draw  their  honours  reeking  up  to  heav'n  ; 
Leaving  their  earthly  parts  to  choak  your  clime, 
The  fmell  whereof  ftiall  breed  a  plague  in  France. 

Mark 
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Mark  then  a  bounding  valour  in  our  Englijh :  (24) 
That  being  dead,  like  to  the  bullet's  grazing, 
Breaks  out  into  a  fecond  courfe  of  mifchief. 
Killing  in  rdapfe  of  mortality. 
Let  me  fpeak  proudly  ;  tell  the  Conftable, 
We  are  but  warriors  for  the  working  day  : 
Our  gayncfs,  and  our  gilt,  are  all  be-fmirch'd 
With  rainy  marching  in  the  painful  field. 
There's  not  a  piece  of  feather  in  our  hoft ; 
(Good  argument,  I  hope,  we  will  not  fly  :) 
And  time  hath  worn  us  into  Hovenry. 
But,  by  the  mafs,  our  hearts  are  in  the  trim  : 
And  my  poor  foldiers  tell  me,  yet  ere  night 
They'll  be  in  frelher  robes ;  or  they  will  pluck 
The  gay  new  coats  o'er  the  French  foldiers'  heads  | 
And  turn  them  out  of  fervice.    If  they  do, 
(As,  if  God  pleafe,  they  fhall)  my  ranfom  then 
Will  foon  be  levy'd.    Herald,  fave  thy  labour. 
Come  thou  no  more  for  ranfom^  gentle  herald ; 
They  fhall  have  none,  I  fwear,  but  thefe  my  joints: 
Which  if  they  have  as  I  will  leave  'em  them, 
Shall  yield  them  little,  tell  the  Conflable. 

Mount,  I  fhall.  King  Harry:  and  fo  fare  thee  welL^ 
Thou  never  fhalt  hear  herald  any  more.  [Exit. 
Henry.  I  fear,  thou'lt  once  more  come  again  for 
Ranfom. 

Enter  York. 

Tork,  My  lord,  moft  humbly  on  my  knee  I  beg 
The  leading  of  the  vaward. 

(Z4)  Mark  then  abounding  Valour  in  our  Englifh:]  Thus  the 
Old  Folio'^s,    The  Quarto's,  more  erroneoufly  ftill, 

Mark  then  aboundant— 
Mr.  Pope  degraded  the  Paffage  in  both  his  Editions,  becaufe,  I 
prefume,  he  did  not  underftand  it.  I  correaed  it  feme  time  ago 
in  Print,  as  I  have  now  reform'd  the  Text,  and  the  Allufion  is 
exceedingly  beautiful ;  comparing  the  Revival  of  the  Englijh 
Valour  to  the  rehaunding  of  a  Cannon- balh 
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AT.  Henry.  Take  it,  brave  Tork ;  now,  foldiers,  march 
away. 

And  how  thou  pleafeft,  God,  difpofe  the  day  I  [Exeunt, 
SCENE,    the  Field  of  Battle. 
Alarm y  Excurjtons,    Enter  Piftol,  FiQnch  foUier^ 


J[      P^*  SqI.  ye  pen  fey  que  'vous  efies  le  gentil" 
homme  de  bonne  qualite. 
Tijl,  Qiiality,  calmy,  cafture  me,  art  thou  a  gentle- 
man ?  what  is  thy  name  ?  difcufs. 
Fr.  Sol.  O  Seigneur  Dieu  ! 
Pift.  0,  Signieur  Dewe  fhould  be  a  gentleman  : 
Perpend  my  words,  O  Signieur  Dewe,  and  mark  ; 
O  Signieur  Dewe,  thou  dieft  on  point  of  fox, 
Except,  O  Signieur,  thou  do  give  to  mc 
Egregious  ranfom. 

Fr.  Sol.  O,  prennex  mifericorde,  ayex pitie  de  tnay, 
Fiji,  Moy  fhall  not  ferve,  I  will  have  forty  moys; 
for  I  will  fetch  thy  rym  out  at  thy  throat,  in  drops  of 
crimfon  blood. 

Fr.  Sol.  EJl'il  impojjible  d"  efchapper  la  force  de  ton 
Iras  ? 

Pift.  Brafs,  cur? 
Thou  damned  and  luxurious  mountain  Goat,  ofFer'ft  mc 
brafs  ? 

Fr.  Sol.  O  par  donned  moy, 
Piji.  Say'ft  thou  me  fo  ?  is  that  a  ton  of  moys  ? 
Come  hither.  Boy ;  ask  me  this  flave  in  French, 
What  is  his  name  ? 

Boy.  Efcoutezy  comment  eftes  njous  appelle  ? 
Fr.  Sol.  Monjieur  le  Per, 
Boy,  He  fays,  his  name  is  Mr.  Per. 
Fiji,  Mr.  Per!  I'll  fer  him,  andferk  him,  and  ferret 
him  :  difcufs  the  fame  in  Prench  unto  him. 

Boy,  I  do  not  know  the  French  for  fer^  and  ferrety 
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PiJ},  Bid  him  prepare,  for  I  will  cut  his  throat. 
Fr.  Sol.         dit-il,  Monfieur? 

Boy.  //  me  ccmmande  de  ^ous  dire  que  <vous  *voiis  tenter 
frejl ;  car  ce  foldat  icy  eft  difpofe  tout  a  cette  heure  de 
couper  <voJlre  gorge, 

Piji.  Owy,  cuppellc  gorge,  parmafoy,  pefant,  unlefs 
thou  give  me  crowns,  brave  crowns :  or  mangled  fhalt 
thou  be  by  this  my  fword. 

Fr.  Sol.  O,  je  wous  fupplie  pour  P^imour  de  Dieuy  me 
pardonner  ;  je  fuis  gentilhomme  de  bonne  maifon^  garden 
ma  'vie^  fcf  je  njous  donneray  deux  cents  efcus. 

Fiji,  What  are  his  words  ? 

Boy,  He  prays  you  to  fave  his  life,  he  is  a  gentleman 
of  a  good  houfe,  and  for  his  ranfom  he  will  give  you 
two  hundred  crowns. 

Fiji,  Tell  him,  my  fury  (hall  abate,  and  I  the  crowns 
will  take. 

Fr.  Sol.  Fetit  Monjieury  que  dit-il? 

Boy.  Encore  qu^il  eji  contre  fon  jurement^  de  pardonner 
nucun  prifonnier :  neantmoins  pour  les  efcus  que  uous  l^w 
'vex  promettesy  il  efi  content  de  'vous  donner  la  liberie^  U 
franchifement. 

Fr.  Sol.  ^ur  mes  genoux  je  njous  donne  mi  lie  remercie* 
menst  fff  je  me  ejiime  heureux  qui  je  fuis  tombe  entre  les 
mains  d'un  Chenjalier^  je  penfe^  les  plus  bra<vey  ^valiunt^ 
iff  tres  ejiime  Signeur  d""  Angleterre, 

Fiji,  Expound  unto  me,  boy. 

Boy,  He  gives  you  upon  his  knees  a  thoufand  thanks, 
and  efteems  himfelf  happy  that  he  hath  fall'n  into  the 
hands  of  one,  as  he  thinks,  the  moft  brave,  valorous, 
and  thrice -worthy  Signieur  of  England, 

Fife,  As  I  fuck  blood,  I  will  fome  mercy  ftiew. 
Follow  me,  cur. 

Boy.  Sui've^  le  grand  capitain.  [Ex,  Pift.  and  Fr,  So/, 
I  did  never  know  fo  full  a  voice  iffue  from  fo  empty  a 
heart ;  but  the  faying  is  true,  The  empty  veiTel  makes 
the  greatefl  found.  Bardolph  and  Ni7?i  had  ten  times 
more  valour  than  this  roaring  devil  i'th'  old  play ;  every 
one  may  pare  his  nails  with  a  wooden  dagger  :  yet  they 
are  both  hang'd ;  and  fo  would  this  be,  if  he  durft  Ileal 

any 
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any  thing  advent'roufly.  I  mufl  flay  with  the  lacqueys, 
with  the  luggage  of  oar  camp ;  the  Trench  might  have 
a  good  prey  of  us,  if  he  knew  of  it ;  for  there  is  none 
to  guard  it  but  boys.  {Exit, 

SCENE,  Another  part  of  the  Field  of  Battle. 

Enter  Conftable,  Orleans,  Bourbon,  Dauphin, 
and  Rambures, 

Con,         Diahle  ! 

\J    OrL    O  Signcur !  le  jour  eji  p^du^  tout  efi 
perdu, 

Dau.  Mort  de  ma  njie  !  all  is  confounded,  all ! 
Reproach  and  everlafting  Ihame 

Sits  mocking  in  our  plumes.  {A  Jhort  alarm. 

O  mef chant e  fortune  I  do  not  run  away. 

Con,  Why,  all  our  ranks  are  broke. 

Dau.  O  perdurable  lhame  !  let's  ftab  our  felves : 
Be  thefe  the  wretches,  that  we  play'd  at  dice  for  ? 

OrL  Is  this  the  King  we  fent  to  for  his  ranfom  ? 

Bout.  Shame,  and  eternal  fhame,  nothing  but  fhame  ! 
Let  us  die,  inflant:  — Once  more  back  again  ;  (25) 
The  man,  that  will  not  follow  Bom-bon  now. 
Let  him  go  hence,  and  with  his  cap  in  hand 
Like  a  bafe  pander  hold  the  chamber-door, 
Whilft  by  a  Have,  no  gentler  than  a  dog. 
His  faireft  daughter  is  contaminated. 

Con.  Diforder,  that  hath  fpoil'd us,  friend  us  now! 
Let  us  on  heaps  go  ofFer  up  our  lives, 

OrL  We  are  enow,  yet  living  in  the  field. 
To  fmother  up  the  EngUJh  in  our  throngs ; 

(25)  Let  us  dpy  inftant:  Once  more  hack  again  \\  This  Vcife, 
which  is  quite  left  out  in  Mr.  Fope^%  Editions,  ftands  im- 
perfect in  the  firft  Folio,  By  the-  Addition  ©f  a  Syllable,  I 
think,  I  have  retricv'd  the  Poet's  Senfe.  It  is  thus  in  the 
Old  Copy  5 

Let  us  die  in  once  more  had  again. 
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If  any  order  might  be  thought  upon. 

Bour.  The  devil  take  order  now  !  Til  to  the  throng ; 
Let  life  be  Ihort,  elfc  fhame  will  be  too  long. 

Marimi*  Enter  the  King  and  his  train,  <vjith  prifoners. 

K,  Henry,  Well  have  we  done,  thrice  valiant  country- 
men ; 

But  all's  not  done  ;  the  French  yet  keep  the  field. 

Exe,  The  Duke  of  Tork  commends  him  to  your  Ma- 
jefty. 

K.Henry.  Lives  he,  good  uncle  ?  thrice  within  this 
hour 

I  faw  him  down ;  thrice  up  again,  and  fighting : 
From  helmet  to  the  fpur  all  bleeding  o'er. 

Exe.  In  which  array,  brave  foldier,  doth  he  lie. 
Larding  the  plain  ;  and  by  his  bloody  fide 
(Yoak-fellow  to  his  honour-owing  wounds) 
The  noble  Earl  of  Suffolk  alfo  lies. 
Suffolk  iirft  dy'd,  and  Torky  all  haggled  over, 
Comes  to  him  where  in  gore  he  lay  infleep'd. 
And  takes  him  by  the  beard ;  kiffes  the  galhes. 
That  bloodily  did  yawn  upon  his  face, 
And  cries  aloud,      tarry,  my  coufm  Suffolk, 

My  foul  fhall  thine  keep  company  to  heav'n  : 
"  Tarry,  fweet  foul,  for  mine,  then  fly  a-breaft: 
"  As  in  this  glorious  and  well-foughten  field  ^ 

We  kept  together  in  our  chivalry. 
Upon  thefe  words  I  came,  and  cheer 'd  him  up  ; 
He  fmird  me  in  the  face,  gave  me  his  hand. 
And,  with  a  feeble  gripe,  fays,     dear  my  lord. 

Commend  my  fervice  to  my  Sovereign  ; 
So  did  he  turn,  and  over  Suffolk's  neck 
He  threw  his  wounded  arm,  and  kill  his  lips ; 
And  fo  efpous'd  to  death,  with  blood  he  feal'd 
A  teftament  of  noble-ending  love. 
The  pretty  and  fweet  manner  of  it  forc'd 
Thofe  waters  from  me,  which  I  would  have  ftop'd  j 
But  I  had  not  fo  much  of  man  in  me, 
But  all  my  mother  came  into  mine  eyes, 
And  gave  me  up  to  tears. 

Henry, 
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K.  Henry,  I  blame  you  not ; 
For,  hearing  this,  I  muft  perforce  compound  (26) 
With  miflful  eyes,  or  they  will  iflue  too.  \_Alarum^ 
But,  hark,  what  new  alarum  is  this  fame  ? 
The  French  have  re-inforc'd  their  fcatter'd  men  : 
Then  every  foldier  kill  his  prifoners. 
Give  the  word  through.  [^Exettnt. 

Alcirms  continued ;   after  mjhichy  Enter  Fluellea 
and  Gower. 

Till,  Kill  the  poyes  and  the  luggage !  'tis  exprefly  a- 
gainft  the  law  of  arms ;  (27)  'tis  as  arrant  a  piece  of 

Knavery, 

(26)  F«r,  hearing  tbh,  I  muft  perforce  compound 

With  mixtfull  Eyes,^  What  monfter  of  a  Word  is  this  mixtfull  f 
The  P®et  certainly  wrote,  mijlfull:  i.  e.  juft  ready  to  over-run 
vrith  Tears.  The  Word  he  took  from  his  Obfcrvation  of  Na- 
ture:  for  juft  before  Tears  burft  out,  it  appears  as  if  there  was 
a  Mift  before  our  Eyes.  Mr.  Warburton, 

(27)  Kill  the  Poyes  and  the  luggage  !  ^tis  exprefsly  againji  the 
Law  of  Arms ;]  In  the  Old  Folio" the  4th  A(k.  is  made  to 
begin  here.  But  as  the  Matter  of  the  Chorus,  which  is  to  come 
betwixt  the  4th  and  5th  Adls,  will  by  no  means  fort  with  the 
Scenary  that  here  follows  5  I  have  chofe  to  fall  in  with  the  other 
Regulationo  Mr.  Pope  give*  a  Reafon,  why  this  Scene  fliould 
be  connective  to  the  preceding  Scene,  but  his  Reafon,  according 
to  Cuftom,  is  a  miftaken  one.  The  Words  of  Fluellen,  (he 
Cays)  immediately  folloiu  thofe  of  the  King  juft  before.  The  King's 
laft  Words,  at  his  going  off,  were  j 

Then  evry  Soldier  kill  bis  Prifoners  : 
*       Give  the  Word  through. 
Now  Mr.  Pope  muft  very  accurately  fuppofe,  that  Fluellen  over- 
hears fliis  :  and  that  by  replying.  Kill  the  Poyes  and  the  Luggage  ! 

^tis  exprefsly  againft  the  Laio  of  Arms  ;  he  is  condemning 

the  King's  Order,  as  againft  martial  Difcipline.  But  this  is  a 
moft  abfurd  Suppofition.  Fluellen  neither  overhears,  nor  rcplys 
to,  what  the  King  had  laid  :  nor  has  kill  the  Poyes  and  the  Lug^ 
gage  any  reference  to  the  vSoldier's  killing  their  Prifoners.  Nay, 
©n  the  contrary  (as  there  is  no  Interval  of  an  A^  here,)  there 
muft  be  fome  little  Paufe  betwixt  the  King's  going  off,  and 
FluelUiC%  Entring;  (and  therefore  I  have  faid,  Alarms  conti- 
nued)) 
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Knavery,  mark  you  now,  as  can  be  defir'd  in  your  con- 
fcience  now,  is  it  not  ? 

Go^.  'Tis  certain,  there's  not  a  boy  left  alive ;  and 
the  cowardly  rafcals,  that  ran  away  from  the  battle,  ha* 
done  this  (laughter :  befides,  they  have  burn'd  or  car- 
ried away  all  that  was  in  the  King's  tent ;  wherefore 
the  King  moil  worthily  has  caus'd  ev'ry  foldier  to  cut 
his  prifoner's  throat.    O  'tis'  a  gallant  King  !  ^ 

Flu,  I,  he  was  porn  at  Monmouthy  captain  Goixjer ; 
what  call  you  the  town's  name,  where  Alexander  the  pig, 
was  born  ? 

Go--w.  Alexander  the  great. 

Flu,  Why,  I  pray  you,  is  not  pig,  great  ?  the  pig, 
or  the  great,  or  the  mighty,  or  the  huge,  or  the  mag- 
nanimous, are  all  one  reckonings,  fave  the  phrafc  is  a 
little  variations. 

Go^,  I  think,  Alexander  the  great  was  born  in  Ma^ 
cedon ;  his  father  was  called  Philip  of  Mace  don  ^  as  I 
take  it.  ^  ^ 

Flu,  I  think,  it  is  in  Macedon  where  Alexander  is 
porn :  I  tell  you,  captain,  if  you  look  in  the  maps  of 
the  orld :  I  warrant,  that  you  fall  find,  in  the  compa-i 
rifons  between  Macedon  and  Monmouth^  that  the  fitua- 
fions,  look  you,  is  both  alike.  There  is  a  river  in  Ma^ 
cedon,  there  is  alfo  moreover  a  river  at  Monmouth:  it  is 
caird  Wye  at  Monmouth,  but  it  is  out  of  my  prains, 
what  is  the  name  of  the  other  river ;  but  it  is  all  one, 

lined  j)  for  we  find  by  Gower''&  fir/l  Speech,  that  the  Soldiers 
had  already  cut  their  Prifoners  Throats,  which  required  fome 
time  to  do.  The  Matter  is  this.  The  Baggage,  during  the 
Battle,  (as  K.  Henry  had  no  Men  to  fpare,)  was  guarded  on- 
ly by  Boys  and  Lacqueys  j  which  fome  French  Run-aways  get- 
ting notice  of,  they  came  down  upon  the  Eng/ijb  Camp- boys, 
whom  they  kill'd,  and  plundered  and  burn'd  the  Baggage  s 
in  Refentment  of  which  Villany  it  was,  that  the  King,  con- 
trary to  his  wonted  Lenity,  order'd  all  Prifoners  Throats  to 
be  cut.  And  to  this  Villany  of  the  French  Run-aways  Fluellen 
is  alluding,  when  he  fays,  Kill  the  Poyes  and  the  Luggage,  The 
Fa€l  is  fet  out,  (as  Mr.  Pope  might  have  obferved)  both  by  Hall 
and  Hollingjhead, 

Vol.  17.  Q.  'tis 


362  King  Henry  V. 

'tis  as  like  as  my  fingers  to  my  fingers,  and  there  Is 
Salmons  in  both.  If  you  mark  Alexanders  life  well, 
Harry  of  MomnoufFs  life  is  come  after  it  indifferent 
well  ;  for  there  is  figures  in  all  things.  Alexander,  God 
knows  and  you  know,  in  his  rages,  and  his  furies,  and 
his  wraths,  and  his  cholcrs,  and  his  moods,  and  his 
difpleafures,  and  his  indignations ;  and  alfo  being  a  lit- 
tle intoxicates  in  his  prains,  did  in  his  ales  and  his  an- 
gers, look  you,  kill  his  beft  friend  Clytus. 

Gouj,  Our  King  is  not  like  him  in  that,  he  never  kill'd 
any  of  his  friends. 

Flu,  It  is  not  well  done,  mark  you  now,  to  take  the 
tales  out  of  my  mouth,  ere  it  is  made  and  finifh'd.  I 
fpeak  but  in  figures,  and  comparifons  of  it :  as  Alexan- 
der kill'd  his  friend  Clytus,  being  in  his  ales  and  his 
cups  fo  alfo  Harry  Monmouth ,  being  in  his  right  wits 
and  his  good  judgments,  turn'd  away  the  fat  Knight  with 
the  great  belly-doublet ;  he  was  full  of  jefts  and  gypes, 
and  knaveries,  and  mocks  :  I  have  forgot  his  name. 

Go^.  Sir  ^o/m  Falfiaff. 

Flu,  That  is  he:  I  tell  you,  there  is  good  men  porn 
a^t  Monmouth. 

Go^,  Here  comes  his  Majefly. 

'Alarum.    Enter  King  Henry,  mjtth  Bourbon  and  other 

pr  if  oners  ;  Lords  and  Attendants.  Flourijh. 

K,  Henry.  I  was  not  angry  fince  I  came  to  France^ 
Until  this  inftant.    Take  a  trumpet,  herald. 
Ride  thou  unto  the  horfemen  on  yon  hill : 
If  they  will  fight  with  us,  bid  them  come  down. 
Or  void  the  field  ;  they  do  offend  our  fight. 
If  they'll  do  neither,  we  will  come  to  them ; 
And  make  them  sker  away,  as  fwift  as  ftones 
Enforced  from  the  old  AJJyrian  flings : 
Befides,  we'll  cut  the  throats  of  thofe  we  have  j 
And  not  a  man  of  them,  that  we  fhall  take. 
Shall  tafte  our  mercy.    Go,  and  tell  them  fo. 

Enter  Mountjoy. 

'  E^ce.  Here  comes  the  herald  of  the  French,  my  Liege. 
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Glou.  His  eyes  are  humbler  than  they  us'd  to  be. 
K,  Henry.  How  now,  what  means  their  herald  ?  know'ft 
thou  not, 

That  I  have  fin'd  thefe  bones  of  mine  for  ranfom  ? 
Com'ft  thou  again  for  ranfom  ? 

Mount,  No,  great  King : 
I  come  to  thee  for  charitable  licence 
That  we  may  wander  o'er  this  bloody  field. 
To  book  our  dead,  and  then  to  bury  them : 
To  fort  our  nobles  from  our  common  men  ; 
For  many  of  our  Princes  (woe,  the  while  ! ) 
Lie  drown'd,  and  foak'd  in  mercenary  blood: 
So  do  our  vulgar  drench  their  peafant  limbs 
In  blood  of  Princes,  while  their  wounded  deeds 
Fret  fet-lock  deep  in  gore,  and  with  wild  rage 
Yerk  out  their  armed  heels  at  their  dead  mailers. 
Killing  them  twice.    O,  give  us  leave,  great  King, 
To  view  the  field  in  fafety,  and  difpofe 
Of  their  dead  bodies. 

Henry  I  tell  thee  truly,  herald, 
I  know  not,  if  the  day  be  ours  or  no  ; 
For  yet  a  many  of  your  horfemen  peer. 
And  gallop  o'er  the  field. 

Mount,  The  day  is  yours. 

K,  Henry,  Praifed  be  God,  and  not  our  ftrength,  for  it! 
What  is  this  caftle  caird,  that  ftandshard  by  I 

Mount.  They  call  it  Agincourt, 

K,  Henry,  Then  call  we  this  the  field  of  Agincoiirt, 
Fought  on  the  day  of  Crifpin  Crifpianus. 

Flu,  Your  grandfather  of  famous  memory,  an't  pleafe 
your  Majefty,  and  your  great  uncle  Edward  the  plack 
Prince  of  Wales,  as  1  have  read  in  the  chronicles,  fought 
a  moft  prave  pattle  here  in  France. 

K,  Henry,  They  did.  Fluellen, 

Flu,  Your  Majefty  fays  very  true :  if  your  Majcllles 
is  remember'd  of  it,  the  Weljhmen  did  good  fervice  in 
a  garden  where  Leeks  did  grow,  wearing  Leeks  in  their 
Monmouth  caps,  which  your  Majefty  knows  to  this  hour 
is  an  honourable  padge  of  the  fervice ;  and  I  do  believe, 
your  Majefty  takes  no  fcorn  to  wear  the  Leek  upon 
StoftfWsday.  Q^z  K. 
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K.  Henry.  I  wear  it  for  a  memorable  honour : 
For  I  am  WelJ/p,  you  know,  good  countryman. 

Flu.  All  the  water  in  Wye  cannot  wafli  your  Majefty's 
Welj^p  plood  out  of  your  pody,  1  can  tell  you  that :  God 
plels  and  preferve  it,  as  long  as  it  pleafes  his  grace  and 
his  majefly  too. 

K.  Henry.  Thanks,  good  my  countryman. 

Tlu,  By  Jefliu,  I  am  your  Majefty's  countryman,  I 
care  not  who  know  it :  I  will  confefs  it  to  all  the  orld ; 
I  need  not  be  afnamed  of  your  Majefly,  praifed  be  God, 
fc  long  as  your  Majefty  is  an  honeil  man. 

K,  denry,  God  keep  me  fo  ! 

Enter  Williams, 

Our  heralds  go  with  him  ; 

\_Exeunt  Heralds,  nvith  Mountjoy. 
Bring  me  juft  notice  of  the  numbers  dead 

On  both  our  parts.  Call  yonder  fellow  hither. 

Exe.  Soldier,  you  muft  come  to  the  King. 

Henry.  Soldier,  why  wear'it  thou  that  glove  in 
thy  cap  ? 

Wtl.  An't  pleafe  your  Majelly,  'tis  the  gage  of  one 
that  I  fhould  fight  withal,  if  he  be  alive. 
K.  Henry.  An  Englijhman  F 

Wil.  An't  pleafe  your  Majefly,*  a  rafcal  that  fwag- 
ger'd  with  me  lad  night ;  who,  if  alive,  and  if  ever  he 
dare  to  challenge  this  glove,  I  have  fworn  to  take  him  a 
box  o'th'  ear ;  or  if  I  can  fee  my  glove  in  his  cap,  which 
he  fwore  as  he  was  a  foldier  he  would  wear,  (if  alive)  I 
will  ftrike  it  out  foundly. 

K.  Hairy.  What  think  you,  captain  Fluelkn,  is  it  fit 
this  foldier  keep  his  oath  } 

Elu^  He  is  a  craven  and  a  villain  elfe,  an't  pleafe  your 
Majefly,  in  my  confcience. 

K.  Henry.  It  may  be,  his  enemy  is  a  gentleman  of 
great  fort,  quite  from  the  anfwer  of  his  degree. 

Flu.  Though  he  be  as  good  a  gentleman  as  the  de- 
vil is,  as  Lucifer  and  Belxehub  himfelf,  it  is  neceffary, 
look  your  Grace,  that  he  keep  his  vow  and  his  oath : 
if  h€  be  perjur'd,  fee  you  now,  his  reputation  is  as  ar- 
rant 
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rant  a  villain  and  a  jackfawce,  as  ever  his  black  fhoe 
trod  upon  God's  ground  and  his  earth,  in  my  confciencc 
law. 

K,  Henry,  Then  keep  thy  vow,  firrah,  when  thou 
meet'fl  the  fellow. 

Wil.  So  I  will,  my  Liege,  as  I  live. 

K.  H.  my.  Who  ferv'll  thou  under 

Wil.  Under  captain  Goiuer,  my  Liege. 

F/u.  Go^eris  a  good  captain,  and  is  good  knowledge 
and  literature  in  the  wars. 

K.  Hemy.  Call  him  hither  to  me,  foldier. 

Wil.  I  will,  my  Liege.  [Exif. 

K,  Henry.  Here,  F/ue//en,  wear  thou  this  favour  for 
me,  and  Hick  it  in  thy  cap  ;  when  Alanfon  and  my  felf 
were  down  together,  I  pluck'd  this  glove  from  his  helm; 
if  any  man  challenge  this,  he  is  a  friend  to  Alanfon  and 
an  enemy  to  our  perfon;  if  thou  encounter  any  fuch,  ap- 
prehend him  if  thou  doll  love  me. 

Flu.  Your  Grace  does  me  as  great  honours  as  can  be 
defir'd  in  the  hearts  of  his  fubjeds  t  I  would  fain  fee  the 
man,  that  has  but  two  legs,  that  fhall  find  himfelf  agriev'd 
at  this  glove  ;  that  is  all :  but  I  would  fain  fee  it  once, 
an  pleafe  God  of  his  grace  that  I  might  fee. 
K.  Henry,  Knovv'ft  thou  GouuerP 
Flu.  He  is  my  dear  friend,  an  pleafe  you. 

Henry,  Pray  thee,  go  feek  him,  and  bring  him  to 
my  tent. 

Flu,  I  will  fetch  him.  {Exit, 
K,  Henry.  My  lord  of  Wariajick  and  my  brother 
Glo'Jlery 

Follow  Fluellen  clofely  at  the  heels : 

The  glove,  which  I  have  given  him  for  a  favour. 

May,  haply,  purchafe  him  a  box  o'th'  ear. 

It  is  the  foldier's    I  by  bargain  fhould 

V/ear  it  my  felf.    Follow,  good  coufm /^^^rxt/t  i  ; 

If  that  the  foldier  llrike  him,  as,  I  judge 

By  his  blunt  bearing,  he  will  keep  his  word ; 

Some  fudden  mifchief  may  arife  of  it : 

For  I  do  know  Fluellen  valiant, 

And^  touch'd  with  choler,  hot  as  gun-powder; 

3  And 
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And  quickly  he'll  return  an  injury. 

Follow;  and  fee,  there  be  no  harm  between  them. 

Come  you  with  me,  uncle  of  Exeter.  [^Exeuftt, 

SCENE,  before  K.  Henry  V  Pavilion. 

Enter  Gower  atid  Williams. 
Wil.  T  Warrant,  it  is  to  knight  you,  captain. 

Enter  Fluellcn. 

Flu*  God's  will  and  his  pleafure,  captain,  I  befccch 
you  now  come  apace  to  the  King :  there  is  more  good 
toward  you,  peradventure,  than  is  in  your  knowledge 
to  dream  of. 

PViL  Sir,  know  you  this  glove  ? 

Flu,  Know  the  glove  ?  I  know,  the  glove  is  a  glove, 

WiL  I  know  this,  and  thus  I  challenge  it. 

\_Strikes  him^ 

Flu,  'Sblud,  an  arrant  traitor  as  any's  in  the  univerfal 
orld,  in  France  or  in  England, 

Gonver,  How  now.  Sir  ?  you  villain ! 

WiL  Do  you  think  Til  be  forfworn  ? 

Flu.  Stand  away,  captain  Gonver^  I  will  give  treafoft 
his  payment  into  plows,  I  warrant  you. 

WiL  I  am  no  traitor. 

Flu.  That's  a  lye  in  thy  throat.  I  charge  you  in  his 
IVl ajefty's  name  apprehend  him,  he's  a  friend  of  the 
Duke  of  Alanfori%, 

Enter  Warwick  and  Gloucefter. 

War,  How  now,  how  now,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Flu,  My  lord  of  War^nck^  here  is,  praifed  be  God 
for  it,  a  moll  contagious  treafon  come  to  light,  look 
you,  as  you  lhall  defire  in  a  fummer's  day.  Here  is  his 
Majelly  - 

Enter  King  Henry,  and  Exeter.  ^ 

X  Henry.  Now  now,  what's  the  matter  ? 
Fliu  My  Liege,  here  is  a  villain  and  a  traitor,  that 

look 
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look  your  Grace,  has  flruck  the  glove,  which  your  Ma- 
jelly  is  take  out  of  the  helmet  of  Alanfon, 

VViL  My  Liege,  this  was  my  glove,  here  is  the  fel- 
low of  it ;  and  he,  that  I  gave  it  to  in  change,  promised 
to  wear  it  in  his  cap ;  I  promis'd  to  ftrike  him,  if  he 
did ;  I  met  this  man  with  my  glove  in  his  cap,  and  I 
have  been  as  good  as  my  word. 

Flu.  Your  Majefty  hear  now,  faving  your  Majefty's 
ananhood,  what  an  arrant,  rafcally,  beggarly,  lowfie, 
knave  it  is.  I  hope,  your  Majefty  is  pear  me  teftirno- 
nies,  and  witnefTes,  and  avouchments,  that  this  is  the 
glove  of  Alanfon  that  your  Majefty  is  give  me,  in  your 
confcience  now. 

K.  Henry,  Give  me  thy  glove,  foldier;  look,  here  is 
the  fellow  of  it :  'twas  me,  indeed,  thou  promifed'ft  to 
ftrike,  and  thou  haft  given  me  moft  bitter  terms. 

Flu.  An  pleafe  your  Majefty,  let  his  neck  anfwer  for 
it,  if  there  is  any  martial  law  in  the  world. 

Henry.  How  canft  thou  make  me  fatisfadlion  ? 

WiL  All  offences,  my  lord,  come  from  the  heart ; 
never  came  any  from  mine,  that  might  oiFend  your 
Majefty. 

if.  Henry,  It  was  our  felf  thou  didft  abufe. 

WiL  Your  Majefty  came  not  like  your  felf ;  yow 
appear 'd  to  me,  but  as  a  common  man ;  witnefs  the  night, 
your  garments,  your  lowlinefs ;  and  what  your  High- 
nefs  fufFer'd  under  that  ftiape,  I  befeech  you,  take  it  for 
your  fault  and  not  mine ;  for  had  you  been  as  I  took 
you  for,  I  made  no  oft'ence  ;  therefore,  I  befeech  your 
Highnefs,  pardon  me. 

K.  Henry,  Here,  uncle  Exeter^  fill  this  glovc  witli 
crowns, 

And  give  it  to  this  fellow.    Keep  it,  fellow 
And  wear  it  for  an  honour  in  thy  cap. 
Till  1  do  challenge  it.    Give  him  the  crowns ; 
And,  captain,  you  muft  needs  be  friends  with  him. 

Flu,  By  this  day  and  this  light,  the  fellow  has  mettle 
enough  in  his  pelly  ;  hold,  there  is  twelve  pence  for  you  ; 
and  I  pray  you  to  ferve  God,  and  keep  you  out  of 
4.  prawis 
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prawls  and  prabbles,  and  quarrels  and  diffentions,  and, 
J  warrant  you,  it  is  the  better  for  you, 

IFiL  I  will  none  of  your  mony. 

Flu,  It  is  with  a  good  will ;  I  can  tell  you,  it  will 
ferve  you  to  mend  your  fhoes ;  come,  wherefore  Ihould 
you  be  fo  pafhful  ;  your  Ihoes  is  not  fo  good ;  "'tis  a 
good  filling,  I  warrant  you,  or  I  v/ill  change  it. 

E?iter  Herald, 

K.  Henry,  Now,  Herald,  are  the  dead  number'd  ? 
Her,  Here  is  the  number  of  the  ilaughter'd  French. 
K.  He7iry,  What  prifoners '  of  good  fore  are  taken, 
uncle  ? 

Exe,  Charles  Duke  of  Orleans^  nephew  to  the  King; 
"John  Duke  of  Bourho72^  and  lord  Bcuchiqualt  : 
Of  other  Lords,  and  Barons,  Knights,  and 'Squires, 
Full  fifteen  hundred,  befides  common  men. 

K.  Hemy.  This  note  doth  tell  me  of  ten  tlioufand 
French 

Slain  in  the  field  ;  of  Princes  in  this  number. 

And  nobles  bearing  banners,  there  lie  dead 

One  hundred  twenty  fix ;  added  to  thefe, 

Of  Knights,  Efquires,  and  gallant  Gentlemen, 

Eight  thoufand  and  four  hundred ;  of  the  which, 

Five  hundred  were  but  yeflerday  dubb'd  Knights ; 

So  that  in  thefe  ten  thoufand  they  have  loll. 

There  are  but  fixteen  hundred  mercenaries : 

The  reil  are  Princes,  Barons,  Lords,  Knights,  'Squires, 

And  gentlemen  of  blood  and  quality. 

The  names  of  thofe  their  nobles,  that  lie  dead, 

Charles  Delahreth,  high  conftable  of  France ; 

Jcques  of  Cbatilion,  admiral  of  France-, 

The  mailer  of  the  crofs-bov/s,  lord  Ramhiires\ 

Great  mailer     France,  the  brave  Sir  Guicbard  Datiphitr, 

John  Duke  of  Alcinfoth  Anthony  Duke  of  Braba?it 

The  brother  to  the  Duke  of  Burgundy, 

And  Edvjard  Duke  of  Bar :  Of  lully  Earls, 

Grtii:dpree  and  Ropffie,  Faulmihridge  and  Foyes, 

Beaummi  and  Maries  Fan  demon  t  and  Leftrak. 

Here 
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Here  was  a  royal  fellowfhip  of  death  ! 
Where  is  the  number  of  our  EvgUJh  dead  ? 

Exe.  Edward  \}kiQ.  Duke  of  York,  the  Earl  of  Suff^olk^ 
Sir  Richard  Ketley,  Danjy  Ga?n  Efquire  ; 
None  elfe  of  name  ;  and  of  all  other  men, 
But  five  and  twenty. 

K.  Henry.  O  God,  thy  arm  was  here  ! 
And  not  to  us,  bat  to  thy  arm  alone, 
Afcribe  we  all.    When,  without  ibatagem. 
But  in  plain  fhock  and  ev'n  play  of  battle. 
Was  ever  known  fo  great,  and  little  lofs,  * 
On  one  part,  and  on  th'  other  ?  take  it,  God, 
For  it  is  only  thine. 

Exe.  'Tis  wonderful ! 

K,  Henry,  Come,  go  we  in  proceffion  to  the  village  : 
And  be  it  death  proclaimed  through  our  hofl. 
To  boaft  of  this,  or  take  that  praife  from  God, 
Which  is  his  only. 

Flu,  Is  it  not  lawful,  an  pleafe  your  Majelly,  to  tell 
how  many  is  kilPd  ? 

K,  Henry.  Yes,  captain,  but  with  this  acknowledgment. 
That  God  fought  for  us. 

Flu.  Yes,  my  confcience,  he  did  us  great  good. 

K.  Henry.  Do  we  all  holy  rites  ;* 
Let  there  be  fung  'Non  nobis,  and  'Te  deum  : 
The  dead  with  charity  enclos'd  in  clay  s 
And  then  to  Ca/ah ;  and  to  England  then  ; 
"Where ne'er  from  France  arriv'd  more  happy  men.  \E}ce^ 

Enter  Chorus. 

Vouchfafe,  to  thofe  that  have  not  read  the  fiory. 

That  I  may  prompt  them  ;  and  to  fuch  as  have, 

I  humbly  pray  them  to  admit^th'  excufe 

Of  time,  of  numbers,  and  due  courfe  of  things; 

Which  cannot  in  their  huge  and  proper  life 

B^  here  prefented.    Nowowe  bear  the  'King 

Tow'rd  Calais :  grant  him  there ;  and  there  being  feen. 

Heave  him  away  upon  your  winged  thoughts 

Athwart  the  fea  :  behold,  thtEngliJh  beach 

Pales  in  the  flood  with  men,  with  wives  and  boys, 

0^5  Whofe 
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Whofe  Ihouts  and  claps  out- voice  the  deep-mouth'd  fea  " 

Which  like  a  mighty  whiffler  'fore  the  King, 

Seems  to  prepare  his  way ;  fo  let  him  land. 

And  folemnly  fee  him  fet  on  to  London, 

So  fwifc  a  pace  hath  thought,  that  even  now 

You  may  imagine  him  upon  Black-heath  : 

Where  that  his  lords  dcfire  him  to  have  borne 

His  bruifed  helmet,  and  his  bended  fword, 

Eefore  him  through  the  city,  he  forbids  it ; 

Being  free  from  vainnefs  and  felf-glorious  pride  :  # 

Giving  full  trophy,  lignal,  andoftent. 

Quite  from  himfelf  to  God.    But  now  behold,. 

In  the  quick  forge  and  working- houfe  of  thought. 

How  London  doth  pour  out  her  citizens : 

The  Mayor  and  all  his  brethren  in  beft  fort. 

Like  to  the  fenators  of  antique  Rome, 

With  the  Plebeians  fwarming  at  their  heels. 

Go  forth  and  fetch  their  conquVing  Cafar  in. 

As  by  alow,  but  loving  likelihood. 

Were  now  the  General  of  our  gracious  Emprefs 

(As  in  good  time  he  may)  from  Ireland  coming. 

Bringing  rebellion  broached  on  his  fword  ; 

How  many  would  the  peaceful  city  quit. 

To  welcome  him  ?  much  more  (and  much  more  caufe) 

Did  they  this  Harry.    Now  in  London  place  him  i 

(As  yet  the  lamentation  of  the  French 

Invites  the  King  of  Englt.nd\  Stay  at  home  \ 

The  Emperor's  coming  in  behalf  of  France^ 

To  order  peace  between  them  ; )  and  omit 

All  the  occurrences,  whatever  chanc'd, 

'Till  Harrys  back  return  again  to 

There  mull  we  bring  him  ;  and  my  felf  have  play'd 

The  int'rim,  by  remembring  you,  'tis  paft. 

Then  brook  abridgment,  and  your  eyes  advance 

After  your  thoughts,  ftraightback  again  to /V««r^* 
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ACT  V. 

SCENE,  the  Englifli  Camp  in  France. 
Enter  Fluellen  and  Gower. 

G  o  W  E  R. 

NA  Y,  that's  right ;  but  why  wear  you  your  Leek 
to  day  ?  St.  Da^vid's  day  is  paft. 
Flit.  There  is  occafions  and  caufes  why  and 
wherefore  in  all  things ;  I  will  tell  you  as  a  friend,  cap- 
tain Gonjuer ;  the  rafcally,  fcauld,  beggarly,  lowfie^ 
pragging  knave,  PiJIoly  which  you  and  your  felf  and 
all  the  world  know  to  be  no  petter  than  a  fel- 
low (look  you  now)  of  no  merits ;  he  is  come  to  me 
and  prings  me  pread  and  fait  yefterday,  look  you,  and 
bid  me  eat  my  Leek.  It  was  a  place  where  I  could 
breed  no  contentions  with  him  ;  but  I  will  be  fopold  as 
to  wear  it  in  my  cap,  'till  I  fee  him  once  again  ;  and 
then  I  will  tell  him  a  little  piece  of  my  defires. 

Enter  Piftol. 

Go^v,  Why,  here  he  comes  fwelling  like  a  Turky-cock; 

Flu.  'Tis  no  matter  for  his  fwelling,  nor  his  Turky- 
cocks.  God  plefTe  you,  aunchient  Pijlol\  you  fcurvy 
low  fie  knave,  God  plelTe  you. 

Fifi,  Ha  !  art  thou  bedlam  ?  dofl  thou  thirft,  baff 
Trojan^ 

To  have  me  fold  up  Parcas  fatal  web  ? 
Hence,  I  am  qualmi{h  at  the  fmell  of  leek. 

Flu.  I  pefeech  you  heartily,  fcurvy  lowfie  knave,  at 
my  defires,  and  my  requefts  and  my  petitions,  to  cat, 
look  you,  this  leek  :  becaufe  look  you,  you  do  not 
love  it ;  and  your  afFedlions,  and  your  appetites,  and 
your  digeftions,  does  not  agre^  with  it  i  I  would  dcfirc 
you  to  eat 

.      ^  m 
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Pi/t.  Not  for  Calxtjdlader  and  all  his  Goats; 

Flu,  There  is  one  Goat  for  you,  [^Strikes hu^li 

Will  you  be  fo  good,  fcauld  knave,  as  cat  it  ? 

PIJ}.  Bafe  Trojajjy  thou  flialt  die. 

Fill,  You  fay  very  true,  fcauld  knave,  when  God's 
will  is  :  I  defire  you  to  live  in  the  mean  time  and  eat 
your  viduals;  come,  there  is  fauce  for  it  — [Strikes  him.l 
You  caird  me  yefleiday  Mountain  Squire,  but  I  will 
make  you  to  day  a  Squire  of  low  degree.  I  pray  you, 
fall  to;  if  you  can  mock  a  leek,  you  can  eat  a  leek. 

Go<iv,  Enough,  captain;  you  have  altonifh'd  him. 

Flu.  I  fay,  1  will  make  him  eat  fome  part  of  my 
leek,  or  I  will  peat  his  pate,  four  days  and  four  nights. 
Pite,  I  pray  you  ;  it  is  good  for  your  green  wound  2iX^ 
your  ploody  coxcomb. 

Pifl,  A'lufll  bite  ? 

Flu.  Yes,  out  of  doubt,  and  out  of  quefiions  too  and 

ambiguities. 

Fifi.  By  this  leek,  I  will  moH  horribly  revenge ;  I 
cat  and  fwear  ■ 

Flu.  Eat,  I  pray  you  ;  will  you  have  fome  more 
favvce  to  your  leek  ?  there  is  not  enough  leek  to  fwear  by. 

Pijf.  Quiet  thy  cudgel ;  thou  dofl  fee,  I  eat. 

Flu.  Much  good  do  you,  fcauld  knave,  heartily.  Nay 
pray  you  throw  none  away,  the  skin  is  good  for  your 
proken  coxcomb  :  when  you  take  occafions  to  fee  leeks 
hereafter,  I  pray  you,  mock  at  'em,  that's  all. 

Pijf.  Good. 

Flu.  Ay,  leeks  is  good  ;  hold  you^  there  is  a  groat 
to  heal  your  pate. 
Pifi.  Me  a  groat! 

Flu.  Yes,  verily,  and  in  truth,  you  lhall  take  it ;  or 
I  have  another  leek  in  my  pocket,  which  you  lhall  eat. 

Piji.  I  take  thy  groat  in  earneft  of  revenge. 

Flu.  If  I  owe  you  any  thing,  I  will  pay  you  in  cud- 
gels ;  you  fliall  be  a  .woodmonger,  and  buy  nothing  of 
me  but  cudgels  j  God  pe  \n'  you,  and  keep  you,  and 
beal  your  pate.  [Exit, 

PiJl.  All  hell  fhall  flir  for  this. 

Gg^k},  Go,  go,  you  are  a  counterfeit  cowardly  knave : 

will 
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will  you  mock  at  an  ancient  tradition,  began  upoM  an 
honourable  refpeft,  and  worn  as  a  memorable  trophy 
of  predeceasM  valour,  and  dare  not  avouch  in  your 
deeds  any  of  your  words  ?  I  have  fcen  you  gleeking 
and  galling  at  this  gentleman  twice  or  thrice.  You 
thought,  becaufe  he  could  not  fpeak  EngUjh  in  the  na- 
tive garb,  he  could  not  therefore  handle  an  Englijh  cud- 
gel ;  you  find  'tis  otherwife  ;  and  henceforth  let  a  Welfo 
corredion  teach  you  a  good  EngUJh  condition :  fare 
you  well.  ^  {Exit. 

Fiji,  Doth  fortune  play  the  hufwife  with  me  now  ? 
News  have  I,  that  my  Dol  is  dead  of  malady  of  Franu } 
And  there  my  rendezvous  is  quite  cut  off : 
Old  I  do  wax,  and  from  my  weary  limbs 
Honour  is  cadgelPd.    Well,  bawd  will  I  turn  ; 
And  fomething  lean  to  cut-purfe  of  quick  hand : 
To  England  will  I  Ileal,  and  there  Til  ileal  ; 
And  patches  will  I  get  unto  thefe  fears. 
And  fwear,  I  got  them  in  the  Gallia  Wars.      '  {ExiK 

SCENE,  the  French  Courts  at  Trois  in 
Champaigne. 

Enter  at  one  door  King  Henry,  Exeter,  Bedford,  War- 
wick, and  other  Lords  ;  at  another y  the  French  Kingy 
^een  Ifabel,  Princefs  Catharine,  the  Duke  of  Bar- 
gundy,  and  other  French. 

K.  Henry.  T\  Eace  to  this  meeting,  wherefore  we  are  met : 
r    Unto  our  brother  France,  and  to  our  filler^ 

Health  and  fair  time  of  day  ;  joy  and  good  wifhes. 

To  our  moft  fair  and  princely  couiin  Catharine  ; 

And  as  a  branch  and  member  of  this  royalty. 

By  whom  this  great  afTembly  is  contriv'd. 

We  do  falute  you,  Duke  of  Burgundy, 

And,  '^viTiQQs  French,  and  Peers,  health  to  you  all. 

Fr,  King.  Right  joyous  are  we  to  behold  your  face; 
Moft  worthy  brother  England,  fairly  met  ! 
So  are  you,  Princes  EngUjJj,  every  one. 

^  Ifa.  So  happy  be  the  Iffue,  brother  England, 
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Of  this  good  day,  and  of  this  gracious  meetiivg,  ■ 
As  we  are  now  glad  to  behold  your  eyes  : 
Your  eyes,  which  hitherto  have  borne  in  them 
Againft  the  French,  that  met  them  in  their  bent. 
The  fatal  balls  of  murthering  bafilisks : 
The  venom  of  fuch  looks,  we  fairly  hope. 
Have  loft  their  quality  ;  and  that  this  day 
Shall  change  all  griefs,  and  quarrels  into  love. 

Henry.  To  cry  Jmen  to  that,  thus  we  appear. 

^7/2?.  You  jE";/^///^  Princes  all,  I  do  falute  you. 

Burg.  My  duty  to  you  both,  on  equal  love. 
Great  Kings  of  France,  and  £»a-/W.  That  Tve  laboured 
With  all  my  wits,  my  pains,  and  ftrong  endeavours. 
To  bring  your  moft  imperial  Majeilies 
Unto  this  bar  and  royal  interview. 
Your  MightinelTes  on  both  parts  can  witnefs. 
Since  then  my  OjfRce  hath  fo  far  prevailed. 
That,  face  to  face  and  royal  eye  to  eye. 
You  have  congreeted :  let  it  not  difgrace  me. 
If  I  demand,  before  this  royal  view. 
What  rub  or  what  impediment  there  is. 
Why  that  the  naked,  poor,  and  mangled  peace. 
Dear  nurfe  of  arts,  plenties,  and  joyful  births. 
Should  not  in  this  beft  garden  of  the  world. 
Our  fertile  France,  put  up  her  lovely  vifage  ? 
Alas  I  fhe  hath  from  France  too  long  been  chas'd  5 
And  all  her  husbandry  doth  lye  on  heaps. 
Corrupting  in  its  own  fertility. 
Her  vine,  the  merry  chearer  of  the  heart,  (28} 
Unpruned  lyes  j  her  edges  even  pleach'd. 
Like  prifoners,  wildly  over-grown  with  hair, 
Pat  forth  diforder'd  twigs :  her  fallow  leas 
The  darnel,  hemlock,  and  rank  fumitory 
Doth  root  upon  ;  while  that  the  culter  rufts, 

(iS)  Her  vtne  —  —  Unpruned  dies  :]  Wemuft  read, 

as  Mr  JVarburton  intimated  to  me,  lies:  For  neglect  of'prun- 
ing  does  not  kill  the  Vine,  but  caufes  it  to  rannify  immode- 
rately, and  grow  wild  5  by  which  the  requifite  Nourilhment 
ii  withdrawn  from  itsFjuU^ 

That 
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That  fliould  deracinate  fuch  favagery : 

The  even  Mead,  that  erft  brought  fweetly  forth 

The  freckled  covvflip,  burnet,  and  green  clover. 

Wanting  the  fey  the,  all  uncorredled,  rank. 

Conceives  by  idlenefs ;  and  nothing  teems. 

But  hateful  docks,  rough  thirties,  keckfies,  burs^ 

Lofing  both  beauty  and  utility  ; 

And  all  our  vineyards,  fallows,  meads,  and  hedges, 

Defedive  in  their  nurtures,  grow  to  wildnefs»  (29) 

Even  To  our  houfes,  and  our  felves  and  children 

Have  loft,  or  do  not  learn,  for  want  of  time. 

The  fciences,  that  fhould  become  our  country  j 

But  grow  like  favages,  (as  foldiers  will. 

That  nothing  do  but  meditate  on  blood) 

To  fwearing  and  ftern  looks,  diffused  attire. 

And  every  thing  that  feems  unnatural. 

Which  Lo  reduce  into  our  former  favour. 

You  are  affcmbled  ;  and  my  fpeech  intreats. 

That  1  may  know  the  Let,  why  gentle  peace 

Should  not  expel  thefe  inconveniencies  ; 

And'  blefs  us  with  her  former  qualities, 

K.  Henry.  If  Duke  of  ^//r|^«;^^)',  you  would  thepeace^ 
Whofe  want  gives  growth  to  th'  imperfedions 
Which  you  have  cited  ;  you  muft  buy  that  peace 
With  full  accord  to  all  our  juft  demands  : 
Whofe  tenours  and  particular  eiFedls 
You  have,  enfcheduPd  briefly,  in  your  hands. 

Burg.  The  King  hath  heard  them ;  to  the  which  as  yet 
There  is  no  anfwer  made. 

K,  Henry,  Well,  then  ;  the  peace. 
Which  you  before  fo  urgM,  lyes  in  his  anfwer. 

Fr.  King,  I  have  but  with  a  curforary  eye 
G'er-glanc'd  the  articles ;  pleafeth  your  Grace 
T' appoint  fome  of  your  council  prefently 

(29)  DefeBi've  in  their  Natures,  gn^io  to  wiMfjefs.']  Quite  eonm 
trary  j  they  were  not  defeftive,  but  exuberant  in  their  Natures, 
and  crefcive  Faculty :  only,  wanting  their  due  Cultivation, 
Ifccy  degexwrated,  We  mull  therefore  read.  Nurtures. 

Mr.  fTarhrten^ 

To 


37^ 


King  Henry  V. 


To  fit  with  us,  once  more  with  better  heed 
To  re-furvey  them  ;  we  will  fuddenly  (30) 
Pafs,  or  accept,  and  peremptory  anfwer. 

K.  He7iry,  Brother,  we  fhall.  Go,  uncle  Exeter ^ 
And  brother  C/t2r^?/r^,  and  you,  hxoxhQx  Gloucejiery 
Warnx)ick  and  Hwdtington^  go  with  the  King  ; 
And  take  with  you  free  Povv'r  to  ratifie. 
Augment,  or  alter,  as  your  wifdoms  bell 
Shall  fee  advantageable  for  our  dignity. 
Any  thing  in,  or  out  of,  our  Demands  ; 
And  we'll  cOnfign  thereto.    Will  you,  fair  filler. 
Go  with  the  Prmces,  or  Hay  here  with  us  ? 

^  Ifa.  Our  gracious  brother,  \  will  go  with  them ; 
Haply,  a  woman's  voice  may  do  fome  good. 
When  Articles,  too  nicely  urg'd,  be  flood  on. 

Henry,  Yet  leave  our  coufin  Catharine  here  with  us. 
She  is  our  capital  demand,  compris'd 
Within  the  fore-rank  of  our  articles. 

^  Ifa,  She  hath  good  leave.  {^Exeunt. 

Manent  King  Henry,  Catharine,  and  a  Lady. 

K'  Henry,  Fair  Catharine^  moil  fair. 
Will  you  vouchfafe  to  teach  a  foldier  terms. 
Such  as  will  enter  at  a  lady's  ear, 
And  plead  his  love-fuit  to  her  gentle  heart  ? 

Cath,  Your  Majefty  fhall  mock  at  me,  I  cannot  fpeak 
jour  England. 

K,  Henry.  O  fair  Catharine,  if  you  will  love  me 
foundly  with  your  French  heart,  1  will  be  glad  to  hear 
you  confefs-it  brokenly  with  your  EngUJh  tongue.  Do 
you  Hke  me,  Kate  ? 

Cath.  Pardonnex  moy,  I  cannot  tell  vhat  is  like  me. 

{30)  *  '  loe  uoUl fuddenly 

Pafs  our  accept  J  and  peremptory  a7jf%ver,'\  As  the  French  King 
fiefires  more  Time  to  confider  deliberately  of  the  Articles, 
'tis  odd  and  abfurd  for  him  to  fay  abfolutely,  that  he  would 
accept  them  all.  He  certainly  muft  mean,  that  he  would  at 
once  ivaTe  and  decline  what  he  diflik'd,  and  confign  to  fuch 
as  he  ^approvM  of,  Our  Author  ufes  pafs  in  this  manner,  in 


«ther  places, 


Mr.  Warbiirton^ 


iC'  Henry. 
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K,  Henry,  An  angel  is  like  yon,  Kate,  and  you  are 
like  an  Angel. 

Cath.         dit-ily  que  je  fids  femhlable  a  les  Anges  ? 

Lady.  Ouy,  <vrayment,  (fauf  qjojire  grace )  ainfi  dit  iL 

AT.  Henry,  I  faid  fo,  dear  Catharine^  and  I  mufl  not 
blufh  to  affirm  it. 

Cath.  O  bon  Dieu  !  les  langues  des  hommes  font  pleines 
de  tromperies, 

K.  Hen.  What  fays  fhe,  fair  one  ?  that  tongues  of  men 
are  full  of  deceits  ? 

Lady,  Ouy,  dat  de  tongues  of  de  mans  is  be  full  of 
deceits:  dat  is  de  Princes. 

K,  Henry,  The  Princefs  is  the  better  Englijh  Woman. 
ITaith,  Katey  my  wooing  is  fit  for  thy  underflanding ;  I 
am  glad  thou  canft  fpeak  no  better  Englifh,  for  if  thou 
could'ft,  thou  wouId'H  find  me  fuch  a  plain  King,  that 
thou  would'ft  think  I  had  fold  my  farm  to  buy  my 
Crown.  I  know  no  ways  to  mince  it  in  love,  butdiredly 
to  fay,  I  love  you ;  then  if  you  urge  me  further  than  to 
fay,  do  you  in  faith  ?  I  wear  out  my  fuit.  Give  me  your 
anfwerj  iTaith,  do ;  and  fo  clap  hands  and  a  bargain; 
how  fay  you,  lady  } 

Cath.  Sauf  ^oflre  honneury  me  underftand  well. 

K,  Henry,  Marry,  if  you  would  put  me  to  verfes,  or 
to  dance  for  your  fake,  Kate^  why,  you  undid  me  \  for 
the  one  I  have  neither  words  nor  meafure  ;  and  for  the 
other  I  have  no  ftrength  in  m.eafure,  yet  a  reafonable 
meafure  in  ftrength.  If  I  could  win  a  lady  at  leap-frog, 
or  by  vaulting  into  my  faddle  with  my  armour  on  my 
back  ;  under  the  corredion  of  bragging  be  it  fpoken,  I 
jfhould  quickly  leap  into  a  wife  :  Or  if  I  might  buffet  for 
my  love,  or  bound  my  horfe  for  her  favours,  I  could  lay 
on  like  a  butcher,  and  fit  like  a  jack-a-napes,  never  off. 
But,  before  God,  Kate^  I  cannot  look  greenly,  nor  gafp 
out  my  eloquence,  nor  have  I  cunning  in  proteftation  ; 
only  downright  oaths,  which  I  never  ufe  'till  urg'd,  and 
never  break  for  urging.  If  thou  canfl  love  a  fellow  of 
this  temper,  Kate,  whofe  face  is  not  worth  fun- burning ; 
that  never  looks  in  his  glafs  for  love  of  any  thing  he 
fees  there ;  let  thine  eye  be  thy  cQck.   I  fpeak  plain 

foldier ; 
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foldicr  ;  if  thou  canll  love  me  for  this,  take  me ;  if 
not,  to  fay  to  thee  that  I  fhall  die,  'tis  true;  but  for  thy 
love,  by  the  lord,  no  :  yet  1  love  thee  too.  And  while 
thou  liv'ft,  Katey  take  a  fellow  of  plain  and  uncoined 
conftancy,  for  he  perforce  niufl  do  thee  right,  becaufe 
he  hath  not  the  gift  to  v/oo  in  other  places :  for  thefe 
fellows  of  infinite  tongue,  that  can  rhime  themfelves 
into  ladies'  favours,  they  do  always  reafon  themfelves 
out  again.  What  ?  a  fpeaker  is  but  a  prater;  a  rhime 
is  but  a  balkd ;  a  good  leg  will  fall,  a  flraight  back 
will  ftoop,  a  black  beard  will  turn  white,  a  curFd  pate 
will  grow  bald,  a  fair  face  will  v/ither,  a  full  eye  will 
wax  hollow ;  but  a  good  heart  Kate,  is  the  fan  and 
the  moon ;  or  rather  the  fun,  and  not  the  moon ;  for 
it  fhines  bright  and  never  changes,  but  keeps  his  courfe 
truly.  If  thou  would'ft  have  fuch  a  one,  take  me ; 
take  a  foldier ;  take  a  King :  and  what  fay 'ft  thou 
then  to  my  love  ?  fpeak,  my  fair,  and  fairly,  I  pray 
thee. 

Caf^.  Is  it  poffible  dat  I  Ihould  love  de  enemy  of 

Trance  ? 

K.  Henry,  No,  it  is  not  polTible  that  you  Ihould  love 
the  enemy  of  France,  Kate ;  but  in  loving  me  you  Ihould 
love  the  friend  of  France ;  for  I  love  France  fo  well,  that 
I  will  not  part  with  a  village  of  it :  I  will  have  it  all 
mine ;  and  Kate,  when  France  is  mine  and  I  am  yours, 
then  yours  is  France,  and  you  are  mine. 

Cath,  I  cannot  tell  vhat  is  dat. 

K  Henry.  No,  Kate  ?  I  will  tell  thee  in  French^ 
(which,  I  am  fure,  will  hang  upon  my  tongue  like  a 
married  wife  about  her  hufband's  neck,  hardly  to  be 
fhook  off )  quand  j  ay  le  pojjejfton  de  France,  quand 
<vou5  a<ves  le pojfejjton  de  moi  let  me  fee,  what  then?  St, 
Dennis  be  my  fpeed  !)  done  ^ojlre  eft  France,  (jf  "vous  eftes 
tnienne.  It  is  as  eafy  for  me,  Kate,  to  conquer  the 
kingdom,  as  to  fpeak  fo  much  moxt  French:  I  fhall  ne- 
ver move  thee  in  French,  unlefs  it  be  to  laugh  at  me. 

Cath.  Sauf  njoftre  honneiir,  le  Francois  que  njous  farlez^ 
ejl  meilleur  que  PAnglois  lequel  je  parle* 


K.  Henry. 
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K,  Henry,  No,  faith,  is't  not,  Kate ;  but  thy  fpeak- 
ing  of  my  tongue  and  I  thine,  moft  truly  falfly,  muft 
n«eds  be  granted  to  be  much  at  one.  But,  Kate^  dofl  thou 
undcrftand  thus  much  Englijh  ?  canft  thou  love  me  ? 

Cath,  I  cannot  tell. 

K.Henry,  Can  any  of  your  neighbours  tell,  Kat€?  TU 
aflcthem.  Come,  I  know  thou  loveft  me ;  and  at  night 
when  you  come  into  your  clofet,  you'll  queftion  this  gen- 
tlewoman aboiit  me;  and  I  know,  Kate^  you  will  to  her 
difpraife  thofe  parts  in  me,  that  you  love  with  your  heart ; 
but,  good  ATi^/i?,  mock;  me  mercifully,  the  rather,  gentle 
Princefs,  hecaufe  I  love  thee  cruelly.  If  ever  thou  Ifeefl 
mine,  Kate^  (as  I  have  faving  faith  within  me,  tells  me, 
thou  fhalt)  I  get  thee  with  fcambling,  and  thou  muft 
therefore  needs  prove  a  good  foldier- breeder  :  ftiall  not 
thou  and  I,  between  St.  Dennis  and  St.  George ^  compound 
a  boy  half  Frenchy  half  Englijh,  that  fhall  go  to  Conjlan- 
ttnople  and  take  the  Turk  by  the  beard  ?  ihall  we  not  \ 
what  fay'ft  thou,  my  fair  Flower-de-luce  ? 

Cath,  I  do  not  know  dat. 

AT.  Henry,  No,  'tis  hereafter  to  know,  but  now  to 
promife;  do  but  now  promife,  Kate^  you  will  endea- 
vour for  your  French  part  of  fuch  a  boy ;  and  for  my 
Englijh  moiety,  take  the  word  of  a  King  and  a  batchclor. 
How  anfwer  you,  La  plus  belle  Catharine  du  monde^  mm 
tres  chere     divine  deejfe, 

Cath,  Your  Majeftee  ave  faufe  Frenche  enough  to  de- 
ceive de  moft  fage  damoifel  dat  is  en  France, 

K,  Henry,  Now,  fie  upon  my  falfe  French ;  by  mine 
honour,  in  true  Englijh  1  love  thee,  Kate  5  by  which  ho- 
nour I  dare  not  fwear  thou  loveft  me,  yet  my  blood  be- 
gins to  flatter  me  that  thou  doft,  notwithftanding  the 
poor  and  untempering  efFedl  of  my  vifage.  Now  be- 
ihrew  my  father's  ambition,  he  v^as  thinking  of  civil 
wars  when  he  got  me  ;  therefore  was  I  created  with  a 
ftubborn  outfide,  with  an  afped  of  iron,  that  when  I 
come  to  woo  ladies  I  fright  them  :  but  in  faith,  Kate^  the 
elder  I  wax,  the  better  I  (hall  appear.  My  comfort  is, 
that  old  age  (that  ill  layer  up  of  beauty)  can  do  no  more 
fpoil  upon  my  face.   Thou  haft  me,  if  thou  haft  me,  at 
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the  worft ;  and  thou  fhalt  wear  me,  if  tho«  wear  me, 
better  and  better ;  and  therefore  tell  me,  mofl  fair  Ca- 
tharine,  will  you  have  me  ?  Put  off  your  maiden  blufiies, 
avouch  the  thoughts  of  your  heart  with  the  looks  of  an 
Emprefs,  take  me  by  the  hand  and  fay,  Hc^rry  of  England, 
I  am  thine  ;  which  word  thou  {halt  no  fooner  blefs  mine 
ear  withal,  but  1  will  tell  thee  aloud,  England  x"?^  thine, 
Ireland  is  thine,  France  is  thine,  and  Henry  Flantogcnet  is 
thine;  who,  tho'  I  fpeak  it  before  his  face,  if  he  be  not 
fellow  with  the  bell  King,  thou  fhalt  find  the  befl  King 
of  good  fellows.  Come,  your  anfwer  in  broken  mufick  ; 
for  thy  voice  is  mufick,  and  thy  Englijh  broken :  there- 
fore Queen  of  all,  Catharine y  break  thy  mind  to  me  in 
broken  Englijh y  wilt  thou  have  me  ? 

Cath,  Dat  is,  as  it  fhall  pleafe  le  roy  mon  fere, 

K,  Elcnry,  Nay,  it  will  pleafe  him  well,  Kate ;  it 
fliall  pleafe  him,  Kate. 

Cath.  Den  it  fhall  alfo  content  me. 

K  Henry,  Upon  that  I  kifs  your  hand,  and  I  call  you 
my  Queen. 

Cath.  Laijfe%y  mon  feigneur,  laiJ/eZy  laijjez:  ma  fay 9 
je  ne  'veux  point  que  njous  abbaijfez,  <voJlre  grandeur,  en 
baifant  la  main  d*  une  njojire  indigne  fer^iteure ;  excufex 
moy,  je  ^ous  fupplie,  men  tres  puijjant  Seigneur, 

K.  He7iry,  Then  I  will  kifs  your  lips,  Kate, 

Cath.  Les  dames  damolfeh  pour  efire  baifces  decant 
leur  nopces,  il  neji  pas  le  coutmne  de  France, 

K.  Henry,  Madam  my  interpreter,  what  fays  fhe  ? 

Lady,  Dat  it  is  not  be  de  fafhion  pour  les  ladies  of 
France  ;  I  cannot  tell,  what  is  baijfer  en  'Englijh, 

K,  Henry.  To  kifs. 

Lady.  Your  Majefly  entendre  bettre  que  moy, 
K.  Hejtry,  Is  it  not  a  fafhion  for  the  maids  in  France  to 
kifs  before  they  are  married,  would  fhe  fay  ? 
Lady.  Ouy,  <vrayeme7it, 

K.  Henry.  O  Kate,  nice  cufioms  curtTie  to  great 
Kings.  Dear  Kate,  you  and  I  cannot  be  confin'd  with- 
in the  weak  lift  of  a  country's  fafhion  ;  we  are  the  ma- 
kers  of  manners,  Kate ;  and  the  liberty,  that  follows  our 
places,  flops  the  mouth  of  all  find-faults,  as  I  will  do 

yours^ 
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yours,  for  the  upholding  the  nice  fafliion  of  your  country 
in  denying  me  a  kifs  :  therefore,  patiently  and  yielding. 
lKrJ/l7/gher]  You  have  witchcraft  in  your  lips,  Kate  i 
there  is  more  eloquence  in  a  touch  of  them,  than  in  the 
tongues  of  the  French  Council ;  and  they  fliould  fooner 
perfuade  Harry  of  Englmidy  than  a  general  petition  of 
monarchs.    Here  comes  your  father. 

E7iter  the  French  King  and  ^een,  ^ith  French  and 
Englifli  Lords, 

Burg,  God  fave  your  Majefty  !  my  royal  coufin,  teach 
you  our  Princefs  Englijh  ? 

K,  Henry.  I  would  have  her  learn,  my  fair  coufm, 
how  perfedlly  I  love  her,  and  that  is  good  Englijh. 

Burg,  Is  flie  apt  ? 

K,  Henry,  Our  tongue  is^  rough,  and  my  condition  is 
not  fmooth;  fo  that  having  neither  the  voice  nor  the 
heart  of  flattery  about  me,  I  cannot  fo  conjure  up  the 
fpirit  of  love  in  her,  that  he  will  appear  in  his  true 
likenefs. 

Burg,  Pardon  the  franknefs  of  my  mirth,  if  I  anfv/er 
you  for  that.  If  you  would  conjure  in  her,  you  muft 
make  a  circle  :  if  conjure  up  love  in  her  in  his  true  Kke- 
iiefs,  he  muft  appear  naked  and  blind.  Can  you  blame 
her  then,  being  a  maid  yet  ros'd  over  with  the  virgin 
crimfon  of  modefl:y,  if  flie  deny  the  appearance  of  a 
naked  blind  boy,  in  her  naked  feeing  felf  ?  it  were  my 
lord,  a  hard  condition  for  a  maid  to  confign  to. 

K.  Henry.  Yet  they  do  wink  and  yield,  as  love  is 
blind  and.  enforces. 

Burg,  They  are  then  excus'd,  my  lord,  when  they 
fee  not  what  they  do. 

K,  He?2ry,  Then,  good  my  lord,  teach  your  coufin  to 
confent  to  winking. 

Burg,  I  will  wink  on  her  to  confent^  my  lord,  if 
you  will  teach  her  to  know  my  meaning.  Maids,  well 
fummer'd.  and  warm  kept,  are  like  flies  at  Bartholomew-* 
tide,  blind,  though  they  have  their  eyes :  and  then  they 
will  endure  handling,  which  before  would  not  abide 
looking  0x1. 
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K.  Henry,  This  moral  ties  me  over  to  time,  and  a  hot 
fummer ;  and  fo  I  fhall  catch  the  flie  your  coufm  in  the 
latter  end,  and  fhe  muft  be  blind  too. 

Burg,  As  love  is,  my  lord,  before  it  loves. 

K.  Henry,  It  is  fo ;  and  you  may  fome  of  you  thank 
love  for  my  blindnefs,  who  cannot  fee  many  a  fair 
French  city,  for  one  fair  French  maid  that  Hands  in  my 
way. 

Fr.  King,  Yes,  my  lord,^  you  fee  them  perfpeftively  ; 
the  cities  turn'd  into  a  maid ;  for  they  are  all  girdled 
with  maiden  walls,  that  war  hath  never  entered. 

K,  Henry.  Shall  Kate  be  my  wife  ? 

Fr,  King,  So  pleafe  you. 

K.  Henry.  I  am  content,  fo  the  maiden  cities  you  talk 
of  may  wait  on  her  ;  fo  the  maid,  that  flood  in  the  way 
for  my  wifh,  fhall  fhew  me  the  way  to  my  will. 

Fr,  King,  We  have  confented  to  all  terms  of  reafoiv 

K.  He?2ry,  Is't  fo,  my  lords  of  England P 

Wefi,  The  King  hath  granted  every  article  : 
His  daughter  firft ;  and  then  in  fequel  all, 
AccordiHg  to  their  firm  propofed  nature, 

Exe,  Only  he  hath  not  yet  fubfcribed  this : 
Where  your  Majefty  demands.  That  the  King  of  Francif 
having  occafion  to  write  for  matter  of  grant,  fhall  name 
your  Highnefs  in  this  form,  and  with  this  addition  in 
French  :  nojire  tres  cher  Jiiz  Henry  Roy  Angieterre, 
heretier  de  France :  and  thus  in  Latin ;  Pra:clariJJ$mus 
Jilius  nofler  Henricus  Rex  Anglic  £5*  hteres  Francis, 

Fr,  King,  Yet  this  I  have  not  (brother)  fo  deny'd. 
But  your  requeft  fhall  make  me  let  it  pafs. 

K,  Henry.  I  pray  you  then,  in  love  and  dear  alliance. 
Let  that  one  article  rank  with  the  refl. 
And  thereupon  give  me  your  daughter, 

Fr.  King,  Take  her,  fair  fon,  and  from  her  bIo©d 
raife  up 

IfTue  to  me  ;  that  thefe  contending  Kingdoms, 
England  and  France,  whofe  very  fhores  look  pale 
With  envy  of  each  other's  happinefs. 
May  ceafe  their  hatred  ;  and  this  dear  conjunftion 
Plant  neighbourhood  and  chrifiiaa-like  accord 
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In  their  fweet  breafts ;  that  never  war  advance 
His  bleeding  fword  'twixt  England  and  fair  France^ 
Lords.  Amen  ! 

K,  Henry,  Now  welcome,  Kate ;  and  bear  me  wit- 
nefs  all, 

That  here  I  kifs  her  as  my  Sovereign  Queen.  [^Flourijhi 

Q^Ifa.  God,  the  befl  maker  of  all  marriages. 
Combine  your  hearts  in  one,  your  realms  in  one  : 
As  man  and  wife,  being  two,  are  one  in  love. 
So  be  there,  *twixt  your  kingdoms  fuch  a  fpoufal. 
That  never  may  ill  office,  or  fell  jealoufie, 
Which  troubles  oft  the  bed  of  blefled  marriage, 
Thruft  in  between  the  padlion  of  thefe  kingdoms,   (3 1 ) 
To  make  divorce  of  their  incorporate  league: 
That  Englijh  may  as  French ,  French  Englijhmen^ 
Receive  each  other.    God  fpeak  this  Amen  ! 
AIL  Amen  ! 

K.  Henry,  Prepare  we  for  our  marriage  ;  on  which 
day. 

My  lord  of  Burgundy,  we'll  take  your  oath 
And  all  the  Peers,  for  furety  of  our  leagues. 
Then  fhall  I  fwear  to  Kate,  and  you  to  me. 
And  may  our  oaths  well  kept,  and  profp'rous  be  f 

\Exeunt* 

Enter  Chorus. 

Thus  far  with  rough,  and  all-unable,  pen 
Our  bending  author  hath  purfu'd  the  flory ; 

In  little  room  confining  mighty  men. 

Mangling  by  ftarts  the  full  courfe  of  their  glory. 

Small  time,  but,  in  that  fmall,  moft  greatly  liv'd 
This  Star  of  England,    Fortune  made  his  fword ; 

I  (31)  l^hriifi  in  between  the  paffion  ©/  thefe  Kingdoms]  The  old 
Folio's  have  it,  the  pation  j  v/hich  makes  me  believe,  the  Au- 
i  thor's  Word  was  pation ;  a  Word,  more  proper  on  the  occafion 
!  €f  a  Peace  ftruck  up.  A  Palfion  of  two  Kingdoms  for  one 
i  another,  is  an  odd  Expreflion.  An  Amity  and  political  Harmony 
1  may  be  fix'd  betwixt  two  Countries,  and  yet  either  People  be 
far  from  having  a  PafTicn  for  the  other. 

By 


384  ^i^S  Henry  V. 

By  which  the  world's  befl  garden  he  atchiev'd. 

And  of  it  left  his  fon  imperial  lord. 
Henry  the  Sixth,  in  infant  bands  crovvn'd  King 

Of  France  and  England,  did  this  King  fuccecd  : 
Whofe  (late  fo  many  had  i'  th'  managing, 

That  they  loft  France,  and  made  his  England  bleed  : 
Which  oft  our  ftage  hath  fhown  ;  and,  for  their  fakc, 
In  your  fair  minds  let  this  acceptance  take. 
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Duke  of  Gloucefter,  to  the  Kitig^  and  Pr§teflor, 

Duke  of  Bedford,  UncU  to  the  King,  and  Regent  of  Fraftce. 
Cardinal  Beauford,  Bijhs^  of  Winchefter,  and  Uncle  liketvife  t§ 

the  King, 
Duke  of  Exeter. 
Duke  of  Somerfet. 
Earl  of  Warwick, 
Earl  of  Salisbury. 
Earl  of  Suffolk. 
Xord  Talbot. 
Toung  Talbot,  hii  Son, 

Richard  Plantagenet,  afterward,  Duke  o/"  York, 
Mortimer,  Earl  of  March. 
i)ir  John  Faftolfe. 

Woodvile,  Lieutenant  of  the  Tower. 
Lord  Mayor  of  London. 
Sir  Thomas  Gargrave. 
Sir  William  Glanfdale. 
Sir  William  Lucy. 

Vernon,  of  the  White  Rofc,  or  York  FaEfion^ 
Baflet,  of  the  Red  Rofe^  or  Lancafter  FaSion, 

Charles,  Dauphin,  and  afterwards  King  ef  France. 
Reignier,  Duke  of  Anjou,  and  Titular  King  o/*  Naples • 
Duke  of  Burgundy. 
Duke  of  Alanfon. 
Bajlard  of  Orleans. 
Go-vernor  of  Paris. 
Majler-Cunner  of  Orleans. 
Boy,  his  Son» 

An  old  Shepherd,  Father  to  Joan  la  Pucelle. 

Margaret,  Daughter  to  Reignier,  and  afterwards  ^een  to  King 

Henry. 
Countefs  of  Auvergne. 

Joan  la  Pucelle,  a  Maid  pretending  to  he  infpir''d  from  Heaven, 

and  Jetting  up  f%r  the  Championefs  of  France. 
Fiends,  attending  her. 

Lords,  Captains,  Soldiers^  Mejfengers,  and  federal  Attendants  both 
on  the  Englifh  and  French. 

The  SCENE  is  partly  in  England,  and  partly 
in  France. 

The 
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ACT  I. 

S  C  E  N 

Dead  March.  Enter  the  Funeral  of  King  Henry  the 
Fifths  attended  on  by  the  Duke  of  Bedford,  Regent 
of  France;  the  Duke  of  Gloucefter,  ProteSUr:^ 
the  Duke  <?/ Exeter,  and  the  Earl  ^Warwick,  the 
Bijhop  of  Winchefter,  and  the  Duke  of  Somerfet. 

B  E  D   F  O  R.  D, 

U  N  G  be  the  heav'ns  with  black,  yield 

day  to  night  I 
Comets  imporcing  change  of  times  and 
liates, 

Brandifh  your  cryilal  trefTes  in  the  sky ; 
And  with  them  fcourge  -the  bad  revolc- 
ing  ftars, 

That  hare  confented  MxtKo  Henrys  death  f 
HtKry  the  Fifth,  too  famous  to  live  long! 

o  England 

(i)  rbe  firft  Fart  of  K.  Henry  VI.]  The  Hiftorlcal  Tranf- 
aftions,  contained  in  this  PJay,  take  in  the  Coinpafs  of  above 
thirty  Years,  I  muft  obfervc>  however,  that  our  Author,  in  the 
R  ^  three 
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England  ne'er  Ic^  a  King  of  fo  much  worth. 

Glou.  E?2g!and  ne'er  had  a  King  until  his  time  : 
Virtue  he  had,  defer ving  to  command. 
His  brandifh'd  fword  did  blind  men  with  its  beams; 
His  arms  fpread  wider  than  a  Dragon's  wings : 
His  fparkling  eyes,  repleat  with  awful  fire. 
More  dazzled  and  drove  back  his  enemies, 
Than  mid-day  fun  fierce  bent  againft  their  faces. 
What  fhould  I  fay  ?  his  deeds  exceed  all  fpeech : 
He  never  lifted  up  his  hand,  but  conquered. 

Exe,  We  mourn  in  black;  why  mourn  we  not  in 
blood? 

Henry  is  dead,  and  never  lhall  revive  : 
Upon  a  wooden  coffin  we  attend  : 
And  death's  dilhonourable  vidory 
We  with  our  ftately  prefence  gloriiie. 
Like  captives  bound  to  a  triumphant  car. 
What  ?  lhall  we  curfe  the  planets  of  milhap. 
That  plotted  thus  our  glory's  overthrow  ? 
Or  Ihiall  we  think  the  fubtle-witted  French 
Conj'rers  and  forc'rers,  that^  afraid  of  him. 
By  magick  verfe  have  thus  contrived  his  end  ? 

Win.  He  was  a  King,  bleft  of  the  King  of  Kings. 
Unto  the  French,  the  dreadful  judgment-day 
So  dreadful  will  not  be  as  was  his  fight. 
The  battles  of  the  Lord  of  hofls  he  fought ; 
The  church's  pray'rs  made  him  fo  profperous. 

Glou.  The  church  ?  where  is  it  ?  had  not  church-men 
pray'd, 

His  thread  of  life  had  not  fo  foon  decayed. 
None  do  you  like  but  an  effeminate  Prince, 
Whom,  like  a  School-boy,  you  may  over-awe. 

Win.  Glower,  whatever  we  like,  thou  art  Protedor. 
And  lookeit  to  command  the  Prince  and  realm ; 
Thy  wife  is  proud ;  (he  holdeth  thee  in  awe. 
More  than  God,  or  religious  church-men  may. 

Glou,  Name  not  religion,  for  thou  lov'ft  the  flelh ; 

three  Parts  of  K,  Henry  VI.  has  not  been  very  precife  to  the 
Date  and  Difpofition  of  his  Fafts  5  but  frequently  (huffled  them, 
backwards  and  forwards,  out  of  Time. 

An 
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And  ne'er  throughout  the  year  to  church  thou  go'ft. 
Except  it  be  to  pray  againft  thy  foes. 

Be^.  Ceafc,  ceaXe  thefe  jars,  and  refl  your  minds  in 
peace  : 

Let's  to  the  altar  :  heralds,  wait  on  us ; 
Inftead  of  gold  we'll  offer  up  our  arms, 
Since  arms  avail  not  now  that  Henrys  dead  \ 
Poderity  await  for  wretched  years. 
When  at  their  mothers'  moiit  eyes  babes  (hall  fuck  5, 
Our  ifle  be  made  a  nourice  of  lalt  tears,  (2) 
And  none  but  women  left  to 'wail  the  dead  I 
Hefiry  the  Fifth  !  thy  ghoft  I  invocate  ; 
Profpcr  this  realm,  keep  it  from  civil  broils, 
Combat  with  adverfe  planets  in  the  heavens ! 
A  far  more  glorious  ftar  thy  foul  will  make^ 
Than  Juliws  Cafar^  or  bright  — 

EniLr  a  Meffenger. 
Mcff.  My  honourable  lords,  health  to  you  alt;. 
Sad  tidings  bring  I  to  you  out  of  France^ 
Of  lofs,  of  flaughter,.  and  difcomfiture ; 
Guienne,  Chamfaigti,  and  Rheims^  ^d  Orleans, 
Paris,  Guyfors.  FoUiicrs,  are  all  quite  loft. 

Bed.  What  fay 'ft  thou,  man,  before  dead  Henrys 
coarfe  ? 

Speak  foftly,  or  the  lofs  of  thofe  great  towns 

Will  make  him  burft  his  lead,  and  rife  from  death. 
Glou,  Is  Paris  loft,  and  Roan  yielded  up  ? 

If  Henry  were  recalled  to  life  again, 

Thefe  news  would  caufe  him  once  more  yield  the  ghoft. 
Exe.  How  were  they  loft  ?  what  treachery  was  us'd  I 
Mejf.  No  treachery,  but  want  of  men  and  mony. 

Amongft  the  foldiers  this  is  muttered, 

(2)  Our  JJls  be  made  a  Mari(h  of  fait  Tears,']  Thus  it  irt 
both  the  ImprefTions  by  Mr.  Pope:  upon  v^hat  Authority,  I 
cannot  fay.  All  the  old  Copies  read,  a  Nourtjh :  and  confider- 
ing  it  is  faid  in  the  Line  immediately  preceding,  that  Babes  (hall 
fuck  at  their  Mothers  moift  Eyes,  it  feems  very  probable  that 
our  Author  wrote,  a  Nourice :  i.  e.  that  the  whole  Ifle  fhould 
be  one  common  Nurfe,  or  Nouripery  of  Tears ;  and  thofe  be 
the  Nouriftiment  of  it%  miferable  IfTue, 

R  3  That 
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That  here  you  maintain  fev'ral  fadions ; 

y\nd,  whilft  a  field  fliould  be  difpatch'd  and  fought,. 

You  are  difputrng  of  your  Generals. 

One  would  have  lingring  wars  with  little  cofl ; 

Another  would  fly  fwift,  but  wantetfe  wings ; 

A  third  man  thinks,  without  expence  at  all. 

By  guileful  fair  v/ords,  peace  may  be  obtain'd. 

Awake,  awake,  Er?gl{fo  nobility  ! 

Let  not  iloth  dim  your  honours,  new-begot ; 

Crop'd  are  the  Flower-de-luces  in  your  Arms, 

Of  England's  Coat  one  half  is  cut  away. 

Exe,  Were  our  tears  wantfng  to  this  funeral, 
Thefe  tidings  would  call  forth  their  flowing  tides* 

Bed.  Me  they  concern,  Regent  I  am  of  France  i.. 
Give  me  my  fteeled  coat,  I'll  fight  for  France. 
Away  with  thefe  difgraceful,  wailing  robes  ; 
Wounds  I  will  lend  the  French,  inflead  of  eyes. 
To  weep  their  intermifhve  miferies, 

.Enter  to  them  another  Mcffeyigef* 

1  Mejf,  Lords,  view  thefe  letters^  full  of  bad  niirchaftCC- 
France  is  revolted  from  the  En^Ii/h  quite. 
Except  fome  petty  towns  of  no  import. 
The  Dauphin  Charles  is  crowned  King  in  Rhiims^ 
The  L^Jlard  Orleans  with  him  is  join'a ; 
Rcignier,  Duke  of  Jnjou,  doth  take  his  part, 
The  Duke  of  Alanfon  flies  to  his  fide.  \Ep^it, 

Exe.  The  Dauphin  crowned  King  ?  all  fiie  to  him  ? 
O,  whither  ihall  we  fiy  from  this  reproach  ? 

Glon.  We  will  not  fly  but  to  our  enemies'  throats. 
Bedford,  if  thou  be  flack,  V\\  fight  it  out. 

Bed.  GlQpr,  why  doubt'fl:  thou  of  my  forwardnefs  ? 
An  army  have  I  mufter'd  in  my  thoughts. 
Wherewith  already  France  is  over-run. 

Enter  a  third  Mejfenger. 

3  Mejf.  My  gracious  lords,  to  add  to  your  laments. 
Wherewith  you  now  bedew  King  Htnry\  hearfe, 
I  muft  inform  you  of  a  difmal  fight 
Betwixt  the  flout  lord  T allot  and  the  French, 

Win,  What!  whereia.         overcame ? 

3  Ueff. 
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3  Mejf,  O,  no ;  wherein  lord  Talbot  was  o'erthrowa. 
The  circumftance  Fll  tell  yoa  more  at  large. 
The  tenth  of  Jugujl  lait,  this  dreadful  lord 
Retiring  from  the  liege  of  Orleans^ 
Having  fcarce  full  fix  thoufand  in  his  troop,  • 
By  three  and  twenty  thoufand  of  the  French 
Was  round  encompaffed  and  fet  upon. 
No  leifure  had  he  to  enrank  his  men  ; 
He  wanted  pikes  to  fet  before  his  archers  i 
Inftead  whereof,  Ihai  p  (takes,  plucktout  of  hedges. 
They  pitched  in  the  ground  confufedly  ; 
To  keep  the  horfemen  olF  from  breaking  in. 
More  than  three  hours  the  fight  continued  ; 
Where  valiant  Talbot  above  human  thought 
Enabled  wonders  with  his  fword  and  lance. 
Hundreds  he  fent  to  hell,  and  none  durft  Hand  him  % 
Here,  there,  and  every  where,  enrag'd  he  flew^ 
The  French  exclaimed,  *'  The  devil  was  in  arms ! 
All  the  whole  army  flood  agaz'd  on  him. 
His  foldiers,  fpying  his  undaunted  fpirit, 
A  Talbot !  Talbot  I  cried  Out  amain, 
And  ruili'd  Into  the  bowels  of  the  battle, 
Here  had  the  Conquefl  fully  been  feaPd  up, 
Jf  Sir  ^ohn  Taplfi  had  not  play*d  the  coward ;  (3) 
He  being  in  the  vaward,  (placed  behind, 
With  purpofe  to  relieve  and  follow  them) 
Gowardly  fled,  not  having  flruck  one  ftroak. 
Hence  grew  the  genVal  wreck  and  mafTacre  1  > 
Enclofed  were  they  with  their  enemies. 
A  bafe  Walloon,  to  win  the  Dauphin's  grace, 

(3)  Jf  Sir  John  Falilaffe]  Mr.  Po/>e  has  taken  Notice,  in  a 
Note  upon  the  third  Aft  of  this  Play,      That  Faljiaff  is  here 

introducM  agiin,  who  was  dead  in  Henry  Vj  the  Occafioa 
whereof  is,  that  this  Play  was  written  before  Henry  IV,  or 

Henry  V.**  This  feems  to  me  but  an  idle  piece  of  Criticifm. 
It  is  the  Hiftorical  Sir  John  Fajiolfe,  (for  fo  he  is  callM  by  botli 
our  Chroniclers)  that  is  here  mentioned  ;  who  was  a  Lieutenant* 
General  in  the  Wars  with  France,  Deputy  Regent  to  the  Duke 
of  Bedford  in  Normandy,  and  a  Knight  of  the  G After:  and  not 
the  Comic  Charadter  afterwards  introduced  by  our  Author  j  and 
which  was  a  Creature  merely  of  his  owaBrain. 

R  4:  Thruft 
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Thruft  7alhot  with  a  fpear  into  the  back  ; 
"Whom  all  France  with  her  chief  aflembled  ftrength 
Durft  not  prefume  to  look  once  in  the  face. 

,Bed.  Is  Talbot  flain  then  ?  I  will  flay  my  felf. 
For  living  idly  here  in  pomp  and  eafe  ; 
Whilll  fuch  a  worthy  leader,  wanting  aid. 
Unto  his  daftard  foe-men  is  betray'd. 

3  Mejf,  O  no,  he  lives,  but  is  took  prifoner. 
And  lord  Scales  with  him,  and  lord  liungerford\ 
Moft  of  the  reft  flau'ghter'd,  or  took  likewife. 

Bed.  His  ranfom  there  is  none  but  I  fhall  pay. 
I'll  hale  the  Dauphin  headlong  from  his  throne. 
His  Crown  (hall  be  the  ranfom  of  my  friend  : 
Four  of  their  lords  Fll  change  for  one  of  ours* 
Farewel,  my  matters,  to  my  task  will  I  j 
Bonfires  in  France  forthwith  1  am  60  make, 
To  keep  our  great  St.  George's  feaft  withal. 
Ten  thoufand  foldiers  with  me  I  will  take, 
Whofe  bloody  deeds  fhall  make  all  Europe  quake. 

3  Mejf.  So  you  had  need,  for  Orleans  is  befieg'd  j 
The  Englijh  army  is  grown  weak  and  faint : 
The  Earl  of  ^^//j^ar);  craveth  fupply, 
And  hardly  keeps  his  men  from  mutiny ; 
Since  they  fo  few  watch  fuch  a  multitude. 

Exe.  Remember,  lords,  your  oaths  to  Henry  fworn : 
Either  to  queJl  the  ]>auphin  utterly, 
Or  bring  him  in  obedience  to  your  yoak. 

Bed.  I  do  remember  it,  and  here  take  leave, 
To  go  about  my  preparation.  \Exit  Bedford. 

Glou.  riho  the  To^ver  with  all  the  hafte  I  can, 
To  vievvth'  artillery  and  ammunition  ; 
And  then  I  will  proclaim  yo\ingHe?iry  King. 

[Exit  Gloucefter. 

Exe.  To  Eltam  will  I,  where  the  young  King  is. 
Being  ordain'd  his  fpecial  governor  5 
And  for  his  fafety  there  Til  beft  devife.  [Exit. 

Win.  Each  hath  his  place  and  fundlion  to  attend: 
I  am  left  out :  for  me  nothing  remains  : 
Bat  long  I  will  not  be  thus  out  of  office  : 
The  King  from  Eltam  I  intend  to  fend. 
And  lit  at  chiefeft  ftern  of  publick  weah  [Exit. 

^  SCENE 
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SCENE,  before  Orleans  in  France. 
Enter  Charles,  Alanfon,  W  Reignier,  marching  wth. 

a  drum  atzd  Soldiers, 
Char^yL/T  ARS  his  true  moving,   ev'n.  as  in  the. 

J[VX  heav'ns. 
So  in  the  earth  to  this  day  is  notknowm 
Late,  didhefhine  upon  the  EngUfty  fide  : 
Now  we  are  vidors,  upon  us  he  fmiles. 
What  towns  of  any  moment,  but  we  have  ? 
At  pleafure  here  we  lye  near  Orleans  : 
Tho'  ftill  the  famiih'd  Englijh,  like  pale  ghofts. 
Faintly  befiege  us  one  hour  in  a  month. 

J/an.  They  want  their  porridge,  and  their  fat  BulU 
beeves ; 

Either  they  muft  be  dieted,  like  mules. 

And  have  their  provender  ty'd  to  their  mouths ; 

Or  piteous  they  will  look  like  drowned  mice. 

Reig.  Let's  raife  the  fiege  :  why  live  we  idly  here? 
Taltot  is  taken,  whom  we  wont  to  fear  : 
Remaineth  none  but  mad-brain'd  Salisburf, 
And  he  may  well  in  fretting  fpend  his  gall ; 
Nor  men,  nor  mony,  hath  he  to  make  war. 

Char,  Sound,  found  alarum  :  we  will  ruQi  on  themes: 
Now  for  the  honour  of  the  forlorn  Frmch : 
Him  I  forgive  my  death,  that  killeth  me  i 
When  he  fees  me  go  back  one  foot,  or  fly.  {Exeunti. 

\Here  alarm,  they  are  beaten  bactby  the  Englilhi 
ivith  great  lofs,. 

Re-enter  Charles,  Alanfon,  a72d  Reignier. 

Char.  Who  ever  faw  the  like  ?  w^hat  men  have  L?? 
Dogs,  cowards,  daftards  I  I  would  ne'er  have  fled,. 
But  that  they  left  me  'midft  my  enemies. 

Reig,  Salisbury  is  a  defp'rate  homicide^. 
He  fighteth  as  one  weary  of  his  life, 
The  other  lords,  like  lions  wanting  food, 
Do  rufli  upon  us  as  their  hungry  prey. 

Man.  Froyfardy  a  countryman  of  ours,  records,. 
Englattd  dll  Oli'vsrs  and  Roii-landshi^dy 

R  5:,  Daring: 
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Daring  the  time  Ednjuar J  the  Third  did  rei^n  : 

More  truly  now  may  this  be  verified  ; 

For  none  but  Sa?nffo)7s  and  GoltaJJes 

ItTendcth  forth  to  skinnifh  ;  one  to  ten  I 

Lean  raw-bon'd  rafcals  !  who  would  e'er  fuppofe. 

They  had  fuch  courage  and  audacity  ! 

Clar.  Let's  leave  this  town,  for  they  are  hair-brained 
flaves. 

And  hunger  will  enforce  them  be  more  eager : 
Of  old  I  know  them  ;  rather  with  their  teeth 
The  walls  they'll  tear  down,  than  forfake  the  fiegOi 

Ileig.  I  think,  by  fome  odd  gimmals  or  device 
Their  arms  are  fet  like  clocks,  ftill  to  ftrike  on  5 
Elfe  they  could  ne'er  hold  out  fo  as  they  do  : 
By  my  confent  we'll  e'en  let  thqm  alone. 

Alan.  Beit  fo. 

Enter  the  Bayard  of  Orleans. 

J? ^7/?.  Where's  the  Prince  Dauphin  ?  I  have  news  for  him, 

Dau.  Baflard  of  Orleans,  thrice  welcome  to  us. 

Baji,  Methinks,  your  looks  are  fad,  your  chearappal'd* 
Hath  the  late  overthrow  wrought  this  offence  ? 
Be  not  difmay'd,  for  fuccour  is  at  hand  : 
A  holy  maid  hither  with  me  I  bring. 
Which  by  a_vifion,  fent  to  her  from  heav'n. 
Ordained  is  to  raife  this  tedious  fiege  ; 
And  dnve-the  EngUJb  forth  the  bounds  of  France. 
The  fpirit  of  deep  prophecie  fhe  hath. 
Exceeding  the  nine  ^ibyU  of  old  Rome  : 
What's  paft,  and  what's  to  come,  fhe  can  defcry. 
Speak,  fhall  1  call  her  in  ?  believe  my  words. 
For  they  are  certain  and  infallible. 

Dau.  Go  call  her  in  ;  but  firft,  to  try  her  s^ll^ 
Reignier^  ftand  thou  as  Dauphin  in  my  place ; 
Quellion  her  proudly,  let  thy  looks  be  ftern  : 
By  this  means  fhall  we  found  what  skill  fhe  hath. 

Enter  Joan  la  Pucelle. 

Reig.  Fair  maid,  is't  thou  wilt  do  thefe  wond'rous 
feats  ? 

PuuL  Rcjgm'er,  is't  thou  that  thinkeft  to  beguile  me? 

Where 
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Where  is  the  Dauphin  ?  come,  come  from  behind, 

I  know  thee  well,  tho'  never  feen  before. 

Be  not  amaz'd  :  there's  nothing  hid  from  me  : 

In  private  will  I  talk  with  thee  apart : 

Stand  back,  you  lords,  and  give  us  leave  awhile. 

Reig.  She  takes  upon  her  bravely  at  firft  dafh. 

PuceL  Dauphin,  I  am  by  birth  a  fhepherd's  daughter. 
My  wit  untrain'd  in  any  kind  of  art : 
Heav'n,  and  our  Lady  gracious  hath  it  pleas'd 
To  fhine  on  my  contemptible  eflate. 
Lo,  whilft  I  waited  on  my  tender  lambs, 
And  to  fun's  parching  heat  difplay'd  my  cheeks, 
God's  mother  deigned  to  appear  to  me  ; 
And,  in  a  vifion  full  of  majefty, 
Will'd  me  to  leave  my  bafe  vocation. 
And  free  my  country  from  calamity  : 
Her  aid  fhe  promised,  and  alTur'd  fuccefs. 
In  compleat  glory  fhe  reveal'd  her  felf ; 
And,  whereas  I  was  black  and  fwart  before. 
With  thofe  clear  rays  which  fhe  infus'd  on  me. 
That  beauty  am  I  bleft  with,  which  yoa  fee. 
Afk  me  what  queiiion  thou  canil  polTiblci 
And  I  will  anfvver  unpremeditated. 
My  courage  try  by  combat,  if  thou  dar'fl. 
And  thou  fhalt  find  that  I  exceed  my  fex. . 
Refolve  on  this,  thou  fhalt  be  fortunate, 
ff  thou  receive  me  for  thy  warlike  mate. 

Dau.  Thou hafl  aflonifh'd  me  with  thy  high  terms: 
Only  this  proof  I'll  of  thy  valour  make,- 
In  fmgle  combat" thou  fhalt  buckle  with  me; 
And,  if  thoa  vanquifhcfl,  thy  words  are  true ; 
Other  wife,  I  renounce  all  confidence. 

PuceL  I  am  prepared ;  here  is  my  keen-edg'd  fword, 
Deck'd  with  fine  FIow'r-de4uces  on  each  fide  ; 
The  which,  at  ^ourain  in  St.  Cathari?]es  church. 
Out  of  a  deal  of  old  iron  I  chofe  forth. 

Dau,  Then  come  o'  God's  name,  for  I  fear  no  v/oman» 

Pucel,  And  while  I  live,  I'll  ne'er  fly  from  a  man. 
Here  they  fghty  and  Joan  la  Pucelle  o<vercomes, 

Dau,  Stay,  flay  thy  hands,  t.\\o\x  2LXt  zxi  A>^a%on ; 
And  fightefl;  with  the  fword  of  Ddam» 

PuceL 
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PuceL  Chrift's  mother  helps  me,  elfe  I  were  too  weak. 

Dau,  Who-e'er  helps  thee,  'tis  thou  that  muft  helpme  *: 
Impatiently  I  burn  with  thy  defire. 
My  heart  and  hands  thou  hall  at  once  fubdu'd  ; 
Excellent  Pucelie,  if  thy  name  be  fo, 
Let  me  thy  fervant  and  not  Sovereign  be,. 
'Tjs  the  French  Dauphin  fueth  to  thee  thus.. 

Pucel.  1  mufi:  not  yield  to  any  rites  of  lovci 
For  my  profeffion's  facred  from  above : 
When  I  have  chafed  all  thy  foes  from  hence. 
Then  will  I  think  apon  a  recompence. 

Dau,  Meantime,  look  gracious  on  thy proHrate thrall.. 

P.eig.  My  lord,  methinks,  is  very  long  in  talk. 

Ala?!.  Doubtlefs,  he  Ihrives  this  woman  to  her  fmock  • 
Elfe  ne'er  could  he  fo  long  protradl  his  fpeech.  * 

Reig,  Shall  we  dillurb  him,  fmce  he  keeps  no  mean  ?• 

Alan.  He  may  mean  more  than  we  poor  men  do 
know : 

Thefe  women  are  fhrewd  tempters  with  their  tongues. 

Reig.  My  lord,  where  are  you  ?  what  devife  you  on 
Shall  we  give  over  Orleans  or  no  ? 

PuctL  Why,  no,  1  fay  ;  diflruftful  recreants  I 
Fight  till  the  lafl:  gafp,  for  Fll  be  your  guard. 

Dau.  What  fhe  fays,  I'll  confirm ;  we'll  fight  it  out 

PiiceL  AiTign'd  I  am  to  be  the  EngUJh  fcourge. 
This  night  the  fiege  aifuredly  Fll  raife  : 
Exped  Saint  Martins  fummer,  Halcyon  days. 
Since  I  have  enter'd  thus  into  thefe  wars. 
Glory  is  like  a  circle  in  the  water  ; 
Which  never  ceafech  to  enlarge  itfelf. 
Till  by  broad  fpreading  it  difperfe  to  nought 
With  Henrys  death  the  Englijh  circle  ends 
Difperfed  are  the  glories  it  included  : 
Now  am  I  like  that  proud  infulting  (hip. 
Which  Q^efar  and  his  fortune  bore  at  once. 

Dau.  Was  Mahonist  infpired  with  a  Dove  I 
Tliou  with  an  Eagle  art  infpired  then. 
Helen  the  mother  of  great  Confiantine, 
Nor  yet  St.  Philips  daughters,  were  like  thee* 
Bright  ftarof  Venus,  fall'n  down  on  theearth;i. 
How  may  I  reverently  worfliip  thee? 
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Jlaiu  Leave  off  delays,  and  let  us  raife  the  fiege. 
Reig,  Woman,  do  what  thou  canfl  to  favc  our  ho- 
nours ; 

Drive  them  from  Orleans^  and  be  immortaliz'd. 

Dau.  Prefently  try  :  come,  let*s  away  about  it. 
No  prophet  will  I  truf!,  if  fhe  proves  falfc.  {Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E,      T(yNtX'gates^  in  London. 

Enter  Gloucefter,  ^with  his  Serfving-men, 

Glou,  T  AM  this  day  come  to  furvey  the  To^er ; 

X  Since  Uenry\  death,.  I  fear,  there  is  conveyance; 
Where  be  thefe  warders,  that  they  wait  not  here? 
Open  the  gates.    *Tis  Glouccjler^  that  calls. 

I  Ward.  Who's  there,  that  knocketh  fo  imperloufly  ^ 

1  Man,  It  is  the  noble  Duke  of  Ghucejier, 

2  Ward,  Who  e'er  he  be,  you  may  not  be  let  in. 

I  Man.  Villains,  anfwer  you  fo  tke  Lord  Protedor  f 
1  Ward,  The  Lord  protedl  him  !  fo  we  anfwer  him  ;  • 
We  do  no  otherwife  than  we  are  vviU'd. 

Glou,  Who  willed  you  ?  or  whofe  will  Hands,  but  mine  ? 
There's  none  Protedlor  of  the  realm  but  I. 
Break  up  the  gates,  I'll  be  your  warrantize ; 
Shall  I  be  flouted  thus  by  dunghil  grooms  ? 

Gloucefler'j  men  rujh  at  the  Tower-^^/^jr,  and 
Wood  vile  the  Lieutenant  /peaks  uoithiris 

Wood,  What  noife  is  this  ?  what  traitors  have  we  here  ? 

Glou,  Lieutenant,  is  it  you,  whofe  voice  I  hear  ? 
Open  the  gates ;  here's  Glo^Jier^  that  would  enter. 

Wood,  Have  patience,  noble  Duke ;  I  may  not  open  ; 
The  Cardinal  of  Winchejier  forbida ; 
From  him  I  have  exprefs  commandment. 
That  thou,  nor  none  of  thine,  fhall  be  let  in. 

Glou,  Faint-hearted  Wood<uiley  prizeft  him  'fore  nae  ? 
Arrogant  Winchejier^  that  haughty  prelate. 
Whom  Henryy  our  late  Sovereign,  ne'er  could  brook  f 
Thou  art  no  friend  to  God,  or  to  the  King  : 
Open  the  gate,  or  I'll  Ihut  thee  out  fhortly. 

Sern^.  Open  the  gates  there  to  the  Lord  Ptotedor.  f , 
W^'ll  barft  them  open,  if  you  come  not  quickly. 

Mnttr 
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Enter  to  the  TroteSlor  at  the  Tov/tr-gatcs,  Winchefter 
and  his  men  in  tanjjny  coats. 

Win,  How  now,   ambitious  Humphry^   what  means 
this?  (4) 

Glou.  Pierd  Prieft,  doft  thou  command  me  be  fhut  out  ? 

Win.  I  do,  thou  mod  ufurping  proditor. 
And  not  protedor,  of  the  King  or  realm. 

GIou.  Stand  back,  thou  manifefl  confpirator ; 
Thou,  that  conrriv'fl  to  murder  our  dead  lord  j 
Thou,  that  giv'ft  whores  indulgences  to  fin  ; 
ril  canvafs  thee  in  thy  broad  Cardinal's  hat,. 
If  thou  proceed  in  this  thy  infolence. 

Win,  Nay,  fland  thou  back,  I  will  not  budge  a  foot: 
This  be  Damafcus,  be  thou  curfed  Cain, 
To  flay  thy  brother  Abel,  if  thou  wilt. 

Giou.  I  will  not  flay  thee,  but  Til  drive  thee  back : 
Thy  fcarlet  robes,  as  a  child's  bearing  cloth, 
ril  ufe  to  carry  thee  out  of  this  place. 

PFin,  Do,  what  thou  dar'ft ;  I  beard  thee  to  thy  face, . 

Glou,  What?  am. I  dar'd,  and  bearded  to  nay  face.1 
Draw,  men,  for  all  this  privileged  place. 
Blue  coats  to  tawny.    Prieft,  beware  thy  beard;  . 
I  mean  to  tug  it,  and  to  cufF  you  foundly. 
Under  my  feet  Til  ftamp  thy  Cardinal's  hat : 
In  fpight  0^  Pope  or  dignities  of  Church, 
Here  by  the  checks  Til  drag  thee  up  and  down. 

Win,  Glojicr^  thou'lt  anfwer  this  before  the  Pope. 

Ghu,  Winch^er  Gooi^l  I  cry,  a  rope,  a  rope. 

{4)  How  nciVy  amBitiQus  tinnpire,  what  means  this  f  This 
Reading  has  obtained  in  all  the  Editions  fmce  the  2d  Fclio» 
The  firft  Folio  has  it,  Umpbeir,  It  is  obfervable  that,  in  both, 
the  Word  is  diftinguiOiM  in  Italicks,  But  why,  Umpire  f  Or  of 
What  ?  Gloucejier  w*s  Protedlor  of  the  Realm  in  the  King's 
Minority,  but  not  an  Umpire  in  any  particular  Matter  that  we 
know  of.  The  Traces  of  the  Letters,  and  the  Word  being 
printed  orijinalJy  in  Italicks,  convince  me,  that  the  Duke's 
ChriAian  Name  Jurk'd  under  this  Corruption;  I  have  there- 
fore ventured  to  reftore  it  in  the  Text :  and  Gloucejier  is  n©t  fo 
Seldom  as  fifty  times  call'd  Hujr-pbry  in  this  axifd  the  fucceeding 
Piay, 

Kov/ 
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Now  beat  them  hence,  why  do  you  let  them  flay  ? 
Thee,  Fll  chafe  hence,  thou  Wolf  in  Sheep's  array. 
Gut,  tawny  coats ;  out,  fcarlet  hypocrite  I 

Here  GloucefterV  men  heat  out  the  Cardinals ;  and  en-^ 
ter  in  the  hurly-burly  the  Mayor  of  London,  and  his 
Officers, 

Mayor,  Fy,  Lords ;  that  yQU,  being  fupreme  magi- 
Urates, 

Thus  contumelioufly  fKould  break  the  peace ! 

Glou,  Peace,  Mayor,  for  thou  know'il  littk  of  mj. 
wrongs : 

Here's  Beauford,  that  regards  not  God  nor  King, 
Hath  here  diftrain'd  the  Tonver  to  his  ufe. 

Win.  Here's  Glocefier  too,  a  foe  to  citizens. 
One  that  ftill  motions  war,  and  never  peace, 
O'er-chargingyour  free  purfes  with  large  fines, 
Thatfeeks  to  overthrow  religion, 
Becaufe  he  is  Protedorof  the  realm; 
And  would  have  armour  here  out  of  the  To^er^ 
To  crown  hi mfelf  King,  and  fupprefs  the  Prince. 

Glou.  I  will  not  anfwer  thee  with  words,  but  blovvsi 

[Here  they  skirmijh  again^ . 

Mayor,  Nought  reds  for  me  in  this  tumultuous  ftrife. 
But  to  make  open  proclamation. 
Come,  officer,  as  loud  as  e'er  thou  canft. 

All  manner  of  men  ajfembhd  here  in  arms^  this  day^ 
againji  God^s  peace  and  the  Kings,  nue  charge  and^ 
command  you  in  his  Highnefss  name,  to  repair  to  your 
fenjeral  duelling  places,  and  not  <vjear,  handle,  or  ufe 
any  fnvord,  weapon,  or  dagger  henceforward,  upon  pain 
9f  Death, 

Glou,  Cardinal,  I'll  be  no  breaker  of  the  law: 
But  we  lhall  meet,  and  tell  our  minds  at  large. 

Win,  Glo'fter,  we'll  meet  to  thy  dear  coft,  be  f^re 
Thy  heart- blood  I  will  have  for  this  day's  work. 

Mayor,  I'll  call  for  clubs,  if  you  will  not  away : 
This  Cardinal  is  more  haughty  than  the  devil. 

Glou,  Mayor,  farewel:  thoudoft  but  what  thou  may 'ft,, 

V/in.  Abominable  G^^#«:,  guard  thy  hea.d> 

Fox 
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For  I  intend  to  have  it,  ere  be  long.  \Excunr. 

Mayor.  See  the  coaft  cleared,  and  then  we  will  depart* 
Good  God  !  that  nobles  (hould  fuch  ftomachs  bear  \ 
I  my  felf  fight  not  once  ia  forty  year.  \Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  Orleans  in  France. 
Enter  the  Mafter-gunner  of  Orleans,  and  his  Boy. 

il/.  Gwz,  Q  T  R  R  A  H,  thou  know'il  how  Orkans  is  bc- 

O  fieg'd. 
And  how  the  Englijh  have  the  fuburbs  won. 

Boy.  Father,  I  know,  and  oft  have  fhot  at  them. 
How  e'er,  unfortunate,  I  mifs'd  my  aim. 

M.  Gun,  But  now  thou  fhalt  not.  Ee  thou  rul'd  by  mc: 
Chief  Mafter-gunner  am  I  of  this  town. 
Something  I  muft  do  to  procure  me  grace. 
The  Prince's  'fpialshave  informed  me. 
The  Englijh^  in  the  fuburbs  clofe  intrench'd, 
Went  thro'  a  fecret  grate  of  iron  bars. 
In  yonder  tow'r,  to  over-peer  the  city ; 
And  thence  difcover  how,  with  moft  advantage, 
They  may  vex  us,  with  fhot  or  with  a/fault. 
To  intercept  this  inconvenience, 
A  piece  of  ord'nance  'gainft  it  I  have  plac'd ; 
And  fully  ev'n  thefe  three  days  have  I  watch'd^ 
If  I  could  fee  them.    Now,  Boy,  do  thou  watch. 

For  I  can  Hay  no  longer,  

If  thou  fpy'ft  any,  run  and  bring  me  word. 

And  thou  fhalt  find  me  at  the  Governor's.  {Ex^t^ 

Boy.  Father,  I  warrant  you ;  take  you  no  care  i . 
I'll  never  trouble  you,  if  I  may  fpy  them^ 

Enter  Salisbury  and  Talbot  on  the  turrets y  wozth  others, 

S41L  Talbot,  my  life,  my  joy,  again  returned  ! 
How  wert  thou  handled,  being  prifoner  ? 
Or  by  what  means  got'ft  thou  to  be  releas'd  ?. 
Difcour^fe,  1  pr'ythee,  on  this  turret's  top, 

Tal.  The  Duke  of  Bedford  had  a  prifoner^ , 
Called  the  brave  Lord  Ponton  de  Santraile. 
Fgr  him  was  I  cxchang'd,  and  ranfomed. 

Bui- 


King  Henry  VL  401 

Bat  with  a  bafer  man  of  arms  by  far. 

Once,  in  contempt,  they  would  have  bartered  mc  : 

Which  I  dvfdaining  fcorn'd,  and  craved  death, 

Rather  than  I  would  be  fo  vile  efteem'd. 

In  fine,  redeemed  I  was,  as  I  defir'd. 

But,  oh !  the  treach'rous  Fajiolfe  wounds  my  heart ; 

Whom  with  my  bare  fills  I  would  execute. 

If  I  now  had  him  brought  into  my  powV. 

Sal.  Yet  teirrt  thou  not,  how  thou  wert  entcrtain'd. 

Tal.  With  fcofFs  and  fcorns,  and  contumelious  taunts. 
In  open  market-place  produc'd  they  me. 
To  be  a  publick  fpedlacle  to  all. 
Here,  faid  they,  is  the  terror  of  the  French  ; 
The  fcare-crow,  that  affrights  our  children  fo. 
Then  broke  I  from  the  officers  that  led  me. 
And  with  my  nails  digg'd  ftones  out  of  the  ground. 
To  hurl  at  the  beholders  of  my  fhame. 
My  grifly  countenance  made  others  fly  5 
None  durll  come  near,  for  fear  of  fudden  death. 
In  iron  walls  they  deem'd  me  not  fecure  : 
So  great  a  fear  ray  name  amongfl  them  fpresd, 
That  they  fuppos'd,  I  could  rend  bars  of  fteel  j 
And  fpurn  in  pieces  polls  of  adamant. 
Wherefore  a  guard  of  chofen  fhot  I  had  j 
They  walk'd  about  me  ev'ry  minute- while  ; 
And  if  I  did  but  flir  out  of  my  bed. 
Ready  they  were  to  fhoot  me  to  the  heart. 

Enter  the  Boy,  ^nth  a  Linfiock, 

SaL  I  grieve  to  hear  what  torments  you  endur'd^ 
But  we  will  be  reveng'd  fufHciently. 
Now  it  is  fupper-time  in  Orleans  : 
Here  thro'  this  grate  I  can  count  every  one. 
And  view  the  Frenchmen  how  they  fortify  : 
Let  us  look  in,  the  fight  will  much  delight  thee. 
Sir  Thomas  Gargran;e,  ancf  Sir  IVilliam  GlanJdaUy 
Let  me  have  your  exprefs  opinions. 
Where  is  befl  place  to  make  our  batt'ry  next  ? 

Gar.  I  think,  at  the  north  gate ;  for  there  ftand  lords* 

Glan.  And  I  here,  at  the  bulwark  of  the  bridge. 

STrf/.  For  aught  I  fee,  this  city  muft  be  famiih'd. 

Or 
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Or  with  light  fkirmifhes  enfeebled. 

\^H€re  they  /hoot,  and  Sali/buiy  falls  donjdfn 

Sal.  O  Lord,  have  mercy  on  us,  wretched  finners. 

Gar.  O  Lord,  have  mercy  on  me,  woful  man. 

TaL  What  chance  is  this,  that  fuddenly  hath  croft  us  ? 
Speak,  SaJiJlury  ;  at  leafl,  if  thou  canft  fpeak  ; 
How  far'll  thou,  mirror  of  all  martial  men  ? 
One  of  thy  eyes  and  thy  cheek's  fide  flruck  off! 
-Accurfed  tow'r,  accurfed  fatal  hand, 
That  hath  contriv'd  this  woful  tragedy  ! 
In  thirteen  battles  Salijbury  overcame: 
Henry  the  Fifth  he  firft  trained  to  the  wars. 
Whilfl  any  trump  did  found,  or  drum  ftruck  up, 
His  fword  did  ne'er  leave  flriking  in  the  field. 
Yet  liv'ft  thou,  Salijhury  P  tho'  thy  fpeech  doth  fail>. 
One  eye  thou  hail  to  look  to  heav'n  for  grace* 
The  fun  with  one  eye  vieweth  all  the  world, 
Heav'n,  be  thou  gracious  to  none  alive, 
If  Sa/ijlury  Vv^ants  mercy  at  thy  hands  I 
Bear  hence  his  body,  I  will  help  to  bury  iu 
Sir  Thomas  Gargrave,  haft  thou  any  life 
Speak  unto  T^lht  \  nay,  look  up  to  Mm, 
O  Balijb'ry^  chear  thy  fpirit  with  this  comfort, 
Thou  (halt  mi  die,  while  ■ 

-  He  beckons  with  his  hand,  and  fiiii!e§  ©n 
As  who  ftiould  fay,  When  I  am  dmd  and gm€% 
Remember  to  a'venge  me  on  the  French. 
Plantagenet,  I  will ;  and,  Nero-lik^y 
Play  on  the  lute,  beholding  the  towns  burn  ; 
Wretched  fhall  France  be  only  in  my  name. 

[Here  an  alarm,  and  it  thunders  and  lightens^ 
What  ftir  is  this  ?  what  tumults  in  the  heav'ns  ? 
Whence  cometh  this  alarum  and  this  noife  ? 

Ent^r  a  MeJJenger. 
Meff,  My  lord,  my  lord,  the  French  have  gathered  head. 
The  Dauphin  with  one  Joan  la  Puce  lie  join'd, 
A  holy  prophetefs  new  rifen  up, 
Is  come  v/ith  a  great  power  to  raife  the  fiege. 

[Here  Salisbury  lifteth  him/elf  up,  and  groans. 
faL  Hear,  hear,  how  dying  iV/j^f^rji  doth  groan  ! 
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It  irks  his  heart,  he  cannot  be  reveng'd. 

Frenchmen^  Til  be  a  Salisbury  to  you. 

Bucdle  or  Pujfely  Dauphin  or  Dog-fjh, 

Your  hearts  I'll  ftamp  out  with  my  Horfe's  heels,  . 

And'  make  a  quagmire  of  your  mingled  brains. 

Convey  brave  Salisbury  mto  his  tent, 

And  then  we'll  try  whatdaftard  Fnn-hmen  dare. 

[Alarum,    Exeunt,  bearing  Salisbury  and 
Sir  Thomas  Gargrave  out» 

Here  an  alarm  again  ;  and  Talbot  furfueth  the  Dauphiny 
and drinjeth  him:  then  enter  Joan  la  Pucelle,  drinjing 
Englilhmen  before  her,  7 hen  enter  Talbot, 

Tal,  Where  is  my  flrength,  my  valour,  and  my  force  ? 
Gur  Engli/I?  troops  retire,  1  cannot  Hay  them  : 
A  woman,  clad  in  armour,  chafeth  them. 

Enter  Pucelle. 

Here,  here,  (he  comes.    Til  have  a  bout  with  thee  j 
Devil,  or  devil's  dam,  I'll  conjure  thee  :  ^ 
Blood  will  I  draw  on  thee,  thou  art  a  witch  s 
And  ftraitway  give  thy  foul  to  hifn  thpu  ferv'ft* 

Pucd.  Come,  come,  'tis  only  I,  that  muft  difgraca 
thee,  l^iy  fight. 

Tal,  Heaveni,  can  you  fuffer  hell  fo  to  prevau  ? 
My  breaft  I'll  burft  with  draining  of  my  courage, 
And  from  my  fhoulders  crack  my  arms  afunder, 
But  I  will  chaftife  this  high-minded  ftrumpet. 

PuceL  Talbot,  farewel,  thy  hour  is  not  yet  come, 
I) mull  go  vidlual  Or/^<?^j  forthwith. 

[J Jhort  alarum,    Then  enter  the  tonjon  ivith foldicru 
Overtake  me  if  thou  canft,  I  fcorn  thy  ftrength. 
Go,  go,  chear  up  thy  hunger-ftarved  men. 
Help  Salisbury  to  make  his  teftament : 
This  day  is  ours,  as  many  more  ihall  be.    \_Exit  Pucelle- 

TaL  My  thoughts  are  whirled  like  a  potter's  wheel. 
I  know  not  where  I  am,  nor  what  I  do  : 
A  witch,  by  fear,  not  force,  like  Hanniba/f 
Drives  back  our  troops,  and  conquers  as  Ihe  lifts. 
So  Bees  with  fmoak,  and  Doves  with  noifom  ftench. 
Are  from  their. hives,  and  houfes,  driv'n  away. 

They 
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They  calPd  us  for  our  fiercenefs  Englijh  dogs. 
Now,  like  their  whelps,  we  crying  run  away. 

[//  Jhort  alarum^ 
Hark,  countrymen !  cither  renew  the  light. 
Or  tear  the  Lions  out  of  E?igla?icfs  Coat; 
Renounce  your  foil,  give  Sheep  in  Lions'  ftead  : 
Sheep  run  not  half  fo  tim'roiis  from  the  Wolf, 
Or  Horfe  or  Oxen  from  the  Leopard, 
As  you  fly  from  your  oft-fubdued  flaves. 

J[J/aru^/:.    Here  another  Zklrmljhw^ 
It  will  not  be  :  retire  into  your  trenches : 
You  all  confented  unto  Salisbury  s  death, 
For  none  would  flrike  a  flroke  in  his  revenge. 
Pucelle  is  entered  into  Orleans, 
In  fpight  of  us,  or  aught  that  we  could  do. 
O,  would  I  were  to  die  with  Salisbury  ! 
The  fhame  hereof  will  make  me  hide  my  head. 

{^Exit  Talbot. 
{^Alariimy  Retreat,  Flourijh^ 

Enter  on  the  Wall,  Pucelle,  Dauphin,  Reignicr, 
Alanfon,  and  Soldiers » 

Tucetn  Advance  our  waving  colours  on  the  walls, 
RefcuM  is  Orleans  from  the  Englijh  Wolves : 
Thus  Joan  la  Pucelle  hath  performed  her  word. 

Dau,  Divincfl  creature,  bright  Afirea\  daughter^ 
How  ihall  I  honour  thee  for  this  fuccefs  ! 
Thy  promifes  are  like  Adonis'  Garden, 
That  one  day  bloom'd,  and  fruitful  were  the  next. 
France,  triumph  in  thy  glorious  prophetefs  \ 
Recovered  is  the  town  of  Orleans  ; 
More  ble/Ted  hap  did  ne'er  befal  our  ftate. 

Reig.  Why  ring  not  out  the  bells  throughout  the  town  > 
Dauphin,  command  the  citizens  make  bonfires, 
And  feaft  and  banquet  in  the  open  llreets ; 
To  celebrate  the  joy,  that  God  hath  giv'n  us. 

Alan.  All  France  will  be  replete  with  mirth  and  joy, 
When  they  fhall  hear  how  we  have  play'd  the  men. 

Dau.  'Tis  Joan,  not  v/e,  by  whom  the  day  is  won  : 
For  which  I  will  divide  my  Crown  with  her; 
Aad  all  the  priefts  and  friars  in  my  realm 

^  ^  ShaU 
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SKall  in  proceffion  fing  her  endlefs  praife. 
A  ftatelier  pyramid  to  her  PIJ  rear, 
Than  Rho dopes  or  Memphis'*  ever  was  ! 
In  memory  of  her,  when  fhe  is  dead. 
Her  afhes  in  an  urn  more  precious 
Than  the  rich  jewerd  coffer  of  Darius y  (5) 
Tranfported  (hall  be  at  high  feftivals. 
Before  the  Kings  and  Queens  of  France. 
No  longer  on  St.  Dennis  will  we  cry, 
But  Joan  la  Pucelle  fhall  be  France's  Saint. 
Come  in,  and  let  us  banquet  royally, 
After  this  golden  day  of  vidory.  [Flourijh, 

,  A    C    T  II. 

SCENE,    before  ORLEANS. 
Enter  a  Serjeant  of  a  Band,  with  two  Centinels. 

Serjeant. 

SIRS,  take  your  places,  and  be  vigilant : 
If  any  noife  or  foldier  you  perceive 
Near  to  the  wall,  by  fome  apparent  fign 
Let  us  have  knowledge  at  the  court  of  guard. 

Cenf,  Serjeant,  you  fhall.    Thus  are  poor  fervitOFfi 
(When  others  fleep  upon  their  quiet  bed) 
Conftrain'd  to  watch  in  darknefs,  rain,  and  cold. 

Enfer  Talbot,  Bedford,  and  Burgundy,  ivith  fcaling 
ladders,    T^heir  drums  heating  a  dead  march. 

T als  Lord  Regent,  and  redoubted  Burgundy^ 
By  whofe  approach  the  regions  of  Artois, 

is)  ^^ff^*"     Darius]   When  Alexander  the  Great 

took  the  City  Ga^iay  the  Metropolis  of  Syriay  amidft  the  other 
Spoils  and  Wealth  of  Darius  treafurM  up  there,  he  found  an 
exceeding  rich  and  beautiful  little  Cheft,  or  Casket.  Having 
furvey'd  the  fingular  Rarity  of  it,  and  askM  thofe  about  him 
what  they  thought  fitteft  to  be  laid  up  in  it ;  when  they  had 
feverally  deliver'd  their  Opinions,  he  told  them.  He  efteemM 
nothing  fo  worthy  to  be  prefwvM  in  it  as  Hmer^9  Iliads,  Vide 
Plutarcbum  in  Vita  Akxand,  Magni.  Wal, 
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Walloon,  and  Ficardy  are  friends  to  us ; 
This  happy  night  the  Frenchmen  are  fecure. 
Having  all  day  carous'd  and  banquetted. 
Embrace  we  then  this  opportunity, 
As  fitting  beft  to  quittance  their  deceit. 
Contrived  by  art  and  baleful  forcery. 

Bed.  Coward  of  France!  how  much  he  wrongs  his  fame, 
Defpairing  of  his  own  arms'  fortitude. 
To  join  with  witches  and  the  help  of  hell  ! 

Bur.  Traitors  have  never  other  company. 
But  what's  that  Fucelle^  whom  thiey  term  fo  pure  ? 

TlciL  a  maid,  they  fay. 

Bed.  A  maid  ?  and  be  fo  martial  ? 

Bur.  Pray  God,  fhe  prove  not  mafculine  ere  long  ? 
If  underneath  the  ftandard  of  the  French 
She  carry  armour,  as  fhe  hath  begun. 

T^al.  Well,  let  them  pradife  and  converfe  with  fpirits ; 
God  is  our  fortrefs,  in  whofe  conqu'ring  name 
Let  us  refolve  to  fcale  their  flinty  bulwarks. 

Bed.  Afcend,  brave  Talbot,  we  will  follow  theCo 

TaL  Not  all  together  :  better  far  I  guefs. 
That  we  do  make  our  entrance  feveral  w^ays  ; 
That  if  it  chance  the  one  of  us  do  fail. 
The  other  yet  may  rife  againft  their  force. 

Bed.  Agreed  ;  I'll  to  yon  corner. 

Bur,  I  to  this. 

TaL  And  here  will  iTfi/^i?/ mount,  or  make  his  grave. 
Now,  Salifjury  !  for  thee,  and  for  the  right 
Of  Englijh  Henry,  fhall  this  night  appear 
How  much  in  duty  I  am  bound  to  both. 

Cejtt,  \jwithin,'\  Arm,  arm  j  the  enemy  doth  make 
afTault. 

[Ue  EngVi^,  fcaling  the  Walls,  cry,  St.  George? 
J  Talbot ! 

The  French  leap  o'er  the  Wttlls  in  their  Jhirts.  Enter, 
federal  nvays,  Bafiard,  Alanfon,  Reignier,  half  readf 
and  half  unready, 

Alan.  How  now,  my  lords  ?  what  all  unready  fo  ? 
Baft,  Unready  ?  I,  and  glad  we  'fcap'd  fo  well. 
Rdg,  Twas  time,  I  trow,  to  wake  and  leave  our  beds; 

Hearing 
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Hearing  alarums  at  our  chamber-doors. 

Jian.  Of  all  exploits,  fmce  firfl:  I  followed  arms, 
TMe'er  heard  I  of  a  warlike  enterprize 
More  venturous,  or  dcfperate  than  this. 

Baji.  1  think,  this  Talbot  is  a  fiend  of  hell. 

Reig^  If  not  of  hell,  the  heav'ns,  fure,  favour  him. 

Jlan,  Here  cometh  Charles^  I  marvel  how  he  fpcd. 
Enter  Charles  and  Joan. 

JBaJI,  Tut !  holy  Joan  was  his  defenfive  guard. 

Char,  Is  this  thy  cunning,  thou  deceitful  dame  ? 
Didll:  thou  at  iirft,  to  flatter  us  withal. 
Make  us  partakers  of  a  little  gain ; 
That  now  our  lofs  might  be  ten  times  as  much  ? 

Pucel.  Wherefore  is  Charles  impatient  with  his  friend  ? 
At  all  times  will  you  have  my  pow'r  alike  ? 
Sleeping,  or  waking,  muft  I  ftill  prevail  ? 
Or  will  you  blame  and  lay  the  fault  on  me  ? 
Improvident  foldiers,  had  your  watch  been  good. 
This  fudden  mifchief  never  could  have  falPn. 

Char,  Duke  of  Alan/on^  this  was  your  default^ 
That,  being  captain  of  the  watch  to  night. 
Did  look  no  better  to  that  weighty  charge. 

Alan,  Had  all  your  quarters  been  as  fafely  kept. 
As  that  whereof  I  had  the  government. 
We  had  not  been  thus  lliamefuliy  furpriz'd. 

BaJL  Mine  was  fecure. 

Reig,  And  fo  was  mine,  my  lord. 

Char.  And  for  my  felf,  moft  part  of  all  this  mglit^ 
Within  her  quarter,  and  mine  own  precindl, 
I  was  employed  in  paffing  to  and  fro. 
About  relieving  of  the  centinels. 
Then  how,  or  which  way,  fhould  they  firft  break  in  > 

Pucel,  Queftion,  my  lords,  no  further  of  the  cafe. 
How,  or  which  way ;  'tis  fure,  they  found  fome  parr 
But  weakly  guarded,  where  the  breach  was  made  : 
And  now  there  refts  no  other  fhift  but  this. 
To  gather  our  foldiers,  fcatter'd  and  difperft. 
And  lay  aew  platforms  CO  endam^e  them.  [^Exeunt. 
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SCENE,  within  the  Walls  of  Orleans. 

Alarum.    Enter  a  Soldier  crying,  a  Talbot  f  a  Talbot  \ 
they  fyy  leading  their  clothes  behind, 
Sol,  T'LL  be  fo  bold  to  take  what  they  have  left: 

X  The  cry  of  Talbot  ferves  me  for  a  fword. 
For  I  have  loaden  me  with  many  fpoils, 
Ufmg  no  other  weapon  but  his  name.  \^E^it, 
Enter  T2i[hot,  Bedford,  Burgundy. 

Bed,  The  day  begins  to  break,  and  night  is  fled, 
Whofe  pitchy  mantle  over-veiPd  the  earth. 
Here  found  retreat,  and  ceafe  our  hot  purfuit.  [Retreat* 

T al.  Bring  forth  the  body  of  old  Salijhury, 
And  here  advance  it  in  the  market  place. 
The  middle  centre  of  this  curfed  town. 
Now  have  I  pay'd  my  vow  unto  his  foul : 
For  evVy  drop  of  blood  was  drawn  from  him. 
There  have  at  leaft  five  Frenchmen  dy'd  to  nights 
And  that  hereafter  ages  may  behold 
What  ruin  happened  in  revenge  of  him. 
Within  their  chiefeft  temple  Til  ered 
A  tomb,  wherein  his  corps  fliall  be  interred : 
Upon  the  which,  that  every  one  may  read. 
Shall  be  engrav'd  the  Sack  of  Orleans ; 
The  treacherous  manner  of  his  mournful  death. 
And  what  a  terror  he  had  been  to  Fmnce, 
But,  lords,  in  all  our  bloody  malTacre, 
I  mufe,  we  met  not  with  the  Dauphin's  Grace, 
His  new-come  champion,  virtuous  Joan  of  Arc^ 
Nor  any  of  his  falfe  confederates. 

Bed,  'Tis  thought,  lord  T albot,  when  the  fight  began, 
Rous'd  on  the  fudden  from  their  drowfy  beds. 
They  did  amongft  the  troops  of  armed  men 
Leap  o'er  the  walls,  for  refuge  in  the  field. 

Bur.  My  felf,  as  far  as  I  could  well  difcern 
For  fmoak  and  dufky  vapours  of  the  night. 
Am  fure,  I  fcar'd  the  Dauphin  and  his  trull : 
When,  arm  in  arm,  they  both  came  fwifdy  running, 
like  to  z  pair  of  loving  Turtle  Doves, 

That 
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That  could  not  live  afunder  day  or  night. 

After  that  things  are  fet  in  order  here, 

Well  follow  them  with  all  the  pow'r  we  have. 

Enter  a  Meff'e?iger, 

Mejf,  All  hail,  my  lords ;  which  of  this  princely  train 
Call  ye  the  warlike  Talbot,  for  his  a6ls 
So  much  applauded  through  the  realm  of  France  ? 

Talbot.  Here  is  the  T albot,  who  would  fpeak  with  him? 

MeJf.  The  virtuous  lady,  Countefs  of  Awvergne^ 
With  modefty,  admiring  thy  renown. 
By  me  intreats,  great  lord,  thou  would'ft  vouchfafe 
To  vifit  her  poor  Caftle  where  fhe  lies  \ 
That  (he  may  boaft  (he  hath  beheld  the  man, 
Whofe  glory  fills  the  world  with  loud  report. 

Bur.  Is  it  ev'n  fo  ?  nay,  then,  I  fee,  our  wars 
Will  burn  into  a  peaceful  comick  fport; 
When  ladies  crave  to  be  encountered  with. 
You  can't,  my  lord,  defpife  her  gentle  fuit. 

Tal.  Ne'er  truft  me  then ;  for  when  a  world  of  mea 
Could  not  prevail  with  all  their  oratory. 
Yet  hath  a  woman's  kindnefs  over-rul'd  : 
And  therefore  tell  her,  I  return  great  thanks ; 
And  in  fubm-iffion  will  attend  on  her. 
Will  not  your  honours  bear  me  company  ? 

Bed.  No,  truly,  that  is  more  than  manners  will : 
And  I  have  heard  it  faid,  unbidden  guefts 
Are  often  welcomefl  when  they  are  gone. 

T al.  Well  then,  alone,  fmce  there's  no  remedy, 
I  mean  to  prove  this  lady's  courtefy. 
Come  hither,  captain ;  you  perceive  my  mind.  [Whifpers. 
Capt.  1  do,  my  lord,  and  mean  accordingly.  \_Exeunt, 

SCENE,  the  Countefs  ^  Auvergne'j  Cajile. 
Enter  the  Countefs,  and  her  Porter. 
"Cmnt.  TJOner,  remember  what  I  gave  in  charge; 

X    -^^^j  when  you've  done  io,  bring  the  keys 
to  me. 

Port.  Madam,  I  will.  [Exit. 
Count.  The  plot  is  laid  :  if  all  things  fall  out  rieht, 
V^L.  IV.  S       ^  Ifhall 
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I  fhall  as  famous  be  by  this  exploit, 

As  Scythian  Tofnyris  by  Cyrus'  death. 

Great  is  the  rumour  of  this  dreadful  Knight, 

And  his  atchievements  of  no  lefs  account : 

Fain  would  mine  eyes  be  witnefs  with  mine  ears. 

To  give  their  cenfure  of  thefe  rare  reports. 

Enter  Mejfenger,  and  Talbot. 

Mejf,  Madam,  according  as  your  ladylhip 
By  meffage  crav'd,  fo  is  lord  Talhct  come. 

Count.  And  he  is  welcome ;  what !  is  this  the  man  ? 

Mejf.  Madam,  it  is. 

Count,  Is  this  the  fcourge  of  France  F 
Is  this  the  Ta/6ot  fo  much  fear'd  abroad. 
That  with  his  name  the  mothers  flill  their  babes  ? 
I  fee,  report  is  fabulous  and  falfe. 
I  thought,  1  Ihould  have  feen  (ome  Hercu/es ; 
A  fecond  HeSlory  for  his  grim  afpedl. 
And  large  proportion  of  his  ftrong-knit  limbs. 
Alas !  this  is  a  child,  a  filly  dwarf : 
It  cannot  be,  this  weak  and  writhled  Shrimp 
Should  llrike  fuch  terror  in  his  enemies. 

^al.  Madam,  I  have  been  bold  to  trouble  you  : 
But  fiaice  your  ladylhip  is  not  at  leifure, 
I'll  fort  fome  other  time  to  vifit  you.  [goeSa' 
.Count,  What  means  he  now  ?  Go  ask  him,  whither  he 

Mcf,  Stay,  my  lord  Talbot ;  for  my  lady  craves 
To  know  the  caufe  of  your  abrupt  departure. 

TaL  Marry,  for  that  Ihe's  in  a  wrong  belief, 
I  go  to  certifie  her,  falbofs  here. 

Enter  Porter  ^ith  keys. 

Count,  If  thou  be  he,  then  art  thou  prifoner. 

Tal.  Prisoner?  to  whom  ? 

Count,  To  me,  blood-thirfty  lord  : 
And  for  that  caufe  I  train'd  thee  to  my  houfe. 
Long  time  thy  fliadow  hath  been  thrall  to  me. 
For  in  my  gallery  thy  pidure  hangs  : 
But  now  the  fubflance  fliall  endure  the  like. 
And  I  will  chain  thefe  legs  and  arms  of  thine, 
That  haft  by  tyranny  thefe  many  years 
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Wafted  our  country,  flain  our  citizens. 
And  Tent  our  fons  and  husbands  captivate. 

Tal.  Ha,  ha,  ha.  [to  moan. 

Count,  Laugheft  thou,  wretch  ?  thy  mirth  (hall  turn 

Tal.  I  laugh  to  fee  your  ladylhip  fo  fond, 
To  think,  that  you  have  aught  but  Talbot\  fliadow 
Whereon  to  pradife  your  feverity. 

Count,  Why  ?  art  not  thou  the  man  ? 

*Tal,  I  am,  indeed. 

Count,  Then  have  I  fubftance  too. 

TaL  No,  no,  I  am  but  fhadow  of  my  felf ; 
You  are  deceived,  my  fubflanee  is  not  here  ; 
For  what  you  fee,  is  but  the  fmallefl  part 
And  leaft  proportion  of  humanity  : 
I  tell  you.  Madam,  were  the  whole  frame  here. 
It  is  of  fuch  a  fpacious  lofty  pitch. 
Your  roof  were  not  fufficient  to  contain  it. 

Count,  This  is  a  riddling  merchant  for  the  nonce  ; 
He  will  be  here,  and  yet  he  is  not  here  : 
How  can  thefe  contrarieties  agree  ? 

Tal,  That  will  I  fhcw  you  prefently. 

Winds  his  horn ;  drums  ftrike  up ;  a  peal  of  Ordnance, 
Enter  Soldiers, 

How  fay  you,  Madam  ?  are  you  now  perfuaded, 
Thsit  Taibot  is  but  lliadow  of  himfelf  ? 
Thefe  are  his  fubflanee,  finews,  arms  and  ftrength. 
With  which  he  yoaketh  your  rebellious  necks ; 
Razeth  your  cities,  and  fubverts  your  towns; 
And  in  a  moment  makes  them  defolate. 

Count,  Vidorious  T Mot,  pardon  my  abufe  ; 
I  find,  -thou  art  no  lefs  than  fame  hath  bruited. 
And  more  than  may  be  gather'd  by  thy  lhape. 
Let  my  prefumption  not  provoke  thy  wrath  i 
For,  I  am  forry,  that  with  reverence 
I  did  not  entertain  thee  as  thou  art, 

Tal.  Be  not  difmay'd,  fair  lady;  nor  mifconftrue 
The  mind  of  lalhot,  as  you  did  millake 
The  outward  compofition  of  his  body. 
What  you  have  done,  hath  not  oiFendci  me  : 
Nor  other  fatisfadion  do  I  crave, 

S  2  But 


412  Th  e  Firfi  Par  t  of 

But  only  with  your  patience  that  we  may 

Tafle  of  your  wine,  and  fee  what  cates  you  have  ; 

For  foldiers'  flomachs  always  ferve  them  well. 

Count,  With  all  my  heart,  and  think  me  honoured 
To  feaft  fo  great  a  warrior  in  my  houfe.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  London,  in  the  Temple  garden. 

Enter  Richard  Plantagenet,  Warwick,  Somerfet, 

Suffolk,  and  others. 

Flant.  f^^Q2X  lords  and  gentlemen,  what  means  this 

Vjr  file  nee  ? 

Dare  no  man  anfwer  in  a  cafe  of  truth  ? 

Suf.  Within  the  Temple-hall  we  were  too  loud. 
The  garden  here  is  more  convenient. 

Plan.  Then  fay  at  once,  if  I  maintained  the  truth  : 
Or  elfe  was  v/rangling  So7nerfet  in  th'  error  ? 

Suf.  Faith,  I  have  been  a  truant  in  the  law; 
I  never  yet  could  frame  my  will  to  it, 
And  therefore  frame  the  law  unto  my  will. 

Scm.  Judge  you,  my  lord  of /F^7r^7Vi,  then  between  us. 

War.  Between  two  hawks,  which  flies  the  higher  pitch. 
Between  two  dogs,  which  hath  the  deeper  mouth. 
Between  two  blades,  which  bears  the  better  temper. 
Between  two  hoifes,  which  doth  bear  him  beft, 
Between  two  girls,  which  hath  the  merrieft  eye  ; 
I  have,  perhaps,  fome  (hallow  fpirit  of  judgment: 
But  in  thefe  nice  fharp  quillets  of  the  law. 
Good  faith,  I  am  no  wifer  than  a  daw. 

Plan.  Tut,  tut,  here  is  a  mannerly  forbearance. 
The  truth  appears  fo  naked  on  my  fide, 
That  any  pur-blind  eye  may  find  it  out. 

Scm.  And  on  my  fide  it  is  fo  well  apparell'd. 
So  clear,  fo  ihining,  and  fo  evident. 
That  it  will  glimmer  through  a  blind  man's  eye. 

Plan.  Since  you  are  tongue- ty'd,  and  fo  loth  to  fpeak. 
In  dumb  fignificants  proclaim  your  thoughts : 
Let  him,  that  is  a  true-born  gentleman. 
And  (lands  upon  the  honour  of  his  birth. 
If  he  fuppofe  that  I  have  pleaded  truth. 
From  off  this  briar  pluck  a  white  rofc  with  mc. 
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^om.  Let  him  that  is  no  coward,  and  no  flatterer. 
But  dare  maintain  the  party  of  the  truth, 
Pluck  a  red  rofe  from  off  this  thorn  with  me. 

War.  I  love  no  colours ;  and  without  all  colour 
Of  bafe  infmuating  flattery, 
I  pluck  this  white  rofe  with  Plantagenet, 

Suf.  I  pluck  this  red  rofe  with  young  Somerfety 
And  fay  withal,  I  think,  he  held  the  right. 

Ver.  Stay,  lords  and  gentlemen,  and  pluck  no  more, 
*Till  you  conclude,  that  he,  upon  whofe  fide 
The  feweft  rofes  are  crop'd  from  the  tree, 
Shall  yield  the  other  in  the  right  opinion. 

Som.  Good  m after  Vernon,  it  is  well  objeded  ; 
If  I  have  feweft,  I  fubfcribe  in  filence. 

?lan.  And  I. 

Ver.  Then  for  the  truth  and  plainnefs  of  the  cafe, 
I  pluck  this  pale  and  maiden  bloflbm  here, 
Giving  my  verdidl  on  the  white  rofe  fide. 

Som.  Prick  not  your  finger  as  you  pluck  it  ofF^ 
Left,  bleeding,  you  do  paint  the  white  rofe  red ; 
And  fall  on  my  fide  fo  againft  your  will. 

Ver,  If  I,  my  lord,  for  my  opinion  bleed. 
Opinion  ftiall  be  furgeon  to  my  hurt ;  #- 
And  keep  me  on  the  fide,  where  ftill  I  am. 

Som,  Well,  well,  come  on ;  who  elfe  ? 

LaiAjyer,  Unlefs  my  ftudy  and  my  books  be  falfe. 
The  argument,  you  held,  was  wrong  in  you  ; 

[Ti?  Somerfet, 

In  fign  whereof  I  pluck  a  white  rofe  too. 

Plan.  Now,  Somerfet,  where  is  your  argument  ? 

Som.  Here  in  my  fcabbard,  meditating  that 
Shall  dye  your  white  rofe  to  a  bloody  red. 

Plan,  Mean  time,  your  cheeks  do  counterfeit  our 
Rofes  ; 

For  pale  they  look  with  fear,  as  witnelTmg 
The  truth  on  our  fide. 

Som,  No,  Plantagenet i 
'Tis  not  for  fear,  but  anger,  that  thy  cheeks 
Blufti  for  pure  ihame  to  counterfeit  our  Rofes ; 
And  yet  thy  tongue  will  not  confefs  thy  error. 

Plan.  Hath  not  thy  Rofe  a  canker,^  Somer/et  ? 

S  3  Som^ 
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Som,  Hath  not  thy  Rofe  a  thorn,  Plant agenet  P 

Plan.  Ay,  fharp  and  piercing  to  maintain  his  truth  ; 
Whiles  thy  confuming  canker  cats  his  falfhood. 

Som,  Well,  ril  find  friends  to  wear  my  bleeding  Rofes, 
That  fhall  maintain  what  I  have  faid  is  true. 
Where  falfe  Plant  agenet  dare  not  be  feen. 

Plan,  Now  by  this  maiden  blofTom  in  my  hand, 
I  fcorn  thee  and  thy  Fadlion,  peevifh  boy.  (6) 

Suf.  Turn  not  thy  fcorns  this  way,  Plantagenet. 

Plan.  Proud  Pool^  I  will ;  and  fcorn  both  him  and  thee.' 

^if.  Ill  turn  my  part  thereof  into  thy  throat. 

^om.  A^zy^  away,  good  William  de  la  Pool ! 
We  grace  the  Yeoman  by  converfmg  with  him. 

War.  Now,  by  God's  will,  thou  wrong'fthim,  Somerfet. 
His  grandfather  was  Lyonel  Duke  of  Clarence^ 
Third  fon  to  the  third  Ed<voard  King  of  England; 
Spring  creftlefs  Yeomen  from  fo  deep  a  root  \ 

Plan.  He  bears  him  on  the  place's  privilege. 
Or  durll  not  for  his  craven  hca^rt  fay  thus. 

Som.  By  him  that  made  me,  I'll  maintain  my  words 
On  any  plot  of  ground  in  Chriftendcm. 
Was  not  thy  father,  Richard,  Earl  of  Cambridge^ 
For  treafon  headed  in  our  late  Kkig^s  days? 
And  by  his  treafon  ftand'fl  not  thou  attainted. 
Corrupted  and  exempt  from  ancient  gentry  ? 
His  trefpafs  yet  lives  guilty  in  thy  blood  ; 
And,  till  thou  be  rellor'd,  thou  art  a  yeoman. 

Plan,  My  father  was  attached,  not  attainted  j 
Condemn'd  to  die  for  treafon,  but  no  traitor ; 

(6)  / fcorn  thee  and  thy  paffion,  pee^vijh  boy.']  The  old  Copies 
read,  Fajhien:  which  the  Epithet I  prefume,  induced 
Mr.  Pope  to  change  into  Faffion.  But  i  dare  fay,  1  have  reftor'd 
the  tiue  Word,  FaBion :  i.e.  1  fcorn  thee,  and  thofe  that  uphold 
thee.    Somerfet  had  faid  but  juft  before, 

JVellj  Til  find  Friends  to  mjear  my  bleeding  B.ofeit 
And  Plantagenet  fays  a  little  after  ; 

 fl,ii  pale  and  angry  Rofe 

l^ill  I pr  enjer  and  m-,  Fa €1  ion  ivear  ; 
Befides,  if  FaBion  were  not  the  true  Reading,  why  (hould 
Suffolk  immediately  reply, 

"Xurn  not  thy  Smns  this  way,  Plantagenet. 

And 
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And  that  Til  prove  on  better  men  than  Somerfet^ 
Were  growing  time  once  ripen'd  to  my  will. 
For  your  partaker  Pooly  and  you  your  felf, 
I'll  note  you  in  my  book  of  memory. 
To  fcourgeyou  for  this  reprehenfion  ;  (7) 
Look  to  it  well,  and  fay,  you  are  well  warn'd. 

Sc?n.  Ah,  thou  fhalt  find  us  ready  far  thee  flill. 
And  know  us  by  thefe  colours  for  thy  foes : 
For  thefe  my  friends,  in  fpight  of  thee,  (hall  wear.. 

Plan,  And  by  my  foul,  this  pale  and  angry  rofe. 
As  cogni:^nce  of  my  blood-drinking  hate. 
Will  1  for  ever  and  my  fadlion  wear ; 
Until  it  wither  with  me  to  my  grave, 
Or  flourilh  to  the  height  of  my  degree. 

Suf,  Go  forward,  and  be  choak'd  with  thy  ambition  :. 
And  fo  farewel,  until  I  meet  thee  next.  [Exit. 

Som.  Have  with  thee.   Pool:  farewel,  ambitious^ 
Richard.  {Exit. 

Plan,  How  I  am  brav'd,  and  muft  perforce  endure  it  I' 

War.  This  blot,  that  they  obje£l  againft  your  houfc^ 
Shall  be  wip'd  out  in  the  next  Parliament, 
Caird  for  the  truce  of  Winchefier  and  Gloucejler : 
And  if  thou  be  not  then  created  Tor^, 
I  wall  not  live  to  be  accounted  JVarivicL 
Mean  time,  in  iignal  of  my  love  to  thee» 
Againft  proud  Somer/et  and  William  Pcol^ 
Will  I  upon  thy  party  wear  this  rofe. 
And  here  Iprophefie ;  this  brawl  to  day. 
Grown  to  this  fadion,  in  the  Temple- garden. 
Shall  fend,  between  the  red  rofe  and  the  white,. 
A  thoufand  fouls  to  death  and  deadly  night. 

Plan,  Good  m2i^QX  Vernon,  I  am  bound  to  yOU| 
That  you  on  my  behalf  would  pluck  a  flow'r. 

Fer,  In  your  behalf  ftill  will  I  wear  the  fame, 

Laivyer.  And  fo  will  I. 

(7)  To  feaurge  you  for  ^i>/V  Apprebenfion,]  Tho'  tbisWord 
poflefles  all  the  Copies,  I  am  perfuaded,  it  did  not  come  from 
the  Author.    I  have  ventured  to  read,  Reprehenfion :  ^ndPianfa* 
genet  means,  thsitSomerfet  hsid  reprehended  or  reproached  him  with 
I  his  Father^  the  Earl  of  Cambridge's,  Treafon. 

I  S  4.  Plan. 
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Plan.  Thanks,  gentle  Sir. 
Come,  let  us  four  to  dinner;  I  dare  fay, 
This  quarrel  will  drink  blood  another  day.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,  a  Prlfon. 

Enter  Mortimer,  brought  in  a  chair,  and jailors, 

Mor.  T^I  N  D  keepers  of  my  weak  decaying  age,  (8) 

Let  dying  Mortimer  here  refl  himfelf. 
Ev'n  like  a  man  new  haled  from  the  rack. 
So  fare  my  limbs  with  long  imprifonment : 
And  thefe  grey  locks,  the  purfuivants  of  death, 
NeJior-Yi^iQ  aged  in  an  age  of  care, 
iVrgue  the  end  of  Edmund  Mortimer, 
Thefe  eyes,  like  lamps  whofe  wafting  oil  is  fpent, 
Wax  dim,  as  drawing  to  their  exigent. 
Weak  fhoulders  over- born  with  burthening  grief,. 
And  pithlefs  arms,  like  to  a  withered  vine 
That  droops  his  faplefs  branches  to  the  ground  : 
Yet  are  thefe  feet,  whofe  ftrengthlefs  ftay  is  numb, 
(Unable  to  fupport  this  lump  o,f  clay) 
Swift-winged  with  defire  to  get  a  grave ; 
As  v/icting,  I  no  other  comfort  have. 
Eut  tell  me,  keeper,  will  my  nephew  come  ? 

Keep,  Richard  Plant agenet,  my  lord,  will  COme  j 
We  fent  unto  the  Temple,  to  his  chamber  5 
And  anfwer  was  returned,  that  he  will  come, 

Mor,  Enough  ;  my  foul  then  fhall  be  fatisfy'd* 
Poor  gentleman,  his  wron.g  doth  equal  mine. 
Since  Henry  Monmouth  firft  began  to  reign, 
(Before  whofe  glory  I  was  great  in  arms,) 
This  loathfom  lequeftration  have  I  had  ; 
And,  ev'n  fmce  then^,  hath  Richard  been  obfcur'd. 
Deprived  of  honour  and  inheritance. 
But  now  the  arbitrator  of  defpairs, 

(8)  This  Edmund  Mortimer,  when  K.  Richard  11.  fet  out 
upon  his  fatal  IriJ^  Expedition,  was  declared  by  that  Prince 
Heir  Apparent  to  the  Crown  :  for  which  Reafon  K.  Henry  IV. 
and  V.  took  care  to  keep  him  in  Prifon  during  their  whole 
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Juft  death,  kind  umpire  of  men's  miferies. 
With  fweet  enlargement  doth  difmifs  me  hence. 
I  would,  his  troubles  likewife  were  expired. 
That  fo  he  might  recover  what  was  loll ! 

Enter  Richard  Plantagenet. 

Keep,  My  lord,  your  loving  nephew  now  is  come^ 

Mor.  Richard  Plantagenet,  my  friend,  is  he  come  ? 

Plan,  I,  noble  uncle,  thus  ignobly  us'd, 
Your  nephew,  late-defpifcd  i^/V^i^r^,  comes. 

Mor,  Dired  mine  arms,  I  may  embrace  his  neck. 
And  in  his  bofom  fpend  my  lateft  gafp. 
Oh,  tell  me,  when  my  lips  do  touch  his  cheeks ; 
That  I  may  kindly  give  one  fainting  kifs. 
And  now  declare,  fweet  flem  from  Tork's  great  ftock. 
Why  didft  thou  fay,  of  late  thou  wert  deipis'd  ? 
,    Plan.  Firft,  lean  thine  aged  back  againft  mine  arm. 
And  in  that  eafe  Til  tell  thee  my  Difeafe. 
This  day,  in  argument  upon  a  cafe, 
Some  words  there  grew  'twixt  So7nerfet  and  me : 
Amongfl:  which  terms  he  us'd  his  lavifh  tongue. 
And  did  upbraid  me  with  my  father's  death ; 
Which  obloquy  fet  bars  before  my  tongue, 
Elfe  with  the  like  I  had  requited  him. 
Therefore,  good  uncle,  for  my  father's  fake. 
In  honour  of  a  true  Plantagenet, 
And  for  alliance'  fake,  declare  the  caufe 
My  father  Earl  of  Cambridge  loft  his  head. 

Mor.  This  caufe,  fair  nephew,  that  imprlfonM  me  ; 
And  hath  detain'd  me  all  my  flow'ring  youth 
Within  a  loathfome  dungeon  there  to  pine. 
Was  curfed  inftrument  of  his  deceafe. 

Plan.  Difcover  more  at  large  what  caufe  that  was. 
For  I  am  ignorant  and  cannot  guefs. 

Mor,  I  will,  if  that  my  fading  breath  permit ; 
And  death  approach  not,  ere  my  tale  be  done. 
Henry  the  Fourth,  grandfather  to  this  King, 
Depos'd  his  coufin  Richard,  Edivard's  fon  ; 
The  firft-begotten,  and  the  lawful  heir 
Of  Ed-ward  King,  the  third  of  that  defcent. 
During  whofe  reign  the  Percies  of  the  north, 

S  5  Finding 
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Finding  his  ufurpation  moft  unjuft. 

Endeavoured  my  advancement  to  the  throne. 

The  reafon  mov'd  thefe  warlike  lords  to  this 

Was,  for  that  young  King  i??V^«r^  thus  remov'd. 

Leaving  no  heir  begotten  of  his  body, 

I  was  the  next  by  birth  and  parentage  : 

For  by  my  mother  I  derived  am 

From  Lyonel  Duke  of  Clarence,  the  third  fon 

To  the  Third  Edwoard;  whereas  Belinghroke 

From  John  of  Gaunt  doth  bring  his  pedigree. 

Being  but  the  Fourth  of  that  heroick  Line. 

But  mark ;  as  in  this  haughty  great  attempt 

They  laboured  to  plant  the  rightful  heir ; 

I  loft  my  liberty,  and  they  their  lives. 

Long  after  this,  when  Henry  the  Fifth 

After  his  father  Bolingbroke  did  reign. 

Thy  father.  Earl  of  Cambridge,  (then  derived 

From  famous  Edmund  Langley,  Duke  of  Tork, 

Marrying  my  fifter,  that  thy  mother  was ; ) 

Again  in  pity  of  my  hard  diftrefs 

Levied  an  army,  weening  to  redeem 

And  re-inllal  me  in  the  Diadem  : 

But  as  the  reft,  fo  fell  that  noble  Earl, 

And  was  beheaded.    Thus  the  Mcrth?tersy 

In  whom  the  title  refted,  were  fuppreft. 

Plan.  Of  which,  my  lord,  your  Honour  is  the  laft„ 
Mor.  True;  and  thou  feeft,  that  I  no  ifTuc  have; 

And  that  my  fainting  words  do  warrant  death  : 

Thou  art  my  heir ;  the  reft  I  wifh  thee  gather  : 

But  yet  be  wary  in  thy  ftudious  care. 

Plan.  Thy  grave  admonifhments  prevail  with  me  s 

But  yet,  raethinks,  my  father's  execution 

Was  nothing  lefs  than  bloody  tyranny. 

Mor,  With  iilence,  nephew,  be  thou  politick  : 

Strong-fixed  is  the  Houfe  of  Lancajier, 

And,  like  a  mountain,  not  to  be  remov'd. 

But  now  thy  uncle  is  removing  hence  ; 

As  Princes  do  their  Courts,  when  they  arc  cloy'd 

With  long  continuance  in  a  fettled  place. 

Plan.  O  uncle,  would  fome  part  of  my  young  years 

Might  but  redeenv  the  paffage  of  your  5ge  1 
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A/<7f .  Thou  doll  then  wrong  me,  as  that  flaughtVcr 
Which  giveth  many  wounds  when  one  will  kill,  [doth. 
Mourn  not,  except  thou  forrovv  for  my  good ; 
Only  give  order  for  my  funeral. 
And  fo  farewel  ;  and  fair  befal  .thy  hopes,  (9) 
And  profpVous  be  thy  life,  in  peace  and  war!  \_DieS9. 

Plan.  And  peace,  no  war,  befal  thy  parting  foul  I. 
In  prifon  haft  thou  fpent  a  pilgrimage, 
And,  lik6  a  hermit,  over-paft  thy  days. 
Well ;  I  will  lock  his  counfel  in  my  breaft ;. 
And  what  I  do  imagine,  let  that  reft. 
Keepers,  convey  him  hence  ;  and  I  my  felf 
Will  fee  his  burial  better  than  his  life. 
Here  dies  the  dulky  torch  of  Mortimer, 
Choak'd  with  ambition  of  the  meaner  fort. 
And  for  thofe  wrongs,  thofe  bitter  injuries,. 
Which  Somerfet  hath  offer'd  to  my  Houfe, 
I  doubt  not  but  with  honour  to  redrefs. 
And  therefore  hafte  I  to  the  Parliament  5, 
Either  to  be  reftored  to  my  blood. 
Or  make  my  111  th'  advantage  of  my  Good.  (10)  [^Exito 

(9)  and  fair  be  all  thy  Hop€s,'}  Mortimer  knew 

Plantagenet'' s  Hopes  were  fair,  but  that  the  Eftablifhment  of  the 
Lancajirian  Line  difappointed  them:  fure,  he  would  v/ilh,  that 
his  Nephew's  fair  Hopes  might  have  a  fair  Iflue ;  and  this  ('he 
Reftitution  of  a  fingle  Letter,  which  might  eafily  have  dropt  out 
at  Prefs,  will  give  us  ;  as,  I  am  perfuaded,  the  Poet  wrote  ; 

 and  fair  befal  thy  Hcpes  ! 

(10)  Or  make  wy  Will  tb*  Advantage  of  my  Good.']  So  all  tha^- 
printed  Copies:  but  with  very  little  regard  to  the  Poet's  Mean- 
ing. What  was  Plantagenet^s  IVill^  bul  to  be  rcftor'd  to  his. 
Blood  ?  The  Conjundion  disjunctive  therefore  here  is  abfurd 
and  ungrammatical.  Befides^  I  dare  fay,  a  CfK/r«a/?  was  dcfign'd 
in  the  Terms,  which  is  loft  by  the  Corruption  of  tke  Text,  I; 
rcftore,  only  throwing  out  a  fmgle  Letter, 

Or  make  my  III  tb^  Advantage  of  my  Good» 
Thus  we  recover  the  Antitbefs  of  the  ExpreiTioh  5  a»nd  the  dis-- 
jundlive  becomes  proper  and  neceffary  to  the  Meaning.  Either 
*  *  I  will  procure  the  Honours  of  my  Blood  to  be  reftor'd  5  or  my 

Misfortune,  my  Hardfhip  in  being  refufed  this,  flhaD  at  leal^. 

g^in.  me  Friends,,  and.  turn  to  my  Advant^g;?/' 

A  C  TC 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE,  the  PARLIAME NT. 

Flour'ijh.    Enter  King  Henry,  Exeter,  Gloucefter, 
.    Winchefter,  Warwick,  Somerfet,  SufFolk,  and 
Richard  Plantagenet ;  Gloucefter  offers  to  put  up  a 
Bill:  Winchefter  fnatches  it,  and  tears  it. 

Winchester. 

CO  M '  S  T  thou  with  deep  premeditated  h'nes. 
With  written  pamphlets  ftudioufly  devis'd  ?  * 
Humphry  of  GloJieVy  if  thou  can'ft  accufe. 
Or  aught  intend'ft  to  lay  unto  my  charge^ 
Do  it  without  invention  fuddenly  ; 
As  I  with  fudden  and  extemporal  fpeech 
Purpofe  to  anfwer  what  thou  canfl  objed:.     [patience  ? 

Glou.  Prefumptuous  Prieft,  this  place  commands  my 
Or  thou  fliould'ft  find,  thou  hafl  difhonour'd  me, 
Think  not,  altho' in  writing  J  prefer'd 
The  manner  of  thy  vile  outragious  crimes. 
That  therefore  I  have  forg'd,  or  am  not  able 
Verbatim  to  rehearfe  the  method  of  my  pen. 
No,  Prelate,  fuch  is  thy  audacious  wickednefs^ 
Thy  leud,  peftif  Vous,  and  diffentious  pranks3. 
Tiie  very  infants  prattle  of  thy  pride. 
Thou  art  a  moft  pernicious  ufurer, 
Froward  by  nature,  enemy  to  peace, 
Lafcivious,  wanton,  more  than  well  befeems 
A  man  of  thy  profefTion  and  degree. 
And  for  thy  treachVy,  what's  more  manifeft  ? 
In  that  thou  laid'll  a  trap  to  take  my  life. 
As  well  at  London-bridgPy  as  at  the  Tciver. 
Befide,  I  fear  me,  if  thy  thoughts  were  fifted. 
The  King  thy  Sovereign  is  not  quite  exempt 
From  envious  malice  of  thy  fwelling  heart. 

f^^in.  Glojier^  I  do  defie  thee.    Lords,  vouchfafe 
To  give  me  hearing  what  I  fliall  reply. 

If 
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If  I  were  covetous,  pervcrfe,  ambitious. 
As  he  will  have  me  ;  how  am  I  fo  poor  ? 
How  haps  it  then,  I  feek  not  to  advance 
Or  raife  my  felf  ?  but  keep  my  wonted  Callings 
And  for  diflention,  who  preferreth  peace 
More  than  I  do  ?  except  I  be  provoked. 
No,  my  good  lords,  it  is  not  That  offends ; 
It  is  not  That,  which  hath  incens'd  the  Duke: 
It  is,  becaufe  no  one  fhould  fway  but  he  j 
No  one,  but  he,  fhould  be  about  the  King; 
And  T'hat  engenders  thunder  in  his  bread,. 
And  makes  him  roar  thefe  accufations  forth* 
But  he  fhall  know,  I  am  as  good-  

Glou.  As  good  ? 
Thou  baftard  of  my  grandfather ! 

JVin,  Ay,  lordly  Sir ;  for  what  are  you,  I  pray^ 
But  one  imperious  in  another's  throne  ? 

Glou.  Am  not  I  then  Protedor,  fawcy  prieft  ? 

Win,  And  am  not  I  a  prelate  of  the  Church  ^ 

Glou.  Yes,  as  an  out-law  in  a  caflle  keeps. 
And  ufes  it  to  patronage  his  theft. 

Win.  UnrevVend  Glo'' fieri 

Glou,  Thou  art  reverend 
Touching  thy  fpiritual  function,  not  thy  life. 

Win.  This  Rome  fhall  remedy. 

War.  Roam  thither  then. 

Som.  My  lord,  it  were  your  duty  to  forbear; 

War.  Ay,  fee,  the  Bifhop  be  not  over-born : 

Som.  Methinks,  my  lord  fhould  be  religious ; 
And  know  the  office  that  belongs  to  fuch. 

War.  Methinks,  his  lordfhip  fhould  be  humbler  then 
It  fitteth  not  a  prelate  fo  to  plead. 

4?^?^.  Yes,  when  his  holy  flate  is  touch'd  fo  near. 

War.  State,  holy  or  unhallow'd,  what  of  that  ? 
Is  not  his  Grace  ProteAor  to  the  King  ? 

Rich.  Plantagenet^  I  fee,  mufl  hold  his  tongue ; 
Left  it  be  faid,  *  Speak,  firrah,  when  you  fhould  ; 
*  Muft  your  bold  verdid  enter  talk  with  lords  ? 
Elfe  would  I  have  a  fling  at  Winchefier. 

K.  Henry.  Uncles  of  Glofier,  and  of  Winchefier, 
The  fpecial  watchmen  of  our  tngUJh  weal  \ 
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I  would  prevail,  if  prayers  miglit  prevail. 

To  join  your  hearts  in  love  and  amity. 

Oh,  what  a  fcandal  is  it  to  our  Crown, 

That  two  fuch  noble  peers,  as  ye,  fhould  jar  t 

Believe  me,  lords,  my  tender  years  can  telU 

Civil  dilTention  is  a  vip'rous  worm. 

That  gnaws  the  bowels  of  the  Common- wealth, 

[^A  noife  within ;  Down  with  the  tawny  coats« 

K.  Henry,  What  tumult's  this  ? 

JVat\  An  uproar,  I  dare  warrant, 
Begun  thro'  malice  of  the  Bifhop's  men. 

\_A  noife  againy  Stones,  Stones* 

Ente?'  Mayor.. 

Mayor,  Oh,  my  good  lords,  and  virtuous  Henry^ 
Pity  the  city  London,  pity  us ; 
The  Bifliop  and  the  Duke  of  GloJier%  men. 
Forbidden  late  to  carry  any  weapon. 
Have  fiird  their  pockets  full  of  pebble  ftones  5; 
And,  banding  themfelves  in  contrary  parts. 
Do  pelt  fo  fait  at  one  another's  pates. 
That  many  have  their  giddy  brains knock'd  out: 
Our  windows  are  broke  down  in  ev'ry  ftreet. 
And  we  for  fear  compell'd  to  (hut  our  ftiops. 

Enter y  in  Skirmijh,  uoith  bloody  pates, 

K.  Henry.  We  charge  you  on  allegiance  to  our  felves. 
To  hold  your  flaught'ring  hands,  and  keep  the  peace  : 
Pray,  uncle  Glo'Jier,  mitigate  this  ftrife. 

1  Ser^,  Nay,  if  we  be  forbidden  Hones,  we'll  fall  to 
it  with  our  teeth. 

2  Ser^»  Do  what  yt  dare,  we  are  as  refolute. 

[Skirmijh  again ^ 
GIou.  You  of  my  houfliold,  leave  this  peevilh  broil ; 
And  fet  this  unaccuftom'd  light  ailde. 

3  Sernj,  My  lord,  we  kn'ovv  your  Grace  to  be  a  man 
Juft  and  upright ;  and  for  your  royd  birth 

Inferior  to  none  but  to  his  Majefty  : 
And  ere  that  we  will  fufFer  fuch  a  Prince^, 
So  kind  a  father  of  the  Common-weal, 
To  be  difgraced  by  an.  Inkhorn  mate  y 
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We,  and  our  wives,  and  children,  all  will  fight : 
And  have  our  bodies  flaughter'd  by  thy  foes. 

I  Ser^.  Ay,  and  the  very  parings  of  our  nails 
Shall  pitch  a  field,  when  we  are  dead.      [^Begin  again^ 

Glou.  Stay,  flay,  I  fay ; 
And  if  you  love  me,  as  you  fay  you  do. 
Let  me  perfuade  you  to  forbear  awhile. 

K,  Henry,  O,  how  this  difcord  doth  afflidl  my  foul ! 
Can  you,  my  lord  of  Winchejier,  behold 
My  fighs  and  tears,  and  will  not  once  relent  ? 
Who  Ihould  be  pitiful,  if  you  be  not  ? 
Or  who  fhould  ftudy  to  prefer  a  peace. 
If  holy  churchmen  take  delight  in  broils  I 

War,  My  lord  Protestor,  yield:  yield,  Winchejler^ 
Except  you  mean  with  obftinate  repulfe 
To  flay  your  Sovereign,  and  deftroy  the  Realm. 
You  fee,  what  mifchief,  and  what  murther  too,. 
Hath  been  enabled  thro'  your  enmity: 
Then  be  at  peace,  except  ye  thirft  for  blood. 

Win,  He  fliall  fubmit,  or  I  will  never  yield. 

Glou.  CompafTion  on  the  King  commands  me  ftoop  5, 
Or  I  would  fee  his  heart  out,  ere  the  prieft 
Should  ever  get  that  privilege  of  me. 

War.  Behold,  my  lord  of  Winchejier,  the  Duke 
Hath  banifli'd  moody  difcontented  fury. 
As  by  his  fmoothed  brows  it  doth  appear. 
Why  look  you  ftill  fo  ftern  and  tragical  > 

Glou,  Here,  Winchefiery  I  offer  thee  my  hand. 

K,  Hen,  Fie,  uvicIq  Beau/or^:  I  have  heard  you  preachy 
That  malice  was  a  great  and  giievous  fin  : 
And  will  not  you  maintain  the  thing  you  teach. 
But  prove  a  chief  offender  in  the  fame  ? 

War,  Sweet  King  !  the  Bifhep  hath  a  kindly  gird  t 
For  fhame,  my  lord  of  Winchejier,  relent ; 
What,  fhall  a  child  inflrud  you  what  to  do  ? 

Win.  Well,  Duke     Glower,  I  will  yield  to  thee;; 
Love  for  thy  love,  and  hand  for  hand,  I  give. 

Glou,  Ay,  but  I  fear  me,  with  a  hollow  heart- 
See  here,  my  friends  and  loving  countrymen. 
This  token  ferveth  for  a  flag  of  truce 
Betwixt  our  felves,  and  all  our  followers ; 
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So  help  me  God,  as  I  di/Temble  not  I 

Wi?i.  {^Afidi.']  So  help  me  God,  as  I  intend  it  not  \ 
K,  Henry.  O  loving  uncle,  gentle  Duke  oi  Glo'pry. 

How  joyful  am  I  made  by  this  contrad  ! 

Away,  m^y  mailers,  trouble  us  no  more; 

But  join  in  friendfhip,  as  your  lords  have  done. 

1  Ser^.  Content,  Til  to  the  furgeon's. 

2  Serru.  So  will  I. 

3  Sercv.  And  I'll  fee  what  phyfick  the  tavern  affords. 

[^Exeunt, 

War.  Accept  this  fcrowl,  moft  gracious  Sovereign, 
Which  in  the  right  of  Richard  Plantagenet 
We  do  exhibit  to  your  Majefty.  [Prince, 

ialou.  Well  urg'd,  niy  lord  of  Warnjotck ;  For,  fweet 
An  if  your  Grace  mark  ev  ry  circumftance. 
You  have  great  rcafon  to  do  Rkhard right: 
Efpecially,  for  thofe  occafions 
At  E/tham-TphcQ  1  told  your  Majefty. 

K.Henry.  And  thofe  occafions,  uncle,  were  of  force: 
Therefore,  my  loving  lords,  our  pleafure  is, 
That  Richard  be  reftored  to  his  blood. 

War.  Let  i^zV/^W  be  reftored  to  his  blood, 
So  fhall  his  father's  wrongs  be  recompens'd. 

Win.  As  will  the  reft,  fo  willeth  Winchefier. 

K.  Henry,  If  Richard  will  be  true,  not  that  alone. 
But  all  the  whole  inheritance  f  give. 
That  doth  belong  unto  the  houfe  of  Tork-, 
From  whence  you  fpring  by  lineal  Defcent, 

Rich.  Thy  humble  fervant  vows  obedience. 
And  faithful  fervice,  till  the  point  of  death.  [foot, 

K>  Henry.  Stoop,  then,  and  fet  your  knee  againft  my 
And  in  reguerdon  of  that  duty  done, 
I  gird  thee  with  the  valiant  Sword  of  Tork. 
Rife,  Richardy  like  a  true  Plantagenet^ 
And  rife  created  Princely  Duke  of  York. 

Rich.  And  fo  thrive  Richard,  as  thy  foes  may  fall ! 
And  as  my  duty  fprings,  fo  perifh  they. 
That  grudge  one  thought  againft  your  Majefty  ! 

Jll.  Welcome,  high  Prince,  the  mighty  Duke  of  York! 

£om.  Perifh,  bafe  Prince,  ignoble  Duke  of  Tork!  \^AJide. 

Clou.  Now  will  it  beft  avail  your  Majefty 
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To  crofs  the  feas,  and  to  be  crown'd  in  France : 

The  prefence  of  a  King  engenders  love 

Amongft  his  fubjedls  and  his  loyal  friends. 

As  it  difanimates  his  enemies.  [goes  ; 

K.  Henry,  When  Glofier  fays  the  word.  King  Henry 
For  friendly  counfel  cuts  off  many  foes. 

Glou»  Your  ihips  already  are  in  readinefs,  \Exeunt^ 

Manet  Exeter. 

Exe,  Ay,  we  may  march  in  England  or  in  France, 
Not  feeing  what  is  likely  to  enfue ; 
This  late  diffention,  grown  betwixt  the  peers. 
Burns  under  feigned  alhes  of  forg'd  love  ; 
And  will  at  laft  break  out  into  a  flame. 
As  fefter'd  members  rot  but  by  degrees. 
Till  bones,  and  flefh,  and  fmcws,  fall  away  5 
So  will  this  bafe  and  envious  difcord  breed. 
And  now  I  fear  that  fatal  Prophecy, 
Which  in  the  time  of  Henry ^  nam'd  the  Fifths 
Was  in  the  mouth  of  evVy  fucking  babe ; 
That  Henry,  born  at  Monmouth,  Ihould  win  all ; 
And  Henry y  born  at  Wind/or ^  fhould  lofe  all : 
Which  is  fo  plain,  that  Exeter  doth  wiih. 
His  days  may  finifh  ere  that  haplefs  time.  {^Exit* 

SCENE  changes  to  Roan  in  France. 

Enter  Joan  la  Pucelle  difguis'dy  and  four  Soldiers  ^ith 

Sacks  upofi  their  backs, 
PuceL  ^T^Hefe  are  the  city-gates,  the  gates  of  Roan^ 
X    Thro' which  our  policy  mull  make  a  breach* 
Take  heed,  be  wary,  how  you  place  your  words ; 
Talk  like  the  vulgar  fort  of  market-men. 
That  come  to  gather  mony  for  their  corn. 
If  we  have  entrance,  (as,  I  hope,  we  fhall ;) 
And  that  we  find  the  flothful  Watch  but  weak, 
1*11  by  a  fign  give  notice  to  our  friends  ; 
That  Charles  the  Dauphin  may  encounter  them. 

SoL  Our  Sacks  fhall  be  a  mean  to  fack  the  city. 
And  we  be  lords  and  rulers  over  Roan  i 
Therefore  we'll  knock.  [Knoch. 

Watch,  la? 

Pucet 
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Pucel.  Paifam,  panares  gens  de  France. 
Poor  market-folks,  that  come  to  fell  their  corn. 
Watch.  Enter,  go  in,  the  market-bell  is  rung. 
PuceL  Now,  Roany  I'll  lhake  thy  bulwarks  to  the 
ground.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Dauphin^  Bajiard,  WAlanfon. 

Dau.  St.  Dennis  blefs  this  happy  ftratagem  ! 
And  once  again  we'll  ileep  fecure  in  Roan. 

Baji.  Here  enter'd  Pucelle,  and  her  pra£lifants : 
Now  fhe  is  there,  how  will  fhe  fpecifie 
Where  is  the  beft  and  fafeft  pafiage  in  ? 

Reig.  By  thrufling  out  a  torch  from  yonder  towV, 
Which,  once  difcerri'd,  fhews,  that  her  meaning  is. 
No  way  to  that  (for  weaknefs)  which  ftie  enter'd. 

Enter  Joan  la  Pucelle  on  the  top,  thrujling  out  a  torch 
burning. 

?5fff  A  Behold?  tHifi  is  the  happy  wadding  torch. 
That  joineth  Roan  unto  her  countrymen ; 
But  burning  fatal  to  the  f  albctites. 

Baft.  See,  noble  Charles^  the  beacon  of  our  frisnd^ 
The  burning  torch  in  yonder  turret  ftands. 

Dau.  Now  Ihines  it  like  a  cornet  of  revenge, 
A  prophet  to  the  fall  of  all  our  foes. 

Reig.  Defer  no  time,  delays  have  dangerous  ends; 
Enter  and  cry,  The  Dauphin  !  prefently, 
And  then  do  execution  on  the  Watch, 

[An  Alarm ;  Talbot  in  an  Excurftort, 

TaL  France,  thou  fhalt  rue  this  treafon  with  tly  teais^ 
If  Taihot  but  furvive  thy  treachery. 
Pucelle,  that  witch,  that  damned  forcerefs. 
Hath  wrought  this  hellifh  mifcbief  unawares ; 
That  hardly  we  efcap'd  the  prize  of  France,  (li)  [Ex: 

An 

(ii)  That  hardly  wot  efcufd  the  Pride  <?/ France]  All  the 
Copies  concur  in  this  reading:  but  it  feems  to  be  an  abfurd 
and  unmeaning  one.  The  beft  Conftrudion,  that  can  arife 
from  ejcaping  the  Pride  »f  France,  is,  ejcap-ng  the  proud  French: 
which  would  come  very  improperly  from  Talbot's  Mouth.  I 

have 
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An  alarm :  Excurjions^  Bedford  brought  in,  JIck,  in  a 
chair.  Enter  Talbot  and  Burgundy,  ^without ;  within, 
Joan  la  Pucellc,  Dauphin,  Bafiard,  and  Reignier, 
on  the  nvalls, 

Pucel.  Good  morrow,  gallants,  want  ye  corn  for  bread  ? 
I  think,  the  Duke  of  Burgundy  will  fall. 
Before  he'll  buy  again  at  fueh  a  rate. 
*Twas  full  of  darnel ;  do  you  like  the  tafte  ? 

Burg,  ScolF  on,  vile  fiend,  and  lhamelefs  curtizan ! 
I  truft,  ere  long  to  choak  thee  with  thine  own ; 
And  make  thee  curfe  the  harveft  of  that  corn. 

Dau,  Your  Grace  may  ftarve,  perhaps,  before  that  time.^ 

Bed,  Oh  let  not  words,  but  deeds,  revenge  this  treafon  ! 

Pucel,  What  will  you  do,  good  grey-beard  ?  break  a 
And  run  a-tilt  at  death  within  a  chair  ?  [lance^ 

TaL  Foul  fiend  of  France,  and  hag  of  all  defpight, 
Incompafs'd  with  thy  luflful  paramours. 
Becomes  it  thee  to  taunt  his  valiant  age, 
And  twit  with  cowardife  a  man  half  dead  ? 
Damfel,  Til  have  a  bout  with  you  again. 
Or  elfe  let  Talbot  perilh  with  his  fhame. 

FuceL  Are  you  fo  hot?  yet,  Piicelle,  hold  thy  Peace ; 
If  Talbot  do  but  thunder,  rain  will  follow. 

[They  ^hi/per  together  in  counfeh . 
God  ipeed  the  parliament !  who  fhall  be  the  fpeaker  ? 

TaL  Dare  ye  come  forth,  and  meet  us  in  the  field  ? 

PuceL  Belike,  your  lordfhip  takes  us  then  for  fools,^ 
To  try  if  that  our  own  be  ours,  or  no. 

TciL  I  fpeak  not  to  that  railing  Hecate y 
But  unto  thee,  Alan/on,  and  the  reft. 
Will  ye,  like  foldiers,  come  and  fight  it  out  ? 

j^lan.  Seignior,  no. 

TaL  Seignior,  hang  :  ^ —  bafe  muleteers  of  France  f 
Like  peafant  foot-boys  do  they  keep  the  walls, 

have  venturM  to  fuppofe,  our  Author  wrote,  the  Prize :  i,  e, 
We  hardly  efcap*d  being  feix'd  by,  becoming  the  Prize  of  the 
French,  So  likewife  in  the  French  Tongue,  la  Prife  fignifies  the 
feixure,  or  apprehending  of  any  thing,  as  well  as  the  Thing 
Jei^ed. 

And 
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And  dare  itot  take  up  arms  like  gentlemen. 

Pucel.  Captains,  away  ;  let's  get  us  from  the  walls. 
For  Talbot  means  no  goodnefs  by  his  looks. 
God  be  wi'  you,  my  lord  :  we  came,  Sir,  but  to  tell  you^  , 
That  we  are  here.  \^Exeunt  from  the  nioalh, 

Tal.  And  there  will  we  be  too,  ere  it  be  long, 
Or  elfe  reproach  be  Talbofs  greateft  fame  ! 
Vow,  Bur^ndy,  by  honour  of  thy  Houfe, 
Prick'd  on  by  publick  wrongs  fuilain'd  in  France^ 
Either  to  get  the  town  again,  or  die. 
And  I,  as  fure  as  Englijh  Henry  lives. 
And  as  his  father  here  was  Conqueror, 
As  fure  as  in  this  late-betrayed  town 
Great  Cceurdelion%  heart  was  buried ; 
So  fure  I  fwear,  to  get  the  town,  or  die. 

Burg.  My  vows  are  equal  partners  with  thy  vows* 
But  ere  we  go,  regard  this  dying  Prince, 
The  valiant  Duke  of  Bedford:  come,  my  lordi 
We  will  beftow  you  in  fome  better  place  5 
Fitter  forficknefs,  and  for  crazy  age. 

Bed.  Lord  T allots  do  not  fo  difhonour  me : 
Here  I  will  fit  before  the  walls  of  Roatiy  ^ 
And  will  be  partner  of  your  weal  and  woe. 

Burg.  Couragious  Bedford,  let  us  now  perfuade  you.* 
Bed,  Not  to  be  gone  from  hence  ;  for  once  I  read. 
That  ftout  Pendragon,  in  his  litter  fick. 
Came  to  the  field,  and  vanquifhed  his  foe^. 
Methinks,  I  fhould  revive  the  foldiers'  hearts  y 
Becaufe  I  ever  found  them  as  my  felf. 

7aL  Undaunted  fpirit  in  a  dying  bread ! 
Then  be  it  fo  :  heav'ns  keep  old  Bedford  fafe  ! 
And  now  no  more  ado,  brave  Burgundy, 
But  gather  we  our  forces  out  of  hand. 
And  fet  upon  our  boafling  enemy.  [Exitt 

An  Alarum:  excurfions:   Enter  Sir  John  Faftolfe, 

and  a  Captain, 
Cap,  Whither  away.  Sir  7^/$»^  F^/^^^.  in  fuch  hafte  ? 
Faji,  Whither  away  ?  to  fave  my  felf  by  flight. 
We  are  like  to  have  the  overthrow  again. 

Cap.  What !  will  you  fly,  and  leave  lord  Talbot  ? 
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Fajl,  Ay,  all  the  Taibots  in  the  world  to  fave  my  life. 

[Exit, 

Cap,  Cowardly  Knight,  ill  fortune  follow  thee  I  [Exit. 

Retreat :  excurfions,    Pucelle,  Alanfon,  and  Dauphin  fly. 

Bed,  Now,  quiet  foul,  depart  when  heav'n  fhall  pleafc ; 
For  I  have  feen  our  enemies'  overthrow. 
What  is  the  truft  or  ftrength  of  foolifh  man  ? 
They,  that  of  late  were  daring  with  their  fcofFs, 
Are  glad  and  fain  by  flight  to  fave  themfelves. 

[Dies  \  and  is  carried  off  in  his  chair ^  . 

SCENE,  within  the  walls  of  Roan. 
An  Alarm:  Enter  Talbot,  Burgundy,  and  the  reft* 
TaL  T  O  S  T  and  recover'd  in  a  day  again  ? 
1  J  This  is  a  double  honour.  Burgundy ; 
^   Yet,  heav'ns  have  glory  for  this  vidlory  ! 

Burg,  Warlike  and  martial  Talhot,  Burgundy 
Infhrines  thee  in  his  heart ;  and  there  ereds 
Thy  noble  deeds,  as  Valour's  monuments. 

'Tal.  Thanks,  gentle  Duke ;  but  where  is  Pucelle  now  ? 
I  think,  her  old  Familiar  is  alleep. 
Now  where's  the Baftard's  braves,  and  Char/eshh  glikes  ? 
What,  all  a-raort  ?  Roan  hangs  her  head  for  grief ; 
That  fuch  a  valiant  company  are  fled. 
Now  we  will  take  fome  order  in  the  town. 
Placing  therein  fome  expert  ofiicers. 
And  then  depart  to  Paris  to  the  King ; 
For  there  young  Henry  with  his  Nobles  lyes. 

Burg.  What  wills  lord  Talbot,  pleafeth  Burgundy^ 

Tal.  But  yet  before  we  go,  let's  not  forget 
The  noble  Duke  of  Bedford,  late  deceased  i 
But  fee  his  exequies  fulfill'd  in  Roan, 
A  braver  foldier  never  couched  lance, 
A  gentler  heart  did  never  fway  in  Court. 
But  Kings  and  mightieft  Potentates  maft  die. 
For  that's  the  end  of  human  mifery.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Dauphin,  Baftard,  Alanfon,  and  Joan  la  Pucellc, 

BuceU  Difmay  not,  Princes,  at  this  accident, 

N»r 
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Nor  grieve  that  Roan  is  fo  recovered. 
Care  is  no  cure,  but  rather  corrofive, 
For  things  that  are  not  to  be  remedy 'd. 
Let  frantick  Talbot  triumph  for  a  while ; 
And,  like  a  Peacock,  fweep  along  his  tail : 
We'll  pull  his  plumes  and  take  away  his  train. 
If  Dauphin  and  the  reft  will  be  but  rul'd. 

Dau,  We  have  been  guided  by  thee  hitherto. 
And  of  thy  cunning  had  no  diffidence. 
One  fudden  foil  fhall  never  breed  diftruft. 

Baji.  Search  out  thy  wit  for  fecret  policies, 
And  we  will  make  thee  famous  through  the  world. 

Alan,  We'll  fet  thy  ftatue  in  fome  holy  place. 
And  have  thee  reverenc'd  like  a  bleffed  Saint. 
Employ  thee  then,  fweet  virgin,  for  our  good. 

Pucel.  Then  thus  it  muft  be,  this  doth  Joan  devife : 
By  fair  perfuafions  mix;t  with  fugar'd  words. 
We  will  entice  the  Duke  of  Burgundy 
To  leave  the  T albot^  and  to  follow  us. 

Dau,  Ay,  marry,  fweeting,  if  we  could  do  That, 
France  were  no  place  for  Henrys  warriors ; 
Nor  (hall  that  Nation  boaft  it  fo  with  us. 
But  be  extirped  from  our  provinces. 

Alan,  For  ever  fhould  they  be  expuls'd  from  France^ 
And  not  have  title  of  an  Earldom  here. 

PuceL  Your  honours  fhall  perceive  how  I  will  work. 
To  bring  this  matter  to  the  wilhed  end. 

[Drum  beats  afar  off. 
Hark,  by  the  found  of  drum  you  may  perceive 
Their  Powers  are  marching  unio  P^^riV-ward. 

IHere  beat  an  Englifh  March. 
There  goes  the  falbot  with  his  Colours  fpread. 
And  all  the  troops  of  Englijh  after  him.  [French  March. 
Now,  in  the  rereward,  comes  the  Duke  and  his : 
Fortune,  in  favour,  makes  him  lag  behind. 
Summon  a  parley,  we  will  talk  with  him. 

[Trumpets  found  a  parley. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Burgundy  marching, 

Dau.  A  parley  with  the  Duke  of  Burgundy,---^ 
Burg.  Who  craves  a  parley  with  the  Burgundy  ? 

PuceL 
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Fucel,  The  princely  Charles  of  France f  thy  country- 
man, [hence. 

Burg,  What  fayft  thou,  Charles?  for  I  am  marching 

Dau.  Speak,  Pucelle,  and  enchant  him  with  thy  words. 

Pucel.  Brave  Burgundy y  undoubted  hope  of  France  / 
Stay,  let  thy  humble  hand-maid  fpeak  to  thee. 

Burg,  Speak  on,  but  be  not  over- tedious. 

Pucel,  Look  on  thy  country,  look  on  fertile  France  i 
And  fee  the  cities,  and  the  towns  defac'd 
By  wafting  ruin  of  the  cruel  foe. 
As  looks  the  mother  on  her  lowly  babe. 
When  death  doth  clofe  his  tender  dying  eyes ; 
See,  fee  the  pining  malady  of  France, 
Behold  the  wounds,  the  moll  unnatural  wounds. 
Which  thou  thy  felf  haft  giv'n  her  woful  breaft. 
Oh,  turn  thy  edged  fword  another  way  j 
Strike  thofe  that  hurt ;  and  hurt  not  thofe  that  help : 
One  drop  of  blood,  drawn  from  thy  country's  bofom. 
Should  grieve  thee  more  than  ftreams  of  common  gore ; 
Return  thee,  therefore,  with  a  flood  of  tears. 
And  wafh  away  thy  country's  ftained  fpots. 

Burg,  Either  fne  hath  bewitch'd  me  with  her  words. 
Or  nature  makes  me  fuddenly  relent. 

PuceL  Befides,  all  French  and  France  exclaim  on  thce; 
Doubting  thy  birth,  and  lawful  progeny. 
Whom  join'ft  thou  with,  but  with  a  lordly  natioa 
That  will  not  truft  thee  but  for  profit's  fake  ? 
When  Talbot  hath  fet  footing  once  in  France^ 
And  faftiion'd  thee  that  inftrument  of  111 ; 
Who  then  but  Englijh  Henry  will  be  lord. 
And  thou  be  thruft  out  like  a  fugitive  ? 
Call  we  to  mind,  and  mark  but  this  for  proof ; 
Was  not  the  Duke  of  Orleans  thy  foe  ? 
And  was  not  he  in  England  prifoner  ? 
But  when  they  heard  he  was  thine  enemy, 
They  fet  him  free  without  his  ranfom  paid  ; 
In  fpight  of  Burgundy y  and  all  his  friends. 
•  See  then,  thou  fight'ft  againft  thy  countrymen ; 

And  join'ft  with  tiiem,  will  be  thy  flaughter-mcn. 
j  Come,  come,  return ;  return,  thou  wand'ring  lord ; 
Charles y  and  the  reft  will  take  thee  in  their  arms. 

Burg. 
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Burg.  Tm  vanquifhed.    Thefe  haughty  words  of  hers 

Have  batter'd  me  like  roaring  cannon-lhot, 

And  made  me  almoft  yield  upon  my  knees. 

Forgive  me,  country,  and  fweet  countrymen ; 

And,  lords,  accept  this  hearty  kind  embrace. 

My  forces  and  my  powV  of  men  are  yours. 

^0  farewel,  Talbot,  Til  no  longer  truft  thee. 
.Fucel.  Done,  like  a  Frenchman:  turn,  and  turn  again!— 
Dau.  Welcome,  brave  Duke!  thy  friendfhip  makes  us 
frefh. 

Baji.  And  doth  beget  new  courage  in  our  breads. 

JIan,  Pucelle  hath  bravely  play'd  her  part  in  this. 
And  doth  deferve  a  Coronet  of  gold. 

Dau,  Now  let  us  on,  my  lords,  and  join  our  powers ; 
And  feek  how  we  may  prejudice  the  foe.  [Exemit. 

SCENE  changes  to  PARIS. 

^Enter  King  Henry,  Gloucefter,  Winchefler,  York, 
Suffolk,  Sonneriet,  Warwick,  Exeter,  Jifr,  To  them 
Talbot,  njuith  his  foldiers, 

TaL  T\  /T  Y  gracious  Prince,  and  honourable  Peers, 

JlV A  Hearing  ©f  your  arrival  in  this  realm, 
I  have  a  while  giv'n  truce  unto  my  wars, 
To  do  my  duty  to  my  Sovereign. 
In  fign  whereof,  this  arm  (that  hath  reclaimed 
To  your  obedience  fifty  fortreffes. 
Twelve  cities,  and  fev'n  walled  towns  of  ftrength, 
Beiide  five  hundred  prifoners  of  efteem  ;) 
Lets  fall  the  fvvord  before  your  Highnefs'  feet : 
And  with  fubmifTive  loyalty  of  heart 
Afcribes  the  glory  of  his  Conquefl  got, 
Firft  to  my  God,  and  next  unto  your  Grace. 

K,  Henry.  Is  this  the  fam'd  lord  Talbot^  uncle  Glofier^ 
That  hath  lb  long  been  refident  in  France? 

Glou.  Yes,  if  it  pleafe  your  Majefty,  my  Liege. 

K.  Henry.  W  el  come,  brave  Captain,  and  vidorious  lord* 
When  1  was  young,  (as  yet  1  am  not  old) 
J  do  remember  how  my  jfather  faid, 
A  ftout;er  champion  never  handled  fword. 

Long 
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Long  fince  we  were  refolvcd  of  your  truth. 

Your  faithful -fervice  and  your  toil  in  war  ; 

Yet  never  have  you  tafted  your  reward. 

Or  been  reguerdon'd  with  fo  much  as  thanks, 

Becaufe  'till  now  we  never  faw  your  face  : 

Therefore  (land  up,  and,  for  thefe  good  deferts. 

We  here  create  you  Earl  of  Shrc^wshury^ 

And  in  our  Coronation  take  your  place.  {Exeunt 


Ver,  Now,  Sir,  to  you  that  were  fo  hot  atfea, 
Difgracing  of  thefe  colours  that  I  wear 
In  honour  of  my  noble  lord  of  York ; 
Dar'ft  thou  maintain  the  former  words  thou  fpak'fl? 

Baf.  Yes,  Sir,  as  well  as  you  dare  patronage 
The  envious  barking  of  your  fawcy  tongue 
Againll  my  lord,  the  Duke  of  Somerfet, 

Fer.  Sirrah,  thy  lord  I  honour  as  he  is. 

Baf,  Why,  what  is  he  ?  as  good  a  man  as  York, 

Ver.  Hark  ye  j  not  fo  :  in  witnefs,  take  you  that. 

Baf,  Villain,  thou  know'fl,  the  law  of  arms  is  fuch, 
*rhat,  whofo  draws  a  fword,  'tis  prefent  death ; 
Or  elfe  this  blow  fhould  broach  thy  deareft  blood. 
Bui  ril  unto  his  Majelly,  and  crave 
I  may  have  liberty  to  venge  this  wrong; 
When  thou  lhalt  fee,  Til  meet  thee  to  thy  coft. 

Fer.  Well,  mifcreant.  111  be  there  as  foon  as  you ; 
And,  afxer,  meet  you  fooner  than  you  would.  [Exemif^ 


Manent  Vernon  and  Baflet. 
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ACT  IV. 
SCENE,  PARIS. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Gloucefter,  Winchefter,  York, 
Sufroik,  Somerlet,  Warwick,  Talbot,  Exeter,  and 
Governor  of  Paris. 

Gloucester. 

LORD  Bifhop,  fet  the  Crown  upon  his  head. 
M^itu  God  fave  King  Hewy,  of  that  name  thu 
Sixth! 

GiGu,  Now,  Governor  of  Paris,  take  your  oath> 
That  you  eled  no  other  King  but  him  ; 
Eilcem  none  friends,  but  fuch  as  are  his  friends ; 
And  none  your  foes,  but  fuch  as  fhail  pretend 
Ik'Jalicious  pradices  againfl  his  Hate. 
1  his  jhall  ye  do,  fo  help  you  righteous  God  ! 

Enter  Faftolfe. 

Faft.  My  gracious  Sovereign,  as  I  rode  from  Calais^ 
To  hafte  unto  your  Coronation ; 
A  letter  was  delivered  to  my  hands, 
Writ  to  your  Grace  from  th'  Duke  of  Burgundy. 

Tal.  Shame  to  the  Duke  of  Bwgundy,  and  thee ! 
I  vovv'd,  bafe  Knight,  when  I  did  meet  thee  next. 
To  tear  the  Garter  from  thy  craven  leg. 
Which  I  have  done  ;  becaufe  unworthily 
7'hou  waft  inftalled  in  that  high  degree. 
Pardon,  my  Princely  Henry,  and  the  reft : 
This  daftard,  at  the  battle  of  Poidiers, 
When  but  in  all  I  was  fix  thoufand  ftrong, 
And  that  the  French  were  almoft  ten  to  one. 
Before  we  met,  or  that  a  llroke  was  given. 
Like  to  a  trufty  'fquire,  did  run  away. 
In  which  afTauIt  we  loft  twelve  hundred  men ; 

My 


King  Henry  VI.  435 

My  fcif  and  divers  gentlemen  befide 
Were  there  furpriz'd,  and  taken  prifoners. 
Then  judge,  great  lords,  if  I  have  done  amifs ; 
Or  whether  that  fuch  cowards  ought  to  wear 
This  ornament  of  knighthood,  yea  or  no  ? 

GIou.  To  fay  the  truth,  this  fa6l  was  infamous. 
And  ill  befeeming  any  common  man  ; 
Much  more  a  knight,  a  captain,  and  a  leader. 

Talbot.  When  firil  this  Order  was  ordain'd,  my  lords. 
Knights  of  the  Garter  were  of  noble  birth ; 
Valiant  and  virtuous,  fall  of  haughty  courage ; 
Such  as  were  grown  to  Credit  by  the  wars ; 
Not  fearing  death,  nor  Ihrinking  for  diftrefs. 
But  always  refolute  in  mod  extremes. 
He  then,  that  is  not  furniHi'd  in  this  fort. 
Doth  but  ufurp  the  facred  name  of  Knight, 
Prophaning  this  moft  honourable  Order ; 
And  fhould,  if  I  were  worthy  to  be  judge, 
Be  quite  degraded,  like  a  hedge-born  fwain 
That  doth  prefume  to  boaft  of  gentle  blood.       [doom  ; 

K.  Henry,  Stain  to  thy  countrymen!  thou  hearTt  thy 
Be  packing  therefore,  thou  that  waft  a  Knight ; 
Henceforth  we  banifti  thee  on  pain  of  death.  [_Exit  Faft, 
And  now,  my  lord  Protedlor,  view  the  letter 
Sent  from  our  uncle  Duke  of  Burgundy, 

Glou.  What  means  his  Grace,  that  he  hath  chang'd 
hisftile? 

No  more  but  plain  and  bluntly.  To  the  King,  [Readings 

Hath  he  forgot,  he  is  his  Sovereign  ? 

Or  doth  this  churlilh  fuperfcription 

Portend  fome  alteration  in  good  will  ? 

What's  here  1  I  ha^e  upon  efpscial  caufe^  [Reads.. 

Movd  ^ith  compajjion  of  7ny  country  s  ^recky 

Together  ivith  the  pitiful  complaints 

Of  fuch  as  your  opprejjion  feeds  upon^ 

Fo7faken  your  pernicious  facliony 

And  joirCd  ^mih  Charles,  the  rightful  King  of  France. 

O  monftrous  treachery  !  can  this  be  fo  ? 

That  in  alliance,  amity,  and  oaths. 

There  fhould  be  found  fuch  falfe  diffembling  guile  ? 

T  2  K  Henry ^ 
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K  Henry.  What !  doth  my  uncle  Burgur.dy  revolt? 
G''6.7.  He  doth,  my  lord,  and  is  become  your  foe. 
K  Henry.  Is  that  the  worll  this  letter  doth  contain  ? 
Giou.  Itisthevvorlt,  and  all,  my  lord,  he  writes. 
K,  Henry.  Why  then,  lord  Talbot  there  ftiall  talk  with 
him, 

And  give  him  chaflifemcnt  for  this  abufe. 
My  lord,  how  fay  you,  are  you  not  content  ? 

Tal.  Content,  my  Liege?   yes:   but  that  Fm  pre- 
vented, 

I  fhould  have  begg'd  I  might  have  been  employed. 
K.  Henry.  Then  gather  llrength,  and  march  unto  him 
ftrait : 

Let  him  perceive  how  ill  we  brook  his  treafon, 
A\\^  what  offence  it  is  to  flout  his  friends. 

Tal.  I  go,  my  lord,  in  heart  defiring  ftill 
You  may  behold  confufion  of  your  foes.    [Exit  Talbot. 

Enter  Vernon,  and  BafTet. 

Ver.  Grant  me  the  combat,  gracious  Sovereign. 
tiaf.  And  iT.e,  my  lord ;  grant  me  the  combat  too. 
York.  This  is  my  fervant ;  hear  him,  noble  Prince. 
^o?n.  And  this  is  mine  ;  fweet  Henry ^  favour  him. 
K.  Henry.  Be  patient,  lords,  and  give  them  leave 
fpeak. 

Say,  gentlemen,  what  makes  you  thus  exclaim  ? 

And  wherefore  crave  you  combat?  or  with  whom? 
Vcr.  With  him,  my  lord,  for  he  hath  done  me  wrong, 
Baf.  And  I  with  him,  for  he  hath  done  me  wrong. 
K.  Henry.  What  is  the  wrong  whereon  you  both  com- 
plain ? 

Fiift  let  me  know,  and  then  I'll  anfweryou. 

Baf.  Croffing  the  fea  from  England  into  France^ 
This  fellow  here,  with  envious,  carping  tongue. 
Upbraided  me  about  the  rofe  1  wear  ; 
Saying,  the  fanguine  colour  of  the  leaves 
Did reprefent  my  mailer's  blufhing cheeks; 
When  llubbornly  he  did  repugn  the  truth 
About  a  certain  queilion  in  the  law, 
Argu'd  betwixt  the  Duke  of  York  and  him ; 

■  With 
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With  other  vile  and  ignominious  terms. 
In  confutation  of  which  rude  reproach. 
And  in  defence  of  my  lord's  worthinefs, 
I  crave  the  benefit  of  law  of  arms. 

Fer.  And  that  is  my  petition,  noble  lord  ; 
For  though  he  feem  with  forged  quaint  conceit 
Tofet  a  glofs  upon  his  bold  intent, 
Yet,  know,  my  lord,  I  was  provok'd  by  him  ; 
And  he  firft  took  exceptions  at  this  badge, 
Pronouncing,  that  the  palenefs  of  this  flow'r 
Bewray 'd  the  faintnefs  of  my  matter's  heart. 

Tork,  Will  not  this  malice,  Somer/ef,  be  left  ? 

Som.  Your  private  grudge,  my  lord  of  TorJ^,  will  o\it, 
Though  ne'er  fo  cunningly  you  fmother  it. 

K,  Henry.  Good  lord !  what  madnefs  rules  In  brain- 
fick  men ! 

When,  for  fo  flight  and  frivolous  a  caufe. 
Such  fadious  emulations  (liall  arife  ! 
Good  coufins  both  of  Tork  and  Somerfet, 
Quiet  your  felves,  I  pray,  and  be  at  peace. 

York.  Let  this  diiTention  firft  be  try'd  by  figbt. 
And  then  your  Highnefs  fhall  command  a  peace. 

^om.  The  quarrel  toucheth  none  but  us  alone ; 
Betwixt  our  felves  let  us  decide  it  then. 

York,  There  is  my  pledge ;  accept  it,  Somerfet. 

Ver.  Nay,  Jet  it  reft,  where  it  began  at  firfi. 

Baf.  Confirm  it  fo,  mine  honourable  lord. 

Glou,  Confirm  it  fo  ?  confounded  be  your  ftrife. 
And  perifh  ye  with  your  audacious  prate ; 
Prefumptuous  vafTals  !  are  you  not  afliam'd 
With  this  immodeft  clamorous  outrage 
To  trouble  and  difturb  the  King,  and  us  ? 
And  you,  my  lords,  methinks,  you  do  not  well 
To  bear  with  their  perverfe  obje6lions : 
Much  lefs  to  take  occafion  from  their  mou As 
To  raife  a  mutiny  betwixt  your  felves : 
Let  me  perfuade  you,  take  a  better  courfe. 

Exe.  It  grieves  his  Highnefs :  good  my  lords,  be 
friends. 

K.  Henry.  Come  hither  you,  that  would  be  combatants: 
T  3  Hence- 
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Henceforth  I  charge  you,  as  you  love  our  favour;, 
Qaite  to  forget  this  quarrel  and  the  caufe. 
And  you,  my  lords ;  remeiriber  where  we  are; 
In  France,  amongfl  a  fickle  wavering  nation  : 
If  they  perceive  diffenrion  in  our  looks, 
And  that  within  our  felves  we  difagres, 
How  will  their  grudging  flomachs  be  provok'd 
'^I'o  wilful  Difobedience,  and  Rebel? 
Eefide,  what  infamy  will  there  arife, 
When  foreign  Princes  fhall  be  certify 'd. 
That  for  a  toy,  a  thing  of  no  regard, 
King  Henry  s  Peers  and  chief  Nobility 
Defiroy 'd  themfelves,  and  loft  the  realm  of  FrafKt? 
O,  think  upon  the  Conquefl  of  my  father, 
My  tender  years,  and  let  us  not  forego 
'^Iliat  for  a  trifle,  which  was  bought  with  bloodr 
Let  me  be  Umpire  in  this  doubtful  ftrift: 
I  fee  no  reafon,  if  I  wear  this  rofe, 
That  any  one  fliould  therefore  be  fufpicious 
I  more  encline  to  Somerfet,  than  York, 
Both  are  my  kinfmen,  and  I  love  them  both. 
As  well  they  may  upbraid  me  with  my  Crown, 
Becaufe,  forfooth,  the  King  of  Scots  is  crown'd. 
But  your  dilcretions  better  can  perfuade, 
Than  I  am  able  to  infmid  or  teach  : 
And  therefore,  as  we  hither  came  in  peace. 
So  let  us  ftill  continue  peace  and  love. 
Coufin  of  York^  we  inftitute  your  Grace 
To  be  our  Regent  in  thefe  parts  of  France : 
And,  good  my  lord  of  Somer/ef,  unite 
Your  trcops  of  horfemen  with  his  bands  of  foot; 
And,  like  true  fubjeds,  fons  of  your  progenitors, 
Go  chearfully  together,  and  digeft 
Your  angry  choler  on  your  enemies. 
Our  felf,  my  lord  Proredor,  and  the  refl, 
After  fome  refpite,  will  return  to  Calais; 
From  thence  to  England-,  where  I  hope  ere  long 
^To  be  prefented,  by  your  victories, 
With  Charhsy  Alcinfon^  and  that  trait'rous  rout. 

[Flourifi.  [E,^eunf, 
Mane?:" 
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ManentYi^rk,  Warwick,  Exeter,  W  Vernon. 

War.  My  lord  0^  Tork,  I  promife  you,  the  King 
Prettily,  methought,  did  play  the  orator. 

Tork.  And  fo  he  did ;  but  yet  I  like  it  not, 
In  that  he  wears  the  badge  of  Somerfet, 

War,  Tufli,  that  was  but  his  fancy,  blame  him  not; 
I  dare  prefume,  fweet  Prince,  he  thought  no  harm. 

York,  And,  if  I  wis,  he  did.  —  But  let  it  reft ;  (12) 
Other  affairs  muft  now  be  managed ♦  {Exeunt^ 

Manet  Exeter, 

Exe,  Well  didft  thou,  Richard^  to  fupprefs  thy  voice  • 
For  had  the  pafTions  of  thy  heart  burft  out, 
I  fear,  we  Ihould  have  feen  decypher'd  there 
More  rancorous  fpight,  more  furious  ragiag  broils. 
Than  yet  can  be  imagined  or  fuppos'd. 
But  howfoe'er,  no  fimple  man  that  fees 
This  jarring  difcord  of  Nobility, 
This  fhould'ring  of  each  other  in  the  Court, 
This  fadious  bandying  of  their  favourites ; 
But  that  he  doth  prefage  fome  ill  event. 
*Tis  much,  when  fcepters  are  in  childrens*  hands ; 
But  more,  when  envy  breeds  unkind  divifion : 
There  comes  the  ruin,  there  begins  confufion.  {Exit. 

SCENE,  before  the  Walls  of  Bourdeaux. 
Enter  Talbot  '\KHth  trumpets  and  drum, 

Tal.         O  to  the  gates  of  Bourdcauxy  trumpeter, 

\jr  Summon  their  General  unto  the  Wall.  \_^oundn 

(12)  And  if  IWv(h  he  did.}  Thus  the  Editions  have  flighrly 
corrupted  this  Paffage.  By  the  Pointing  reformed,  and  a  fingle 
Letter  cxpung'd,  I  have  reftor'd  the  Text  to  its  Purity.  And, 

ifliviSf  be  did.  The  Senfe  is  this.    PFartvickh^id  faid,  the 

King  meant  no  harni  in  wearing  Someyfet'^s  Rofe  :  to  which  Tork 
teftily  replies  5  *•  Nay,  if  I  think  right,  or  know  any  thing  of 
«  the  Matt^,  he  did  think  harm." 
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Enter  GeneraU  aloft, 

Lfiglifi  John  Taliotf  Captains,  calls  you  forth, 
t^ervant  in  arms  to  Harry  King  of  England; 
And  thus  he  would.  — —Open  your  city  gates. 
Be  humbled  to  us,  call  my  Sovereign  yours, 
And  do  him  homage  as  obedient  fubjeds, 
And  ril  withdraw  me  and  my  bloody  pow'r. 
But  if  you  frown  upon  this  profFer'd  peace, 
You  tempt  the  fury  of  my  three  attendants, 
Lean  famine,  quartering  fteel,  and  climbing  fire ; 
Who  in  a  moment  even  with  the  earth 
Shall  lay  your  itately  and  air- braving  tow'rs, 
If  you  forlake  the  offer  of  their  love. 

Gen.  Thou  ominous  and  fearful  owl  of  death. 
Our  nation's  terrour,  and  their  bloody  fcourge  f 
The  period  of  thy  tyranny  approacheth. 
On  us  thou  canft  not  enter,  but  by  death : 
For,  I  proteft,  we  are  well  fortify'd  ; 
And  Urong  enough  to  i/Tue  out  and  f  ght. 
If  thou  re:ire,  the  Dauphin,  well  appointed. 
Stands  with  the  fnares  of  war  to  tangle  thee. 
On  either  hand  thee,  there  are  fquadrons  pitched 
1  o  wall  thee  from  the  liberty  of  flight ; 
A'nd  no  way  canft  thou  turn  thee  for  redrefs : 
But  death  doth  front  thee  with  apparent  fpoil ; 
And  pale  deftrudion  meets  thee  in  the  face. 
Ten  thoafand  French  have  ta'en  the  facrament. 
To  rive  their  dangerous  artillery 
Upon  nochriftian  foul  but  Englijh  Talbot, 
Lo  !  there  thou  ftand'ft,  a  breathing  valiant  man, 
Of  an  invincible,  unconquer'd  fpirit : 
This  is  the  lateft  glory  of  thy  praife. 
That  I  thy  enemy  due  thee  withal ; 
For  ere  the  glafs,  that  now  begins  to  run, 
Finilh  the  procefs  of  his  fandy  hour, 
Thefe  eyes,  that  fee  thee  now  well  coloured, 
Shall  fee  thee  withered,  bloody,  pale  and  dead. 

[^Drum  afar  off* 
ilark  !  hark  !  the  Dauphin's  drurh,  »  warning  bell, 

Sings 
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Sings  heavy  mufick  to  thy  tim'rous  foul ; 
And  mine  Hiall  ring  thy  dire  departure  out. 

l^Exit  from  the  nvallu 
Tal.  He  fables  not :  I  hear  the  enemy  : 
Out,  fome  light  horfemen,  and  perufe  their  w  ings, 
O,  negligent  and  heedlefs  difcipline  f 
How  are  we  park'd,  and  bounded  in  a  pale  > 
A  little  herd  of  England's  timVous  Deer, 
Maz'd  with  a  yelping  kennel  of  French  curs. 
If  we  be  Englijh  Deer,  be  then  in  blood  ; 
Not  rafcal'like  to  fall  down  with  a  pinch, 
But  rather  moody,  mad,  and  defp'rate  Stags, 
Turn  on  the  bloody  hounds  with  heads  of  itecl, 
And  make  the  cowards  ftand  aloof  at  bay. 
Sell  every  man  his  life  as  dear  as  mine. 
And  they  (hall  find  dear  Deer  of  us,  my  friends. 
God  and  St.  George^  Talbot,  and  England's  right, 
Profper  our  Colours  in  this  dangerous  fight !  \_Exeunt. 

SCENE,  another  Part  of  i^rance. 

Enter  a  Mepngcr,  that  meets  York.    Enter  York,  n,vith 
trumpet^  and  many  folditrs. 

Tori,  A  RE  not  the  fpeedy  fcouts  returned  again. 

That  dcgg'd  the  mighty  army  of  the  Dauphin  ? 

Mt//]  They  are  returned,  my  lord,  and  give  it  out 
That  he  is  march'd  to  Bourdcaux  with  his  powV, 
To  fight  with  Talhct ;  as  he  march'd  along, 
By  your  efpyals  were  difcovered 
Two  mightier  troops  than  that  the  Dauphin  led. 
Which  join'd  with  him,  and  made  their  march  for 
Bourdeaux, 

York,  A  plague  upon  that  villain  Somerfef^ 
That  thus  delays  my  promiied  fupply 
Of  horfemen,  that  were  levied  for'tbis  fiege  ! 
Renowned  T albot  doth  expert  my  aid, 
And  I  am  lowted  by  a  traitor  villain. 
And  cannot  help  the  noble  chevalier  : 
God  comfort  him  in  this  necefiity  I 
If  he  mifcarry,  farewel  wars  in  France, 

T  5  SnUr 


44^  57-?^  Firji  Part  of 

Enter  Sir  William  Lucy. 

Lucy.  Thou  princely  leader  of  our  EvgUJh  flrengtli 
Never  fo  needful  on  the  earth  of  France, 
Spur  to  the  refcuc  of  the  noble  Talhot ; 
Who  now  is  girdled  with  a  wafle  of  iron, 
And  hem'd  about  with  grim  deftrudion : 
To  Bourcleaux,  warlike  Duke;  to  Bourdcaux^  York! 
Elfe  farewel  France^  and  England^^  honour, 

York.  O  God  !  that  Somerfety  who  in  proud  heart 
Doth  flop  my  cornets,  were  in  Talbot's  place  I 
So  fiiould  we  fave  a  valiant  gentleman. 
By  forfeiting  a  traitor  and  a  coward  : 
Alad  ire,  and  wrathful  fury,  makes  me  weep. 
That  thus  we  die,  while  remifs  traitors  fleep. 

Lucy.  O,  fend  fome  fuccour  to  the  diftrefs'd  lord  ! 

York,  He  dies,  we  lofe ;  I  break  my  warlike  word  : 
We  mourn,  France  fmiles ;  we  lofe,  they  daily  get: 
All  long  of  this  vile  traitor  Somerfet. 

Lucy.  Then  God  take  mercy  on  brave  Talbot's  fouly 
And  on  his  fon  young  John  !  whom,  two  hours  lince, 
I  met  in  travel  towards  his  warlike  father; 
This  fev'n  years  did  not  Talbot  fee  his  fon. 
And  now  they  meet,  where  both  their  lives  are  done. 

York,  Alas !  what  joy  lliall  noble  Talbot  have, 
To  bid  his  young  fon  welcome  to  his  grave  ! 
Away  !  vexation  almoft  ftops  my  breath, 
7  hat  fundred  friends  greet  in  the  hour  of  death. 
Litcyy  farewel ;  no  more  my  fortune  can, 
Eat  curfe  the  caufe  ;  I  cannot  aid  the  man. 
Maine,  Bloys^  Pciciiers,  and  Tours  are  won  away. 
Long  all  of  Somer/et,  and  his  delay.  [i?;^//. 

Lucy,  Thus  v/hile  the  vulture  of  fedition 
Feeds  in  the  bofom  of  fuch  great  commanders. 
Sleeping  negledion  doth  betray  to  lofs 
The  Conquefts  of  our  fcarce-cold  Conqueror  j 
That  ever-living  man  of  memory, 
Linry  the  Fifth  !  —  While  they  each  other  crofs. 
Lives,  honours,  lands,  and  all,  hurry  to  lofs.  [Exif^ 


SCENE, 
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SCENE,  another  Part  of  France. 

Enter  Somerfet,  <U7>/^  his  army. 

Som.  TT  is  too  late  ;  I  cannot  fend  them  now  ; 

X  This  expedition  was  by  Tork  and  TcJbot 
Too  ralWy  plotted.    All  our  genVal  force 
Might  with  a  fally  of  the  very  town 
Be  buckled  with.    The  over-daring  Talhot 
Hath  fullied  all  his  glofs  of  former  honour, 
By  this  unheedful,  defpVate,  wild  adventure  : 
York  fet  him  on  to  fight,  and  die  in  fhame, 
That,  T^alhot  dead,  great  York  might  bear  the  name. 

Capt,  Here  is  Sir  William  Lucy,  who  with  me 
Set  from  our  o'er  matched  forces  forth  for  aid. 

Enier  Sir  William  Lucy. 

Sojn,  How  now.  Sir  ^////.-jz^,  whither  were  you  fent? 
Lucy.  Whither,  my  lord  ?  fiom  bought  and  fold  lorcj^ 
Talbot  : 

Who,  ring'd  about  with  bold  adverfity. 

Cries  out  for  noble  Yorl[  and  S§merfet, 

To  beat  affailing  death  from  his  weak  legions. 

And  while  the  honourable  Captain  there 

Drops  bloody  fweat  from  his  war  wearied  limbs^ 

And,  in  advantage  lingVing,  looks  for  refcue  ; 

You,  hts  falfe  hopes,  the  trult  of  Engla?id\  honour. 

Keep  off  aloof  wich  worthlefs  emulation. 

Let  not  your  private  difcord  keep  away 

The  levied  fuccours,  that  fhould  lend  him  aid  ; 

While  he,  renowned  noble  gentleman, 

Yields  up  his  life  unto  a  world  of  odds. 

Orleans  the  Bafiard^  CharleSy  and  Burgundy^, 

Jlanfon,  Relgnier^  compafs  him  about ; 

And  Talhot  periOieth  by  your  default. 

Som,  York  fet  him  on,  York  fnould  have  fent  him  aid, 
Lucy,  And  York  as  faft  upon  your  Grace  exclaims ; 

Swearing,  that  you  with-hold  his  levied  hoft, 

.Collected  for  this  expedition. 

Som,  York  lies ;  he  might  have  fent,  and  had  the  horfe  : 
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i  owe  him  little  duty,  and  lefs  love, 

And  take  foul  fcorn  to  fav/n  on  him  by  fending. 

Lucy,  The  fraud  of  B,ngland,  not  the  force  of  Frame  % 
Hath  now  entrapt  the  noble-minded  Talhot : 
Never  to  Engla?id  iliall  he  bear  his  life  ; 
But  dies,  betray 'd  to  fortune  by  your  llrife. 

Sc??2.  Come,  go;  I  will  difpatch  the  horfemen  ftrait: 
Within  fix  hours  they  will  be  at  his  aid. 

Lucy.  Too  late  comes  refcue  ;  he  is  ta'en,  or  llain ; 
For  fly  he  could  not,  if  he  would  have  fled  : 
And  fly  would  Talbot  never,  though  he  might. 

So7Ti,  If  he  be  dead,  brave  Talbot,  then  adieu! 

Lucy,  His  fame  lives  in  the  world,  his  fliame  in  you. 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE,  a  Field  of  Battle  near  Bourdeaux, 

Enter  Talbot,  and  his  fon, 

Tal.        Young  John  Talbot,  I  did  fend  for  thee 

\J  To  tutor  thee  in  flratagems  of  war; 
That  Talbot's  name  might  be  in  thee  revived. 
When  faplefs  age.  and  weak  unable  limbs, 
Should  bring  thy  father  to  his  drooping  chain 
Jur,  O  malignant  and  ill  boading  ftars ! 
Kow  art  thou  come  unto  a  feafl  of  death, 
A  terrible  and  unavoided  danger. 
Therefore,  dear  boy,  mount  on  my  fwifteft  horfe  ; 
And  ni  dired  thee  how  thouflialt  efcape 
By  fudden  flight.    Come,  dally  not;  begone. 

John.  Is  my  name  Talbot?  and  am  1  your  fon ? 
And  fliall  I  fly  ?  O  !  if  you  love  my  mother, 
Difhonour  not  her  honourable  name, 
To  make  a  baftard,  and  a  flave  of  me. 
The  world  will  fay,  he  is  not  Talbot's  blood. 
That  bafeiy  fled,  when  noble  Talbot  flood. 

Tal.  Fly,  to  revenge  my  death,  if  I  be  flaln. 

John,  He  that  flies  fo,  will  ne'er  return  again, 

Tal.  If  we  both  flay,  we  both  are  fure  to  die. 

John.  Then  let  me  flay,  and,  father,  do  you  fly: 
Voar  lofs  is  great,  fo  your  regard  fhould  be  j 
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My  worth  unknown,  no  lofs  is  known  in  me. 
Upon  my  death  the  French  can  little  boaft; 
In  yours  they  will,  in  you  all  hopes  are  loll. 
Flight  cannot  ftain  the  honour  you  have  won : 
But  mine  it  will,  that  no  exploit  have  done. 
You  fled  for  vantage,  evVy  one  will  fwear : 
But  if  I  bow,  they'll  fay,  it  was  for  fear. 
There  is  no  hope  that  ever  1  will  ftay, 
If  the  firft  hour  I  fhrink,  and  run  away. 
Here,  on  my  knee,  I  beg  mortality. 
Rather  than  life  preferv'd  with  infamy. 

7aL  Shall  all  thy  mother's  hopes  lye  in  one  tomb  ? 

John,  Ay,  rather  than  I'll  fhame  my  mother's  womb. 

l^aL  Upon  my  blefling  I  command  thee  go. 

John.  To  fight  I  will,  but  not  to  fly  the  foe. 

^aL  Part  of  thy  father  may  be  fav'd  in  thee. 

John,  No  part  of  him,  but  will  be  ftiame  in  me. 

'TaL  Thou  never  hadft  renown,  nor  canfl  not  lofe  it; 

John.  Yes,  your  renowned  name ;  fliall  flight  abufe  it  > 

^aL  Thy  father's  charge  fliall  clear  thee  from  that  ftain. 

John,  You  cannot  witnefs  for  me,  being  flain. 
If  death  be  fo  apparent,  then  both  fly. 

T^al,  And  leave  my  followers  here  to  fight,  and  die? 
My  age  was  never  tainted  witli  fuch  fliame. 

John.  Andfhall  my  youth  b;  guilty  of  fuch  blame? 
No  more  can  I  be  fever'd  from  your  fide, 
Than  can  your  felf  your  felf  in  twain  divide: 
Stay,  go,  do  what  you  will,  the  like  do  I; 
For  live  I  will  not,  if  my  father  die. 

Tal,  Then  here  I  take  my  leave  of  thee,  fair  foR, 
Born  to  eclipfe  thy  life  this  afternoon  : 
Come,  flde  by  fide,  together  live  and  die  ; 
And  foul  with  foul  from  France  to  heaven  fly.  {ExeunK 

Alarum:  excurfions,  ivhereinT dXho^ s fon  is hemm'^d atout, 
«W  Talbot  re/cues  him, 

7 al.  St.  George f  and  vi^ory  !  fight,  foldiers,  fight  : 
The  Regent  hath  with  Talhot  broke  his  word. 
And  left  us  to  the  rage  of  France^  fword. 
y/here  is  John  Talbot  ?  paufe,  and  take  thy  breath ; 
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I  gave  thee  life,  and  refcuM  thee  from  death. 

John,  O,  twice  my  father  ?  twice  am  I  thy  fon  • 
The  life,  thou  gav'ft  me  firft,  was  loft  and  done  • ' 
Till  with  thy  warlike  fword,  defpight  of  fate  * 
To  my  determined  time  thou  gav'ft  new  date* 

TaL  When  from  the  Dauphin  s  creft  thy  fword  flruck 
fire. 

It  warm  d  thy  father's  heart  with  proud  defire 

Of  bold-fac'd  vidory.    Then  leaden  age, 

Quicken'd  with  youthful  fpleen  and  warlike  rage 

Beat  down  Alanfon^  Orleans,  Burgundy,  ^ 

And  from  the  pride  of  QalUa  refcu'd  thee. 

The  ireful  baftard  Orleans,  that  drew  blood 

From  thee,  my  boy,  and  had  the  maidenhood 

Of  thy  firft  Fight,  I  foon  encountered; 

And,  interchanging  blows,  I  quickly  fhed 

Some  of  his  bailard  blood ;  and  in  difgrace 

Befpoke  him  thus :  Contaminated,  bafe. 

And  m if- begotten  blood  I  fpill  of  thine, 

JMean  and  right  poor,  for  that  pure  blood  of  mine. 

Which  thou  didft  force  from  Talbot,  my  brave  boy  — • 

Here,  purpofing  the  Baftard  to  deftroy. 

Came  in  ftrong  refcue.    Speak,  thy  father's  care 

Art  not  thou  weary,  John  ?  how  doft  thou  fare  \ 

Wilt  thou  yet  leave  the  battle,  boy,  and  fly. 

Now  thou  art  feal'd  the  fon  of  Chivalry  ? 
Fly,  to  revenge  my  death,  when  I  am  dead ; 

The  help  of  one  flands  me  ia  little  ftead. 

Oh,  too  much  folly  is  it,  well  I  wot, 

To  hazard  all  our  lives  in  one  fmall  boat. 

If  I  to  day  die  not  with  Frenchmen/  rage, 

Tq  morrow  1  lhall  die  with  mickle  age. 

By  me  they  nothing  gain;  and,  if  I  ftay, 

*Tis  but  the  fhortning  of  my  life  one  day. 

In  thee  thy  mother  dies,  our  houfhold's  name, 

My  death's  revenge,  thy  youth,  and  England's  fames 

All  thefe,  and  more,  we  hazard  by  chy  ftay ; 

All  thefe  are  fav'd,  if  thou  wilt  fly  away. 

John,  The  fvvord     Orleans  hath  not  made  me  fmart^ 

Thefe  words  of  yours  draw  Jif«- blood  from  my  heart* 

Oat 
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Out  on  that  vantage  bought  with  fuch  a  fliame,  (13) 

To  fave  a  paltry  life,  and  flay  bright  fame  I 

Before  yo\xr\gTalbot  from  old  Talbot  fly. 

The  coward  horfc,  that  bears  me,  fall  and  die  f  ^ 

And  like  me  to  the  peafant  boys  of  France, 

To  be  (hame's  fcorn,  and  fubjed  of  mifchance. 

Surely,  by  all  the  glory  you  have  won. 

An  if  1  fly,  I  am  not  T ulhot\  fon  : 

Then  talk  no  more  of  flight,  it  is  no  boot; 

If  fon  to  Talbot^  die  at  Talbot's  foot. 

TaL  Then  follow  thou  thy  defp'rate  Sire  of  Cretey 
Thou  Icarus  !  thy  life  to  me  is  fvveet : 
If  thou  wilt  fight,  fight  by  thy  father's  fide^ 
And,  commendable  prov'd,  let's  die  in  pride.  [Exeunfi 
Marum,    Excurfans,    Enter  old  Talbot,  led. 

TaL  Where  is  my  other  life  ?  mine  awn  is  gone. 
O  !  where's  young  T albot  P  where  is  valiant  Jo/}n  P 
Triumphant  Death,  fmear'd  with  captivity  ! 
Young  Talbot's  valour  makes  me  fmile  at  thee. 
When  he  perceiv'd  me  flirink,  and  on  my  knee. 
His  bloody  fword  he  brandifh'd  over  me  ; 
And,  like  a  hungry  Lion,  did  commence 
Rough  deeds  of  rage,  and  ftern  impatience : 
But  when  my  angry  Guardant  flood  alone. 
Tend  ring  my  ruin,  and  aflfail'd  of  none, 
Dizzy-ey'd  fury  and  great  rage  of  heart 
Suddenly  made  him  from  my  fide  to  flart. 
Into  the  cluflring  battle  of  the  Trench  : 
And,  in  that  fea  of  blood,  my  boy  did  drench 

(13)  Ontbat  advaiitagey  bought  ivith  fuch  a  Shamif 
To  fave  a  paltry  life,  and  fiay  bright  Fame  ! 
Before  young  TaXhot  from  tf/^/ Talbot  fly. 
The  Coward  horfe,  that  bears  me,  fall  and  dye,J 
This  pafTag^  feems  to  lie  obicore,  and  disjointed.    Neither  tbd 
Grammar  is  to  be  j unified  5  nor  is  the  Sentiment  better.  I 
haveventur'd  at  a  flight  Alteration,  which  departs  fo  little  from 
the  Reading  which  has  obtained,  but  fo  much  raifes  the  Senfe,  as 
well  as  takes  away  the  Obfcurity,  that  I  am  willing  to  think  it; 
reAore&  the  Author's  Meaning, 

Hi? 
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His  over- mounting  fpirit ;  and  there  dy'd 
My  Icarui !  my  blolTom  in  his  pride  ! 

Enter  John  Talbot,  borne. 

Ser^.  O  my  dear  lord  !  lo !  where  your  fon  is  borne. 
Ta/.  Thou  antick  death,  which  laugh'ft  us  here  to 
fcorn. 

Anon,  from  thy  infulting  tyranny. 

Coupled  in  bonds  of  perpetuity, 

Two  Talbofs  winged  through  the  lither  fky, 

In  thy  defpight,  lhall  'fcape  mortality. 

O  thou,  whofe  wounds  become  hard-favour'd  death. 

Speak  to  thy  father,  ere  thou  yield  thy  breath. 

Brave  death  by  fpeaking,  whether  he  will  or  no  : 

Imagine  him  a  Frenchman,  and  thy  foe. 

Poor  boy  I  he  fmiles,  methinks,  as  who  Ihould  fay, 

Had  death  been  French,  then  death  had  died  to  day.'* 
Come,  come,  and  lay  him  in  his  father's  arms ; 
My  fpirit  can  no  longer  bear  thefe  harms. 
Soldiers,  adieu :  I  have  what  I  would  have. 
Now  my  old  arms  are  young  John1albot\  Grave.  {Dies, 


A    C    T  V. 
SCENE  continues  near  Bourdeaux. 

Enur  Charles,  Alanfon,  Burgundy,  Bajlard  and 
Pucelle. 

Charles. 

HA  D  York  and  Somerfet  brought  refcue  in, 
We  fhould  have  found  a  bloody  day  of  this. 
Bafi.  How  the  young  whelp  of  falbois  raging 
brood 

Did  flefli  his  puny  fword  in  Frcnchmens'  blood  ! 
FuceL  Once  I  encountered  him,  and  thus  I  faid  : 

"  Thcxi 
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Thou  maiden  youth,  be  vanquifli'd  by  a  maid." 
But  with  a  proud,  majeftical,  high  fcorn 
He  anfwer'd  thus  :      Young  Talbot  was  not  born 

To  be  the  pillage  of  a  giglot  wench." 
So,  rufhing  in  the  Bowels  of  the  French^ 
He  left  me  proudly,  as  unworthy  fight. 

Bur.  Doubtlefs,  he  would  have  made  a  noble  Knight; 
See,  where  he  lies  inherfed  in  the  arms 
Of  the  moft  bloody  nurfer  of  his  harms. 

Bufi,  Hew  them  to  pieces,  hack  their  bones  afunder  j 
Whofe  life  was  England's  glory,  Gallia  t  wonder. 

Char,  Oh,  no:  forbear:  for  that  which  we  have  fled 
During  the  life,  let  us  not  wrong  it  dead.  - 

Enter  Sir  William  Lucy. 

Lucy.  Condudl  me  to  the  Dauphin's  tent,  to  know 
Who  hath  obtained  the  glory  of  the  day. 

Char,  On  what  fubmilfive  mefTage  are  thou  fent  ? 

Lucy*  Submiffion,  Dauphin?  'cis  a meer7^r^»cy&  word'> 
We  Englijh  warriors  wot  not,  what  it  means. 
I  come  to  know  what  prifoners  thou  haft  ta'en, 
And  to  furvey  the  bodies  of  the  dead. 

Char,  For  prifoners  ask'ft  thou  ?  hell  our  prifbn  is* 
But  tell  me  whom  thou  feek'ft  ? 

Lucy,  Where  is  th«  great  Alctdes  of  the  field. 
Valiant  lord  Talbot^  Earl  ©f  Shrewsbury  ? 
Created,  for  his  rare  fuccefs  in  arms. 
Great  Earl  of  Wajhfordy  Waterford^  and  Valence^ 
Lord  T albot  of  Goodrig  and  Urchitijield ; 
Lord  Strange  of  Blackmere,  Lord  Verdon  of  Alton, 
Lord  Crom^wel  of  Wing  field y  lord  Furni'val  of  SheffeiU^ 
The  thrice  vidorious  lord  of  Falconbridgey 
Knight  of  the  noble  Order  of  St.  George y 
Worthy  St.  Michael,  and  the  Golden  Fleece^ 
Great  Marflial  to  our  King  Henry  the  Sixth 
Of  all  his  wars  within  the  realm  of  France, 

PuceL  Here  is  a  filly,  ftately,  ftile,  indeed : 
The  Turk,  that  two  and  fifty  Kingdoms  hath. 
Writes  not  fo  tedious  a  ftile  as  this. 
Him  that  thou  magnify'ft  with  all  thcfc  titles. 

Stink- 
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Stinking,  and  fly-blown,  lies  here  at  our  fceb. 

Lucy.  Is  Talhot  ilain,  the  Frenchmeyis'  only  fcourg«, 
You,t  kingdom's  terrour  and  black  Ncmejis  ? 
Oh,  were  mine  eye- balls  into  bullets  turn'd, 
That  I  in  rage  might  fnoot  them  at  your  faces ! 
Oh,  that  1  could  but  call  thefe  dead  to  life, 
It  were  enough  to  fright  the  realm  of  France  ! 
Were  but  his  pidure  left  among  you  here, 
It  would  amaze  the  proudeft  of  you  all. 
Give  me  their  bodies,  that  I  may  bsar  them  hence. 
And  give  them  burial  as  befeems  their  worth. 

Puce/.  I  think,  thisUpflart  is  old  TaJhct's  ghoft ; 
He  fpeaks  with  fuch  a  proud  commanding  fpirit : 
For  God's  fake,  let  him  have  'em  ;  to  keep  them  herc^ 
They  would  but  ftink  and  putrifie  the  air. 

Char,  Go,  take  their  bodies  hence. 

Lucy,  ril  bear  them  hence  ; 
But  from  their  afhes,  Dauphin,  lhall  be  rear'd 
A  Phoenix,  that  fhall  make  all  France  afear'd. 

Char.  So  we  be  rid  of  them,  do  what  thou  wilt : 
And  nov/  to  Paris y  in  this  conq'ring  vein  ; 
All  will  be  ours,  now  hloody  Talbot's  Ilain.  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE  changes  io  England. 
Enter  King  Henry,  Gloucefler,  and  Exeter. 

A'.  Hefiry.  T  TAVE  you  perus'd  the  letters  frQin  the 

JlI  Pope, 
The  Emperor,  and  the  Earl  of  Armagnac  ? 

Glouy  I  have,  my  lord  ;  and  their  intent  is  this  > 
7'hey  humbly  fue  unto  your  Excellence, 
To  have  a  godly  Peace  concluded  of, 
Between  the  realms  of  England  and  of  France, 

K.  Henry.  How  doth  your  Grace  affeft  this  motion  ? 

Glou.  Well,  my  good  lord ;  and  as  the  only  means 
To  ftop  efFufion  of  our  Chriftian  blood. 
And  ftablifh  quietnefs  on  ev'ry  fide. 

K.  Henry.  Ay,  marry,  uncle,  for  I  a,lways  thought 

It  was  both  impious  and  unn^turaj,  ,  . 

^  That 
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That  fuch  immanity  and  bloody  ftrife 
Should  reign  ameng  profeiTors  of  one  Faith. 

Glou.  Befide,  my  lord,  the  fooner  to  elFedl 
And  furer  bind  this  knpt  of  amity. 
The  Earl     Armagnac,  near  kin  to  Charles^ 
A  man  of  great  authority  in  France, 
Proffers  his  only  daughter  to  your  Grace 
In  marriage,  with  a  large  and  fumptuous  dowry. 

K,  Henry,  Marriage  ?  alas !  my  years  are  yet  too  young  :• 
And  fitter  is  my  ftudy  and  my  books. 
Than  wanton  dalliance  with  a  paramour. 
Yet  call  th'  AmbafTadors ;  and,  as  you  pleafe. 
So  let  them  have  their  anfwers  ev'ry  one. 
J  Iball  be  well  content  with  any  choice, 
Tends  to  God's  glory,  and  my  Country's  weaU 

Enter  Winchefler,  and  three  Amhajfadors^ 

Ex,  What,  is  my  lord  of  Winchcjier  inftalFd, 
And  caird  unto  a  Cardinal's  degree  ? 
Then  I  perceive  That  will  be  verify'd, 
Henry  the  Fifth  did  fometime  prophefie  : 

If  once  he  come  to  be  a  Cardinal, 

He'll  make  his  Cap  coequal  with  the  Crown." 

K.  Henry,  My  lords  Ambaffadors,  your  fev'ral  fuit? 
Have  been  confider'd  and  debated  on  ; 
Your  purpofe  is  both  good  and  reafonable  ; 
And  therefore  are  we  certainly  refolv'd 
To  draw  conditions  of  a  friendly  .Peace, 
Which  by  my  lord  of  Winchejler  we  mean 
Shall  be  tranfported  prefently  to  France, 

Glou,  And  for  the  proffer  of  my  lord  your  maftcr, 
I  have  inform'd  his  Highnefs  fo  at  large ; 
As,  liking  of  the  lady's  virtuous  gifts, 
Her  beauty  and  the  value  of  her  dower. 
He  doth  intend  She  fhall  be  England's  Queen. 

K.  Henry,  In  argument  and  proof  of  which  Contrail;, 
Bear  her  this  jewel,  pledge  of  my  affedion. 
And  fo,  my  lord  Prote6lor,  fee  them  guarded. 
And  fafely  brought  to  Do^er  ;  where,  infhipp'd. 
Commit  them  to  the  fortune  of  the  fea. 

lExeunt  King  a^id  Trawl 
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Win.  Stay,  my  lord  Legate^  you  fhall  firft  receive 
*l'he  fum  of  money  which  I  promifed 
Should  be  delivered  to  his  Holinefs, 
For  cloathing  me  in  thefe  grave  ornaments. 

Legate.  I  will  attend  upon  your  lordfhip's  leifurc. 

Win.  Now  Wiiichejler  will  not  fubmit,  1  trow. 
Or  be  Inferior  to  the  proudeft  Peer. 
Humf  hry  of  Glo'JIer,  thou  fhalt  well  perceive, 
That  nor  in  birth,  or  for  authority, 
The  Billiop  will  be  over-borne  by  thee  : 
ril  cither  make  thee  ftoop,  and  bend  thy  knee* 
Or  fack  this  country  with  a  mutiny.  [Exeunt . 

SCENE  changes  to  France. 

tin/er  Dduphitty  Burgundy,  Alanfon,  Bajfard,  Reignier, 
and  Joan  la  Pucelle. 

Dau.     I  ^HESE  news,  my  lords,  may  cheer  ouf 

X         drooping  fpirits  : 
*Tis  faid,  the  ftout  Parijtans  do  revolt, 
And  turn  again  unto  the  warlike  French. 

Alan.  Then  march  to  Paris^  royal  Charles  of  Franu^ 
And  keep  not  back  your  Pow'rs  in  dalliance, 

PuceL  Peace  be  amongft  them,  if  they  turn  to  us, 
Elfe  Ruin  combat  with  their  Palaces. 

Enter  Scout. 

Scout,  Saccefs  unto  our  valiant  General, 
And  happinefs  to  his  accomplices  ! 

Dau.  What  tidings  fend  our  fcouts  ?  I  pr'ythee,  fpeaki 

Scout,  The  Enghyh  army,  that  divided  was 
Into  two  parts,  is  now  conjoined  in  one  ; 
And  means  to  give  you  battle  prefently. 

Dau,  Somewhat  too  fudden.  Sirs,  the  warning  is  | 
But  we  will  prefently  provide  for  them* 

Burg,  I  truft,  theghoflof7'^/^6?/isnotthcre; 
Now  he  is  gone,  my  lord,  you  need  not  fear. 

Fucei  Of  all  bafe  paffions  fear  is  mod  accurft. 
C<?mmand  the  Conqueft,  Charles,  it  (hall  be  thine  : 
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Let  Hejiry  fret  and  all  the  world  repine. 

Dau,  Then  on,  my  lords  ;  and  France  be  fortunate. 

Alarm :  excurjlons.    Enter  Joan  la  Pucelle. 

Vucel.  The  Regent  conquers,  and  the  Frenchmen  fl/. 
Now  help,  ye  charming  Spells  and  Periapts ; 
And,  ye  choice  Spirits,  that  admonifh  me. 
And  give  me  figns  of  future  accidents ;  [Thun^ler; 
You  ipeedy  helpers,  that  are  fubflitutes 
Under  the  lordly  monarch  of  the  North, 
Appear,  and  aid  me  in  this  cnterprize. 

Enter  Fiends, 

This  fpeedy  quick  appearance  argues  proof 

Of  your  accuftom'd  diligence  to  me. 

Now,  ye  familiar  fpirits,  that  are  cull'd 

Out  of  the  powVful  regions  under  earth. 

Help  me  this  once,  that  France  may  get  the  field. 

[They  ^ctlk,  and  Jpeak  not^ 
Oh,  hold  me  not  with  filence  over  long : 
Where  I  was  wont  to  feed  you  with  my  blood, 
I'll  lop  a  member  off,  and  give  it  you 
In  earneft  of  a  further  benefit : 
So  you  do  condefcend  to  help  me  now. 

[They  hang  their  heads. 
No  hope  to  have  redrefs  ?  my  body  fhall 
Pay  recompence,  if  you  will  grant  my  fuit. 

[They  JJ^ake.  their  heads* 
Cannot  my  body,  nor  blood-facrifice, 
Intreat  you  to  your  wonted  furtherance  ? 
Then,  take  my  foul ;  my  body,  foul  and  all ; 
Before  that  England  give  the  French  the  foil. 

[They  deparU 
See,  they  forfake  me.    Now  the  time  is  come. 
That  France  muft  vail  her  lofty  plumed  creft„ 
And  let  her  head  fall  into  England"^  lap. 
My  ancient  incantations  are  too  weak. 
And  Hell  too  flrong  for  me  to  buckle  with  : 
Now,  France,  thy  glory  droopeth  to  the  dull.  [Exit. 

Excur* 
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Excurjlons.    Pucelle  und  York  fight  hand  to  hand, 
Pucelle     taken.    The  French  fiy, 

Tork,  Damfel  of  France,  I  think,  I  have  you  faft. 
Unchain  your  fpirits  now  with  fpelling  Charms, 
And  try  if  they  can  gain  your  liberty. 
A  goodly  prize,  iit  for  the  devil's  Grace  f 
See,  how  the  ugly  witch  doth  bend  her  brows. 
As  if,  with  Circe y  (he  would  change  my  fhapc. 

PuceL  Chang'd  to  a  worfer  fhape  thou  canft  not  be. 

Tork.  Oh,  Charles  the  Dauphin  is  a  proper  man ; 
No  fhape,  but  his,  can  pleafe  your  dainty  eye. 

PuceL  A  plaguing  mifchief  light  on  Charles  and  thee  \ 
And  may  ye  both  be  fuddenly  furpris'd 
By  bloody  hands,  in  lleeping  on  your  beds  ! 

Tork,  Fell,  banning  hag !  inchantrefs,  hold  thy  tongue. 

PuceL  I  pr'ythee,  give  me  leave  to  curfe  a-while. 

Tork.  Curfe,  mifcreant,  when  thou  comeft  to  the 
flake.  {Exeunt. 
'4larm,    Enter  Suffolk,  *with  Lady  Margaret  in  his  hand, 

Suf.  Be  what  thou  wilt,  thou  art  my  prifoner. 

[Gazes  on  her^ 
Oh,  fairefl  beauty,  do  not  fear,  nor  fly ; 
For  I  will  touch  thee  but  with  reverend  hands : 
I  kifs  thefe  fingers  for  eternal  peace. 
And  lay  them  gently  on  thy  tender  fide. 
Who  art  thou  ?  fay  ;  that  I  may  honour  thee. 

Mar,  Margaret,  my  name  ;  and  daughter  to  a  King^ 
The  King  of  Naples ;  whofoe'er  thou  art. 

Suf,  An  Earl  I  am,  and  Suffolk  am  I  call'd. 
Be  not  offended.  Nature's  miracle, 
Thou  art  allotted  to  be  ta'en  by  me : 
So  doth  the  Swan  her  downy  cignets  fave. 
Keeping  them  prisoners  underneath  her  wings. 
Yet  if  this  fervile  ufage  once  offend, 
Go  and  be  free  again,  as  Suffolk's  friend.    [She  is  goingi 
Oh,  ftay  !  1  have  no  powV  to  let  her  pafs ; 
My  hand  would  free  her,  but  my  heart  fays,  no. 
As  plays  the  fun  upon  the  glaffy  flreams. 
Twinkling  another  counterfeited  beam. 
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So  feems  this  gorgeous  beauty  to  mine  eyes. 

Fain  would  I  woo  her,  yet  I  dare  not  fpeak  : 

III  call  for  pen  and  ink,  and  write  my  mind. 

Fie,       la  Pole,  difable  not  thy  felf : 

Haft  not  a  tongue  ?  is  fhe  not  here  thy  prisoner  ? 

Wilt  thou  be  daunted  at  a  woman's  fight  ? 

Ay  ;  beauty's  princely  Majefty  is  fuch. 

Confounds  the  tongue,  and  makes  the  fenfes  rough* 

Mar.  Say,  Earl  of  Suffolk,  if  thy  name  be  fo. 
What  ranfom  muft  I  pay  before  I  pafs  f 
For,  I  perceive,  I  am  thy  prifoner. 

Suf,  How  canft  thou  tell,  fhe  will  deny  thy  fuit. 
Before  thou  make  a  tryal  of  her  love  ?  [^Afide, 

Mar,  Why  fpeak'ft  thou  not  ?  what  ranfom  muft  I  pay  ? 

Suf,  She's  beautiful ;  and  therefore  to  be  wooed  : 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  to  be  won.  [JJlile, 

Mar,  Wilt  thou  accept  of  ranfom,  yea,  or  no  ? 

Su/.  Fond  man  !  remember,  that  thou  haft  a  wife ; 
Then  how  can  Margaret  be  thy  paramour  ?  [JJii/e. 

Mar,  'Twere  beft  to  leave  him,  for  he  will  not  hear, 

Suf.  There  all  is  marr'd ;  there  lies  a  cooling  card. 

Mar,  He  talks  at  random ;  fure,  the  man  is  mad. 

Suf.  And  yet  a  difpenfation  may  be  had. 

Mar.  And  yet  I  would,  that  you  would  anfwer  me» 

Suf.  I'll  win  this  lady  M<irgaret.    For  whom  ? 
Why,  for  my  King :  Tufli,  that's  a  wooden  thing. 

Mar.  He  talks  of  wood  :  it  is  fome  carpenter. 

Suf,  Yet  fo  my  fancy  may  be  fatisfy'd. 
And  Peace  eftablifhed  between  thefe  realms. 
Bat  there  remains  a  fcruple  in  that  too  : 
For  though  her  father  be  the  King  of  Naples^ 
Duke  of  Anjou  and  Main,  yet  he  is  poor ; 
And  our  Nobility  will  fcorn  the  match.  \_AJid€^ 

Mar.  Hear  ye  me,  Captain  ?  are  ye  not  at  leifure  ? 

Suf.  It  ftiall  be  fo,  difdain  they  ne'er  fo  much  : 
Henry  is  youthful,  and  will  quickly  yield. 
Madam,  I  have  a  fecret  to  reveal. 

Mar,  What  tho'  I  be  inthralPd,  he  feems  a  Knight^ 
And  will  not  any  way  diihonour  me.  \Aftde„ 

Suf  Lady,  vouchfafe  to  liften  what  I  fey. 

Mar. 
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Mar,  Perhaps  I  fhall  be  refcu'd  by  the  French ; 
And  then  I  need  not  crave  his  courtefie. 

Suf,  Sweet  Madam,  give  me  hearing  in  a  caufe. 
Mar.  Tufli,  women  have  been  captivate  ere  now, 

Suf.  Lady,  wherefore  talk  you  fo  ? 

Mar.  I  cry  you  mercy,  'tis  but  for 

Suf.  Say,  gentle  Princefs,  would  you  not  fuppofc 
Your  bondage  happy,  to  be  made  a  Queen  ? 

Mar.  To  be  a  Queen  in  bondage,  is  more  vile 
Than  is  a  flave  in  bafe  fervility ; 
For  Princes  fhould  be  free. 

Suf.  And  fo  fliall  you, 
If  happy  England's  Royal  King  be  free. 

Mar,  Why,  what  concerns  his  freedom  unto  me  ? 

Suf.  ril  undertake  to  make  thee  Henrys  Qucea, 
To  put  a  golden  Scepter  in  thy  hand. 
And  fet  a  precious  Crown  upon  thy  head. 
If  thou  wilt  condefcend  to  be  my  — 

Mar.  What  ? 

Suf,  His  love. 

Mar.  I  am  unworthy  to  be  Henrfs  wife. 

Suf.  No,  gentle  Madam  ;  I  unworthy  am 
To  woo  fo  fair  a  dame  to  be  his  wife  ; 
And  have  no  portion  in  the  choice  my  felf. 
How  fay  you,  Madam,  arc  you  fo  content  ? 

Mar.  An  if  my  father  pleafe,  I  am  content. 

Suf.  Then  call  our  Captains  and  our  colours  forth. 
And,  Madam,  at  your  father's  cartle-walls, 
We'll  crave  a  parley,  to  confer  with  him. 

Sound.    Enter  Reignier  on  the  ^alls, 

Buf.  See,  Reignier y  fee  thy  daughter  prifoner. 
Reig,  To  whom  ? 
Suf.  To  me. 

Reig.  Suffolk^  what  remedy  ? 
I  am  a  foldier,  and  unapt  to  weep. 
Or  to  exclaim  on  fortune's  ficklenefs. 

Suf  Yes,  there  is  remedy  enough,  my  lord 
Confent,  and  for  thy  honour  give  confent. 

Thy 
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Thy  daughter  lhall  be  wedded  to  my  King ; 
Whom  I  with  pain  have  woo'd  and  won  thereto ; 
And  this  her  eafy-held  imprifonment 
Hath  gain'd  thy  daughter  princely  liberty. 

Rcig.  Speaks  Suffolk  as  he  thinks  ? 

Suf.  Fair  Margaret  knows. 
That  Suffolk  doth  not  flatter,  face,  or  fain. 

Reig.  Upon  thy  princely  Warrant  I  defcend ; 
To  give  thee  anfwer  of  thy  juft  demand. 

Suf,  And  here  I  will  exped  thy  Coming. 

Trumpets  found.    Enter  Reignicr. 

Reig.  Welcome,  brave  Earl,  into  our  territories ; 
Command  in  Anjou^  what  your  Honour  pleafes. 

Suf.  Thanks,  Reignier,  happy  in  fo  fweet  a  child. 
Fit  to  be  made  companion  of  a  King  : 
What  anfwer  makes  your  Grace  unto  my  fuit  ? 

Reig.  Since  thou  doll  deign  to  woo  her  little  worth. 
To  be  the  Princely  bride  of  fuch  a  lord ; 
Upon  condition  I  may  quietly 
Enjoy  mine  own,  the  country  Maine  and  Jnjou, 
Free  from  oppreffion  or  the  ftroke  of  war. 
My  daughter  lhall  be  Henry* Sy  if  he  pleafe. 

Suf,  That  is  her  ranfom,  I  deliver  her ; 
And  thofe  two  Counties,  I  will  undertake. 
Your  Grace  lhall  well  and  quietly  enjoy. 
♦  Reig,  And  I  again  in  Henrys  Royal  name. 
As  Deputy  unto  that  gfacious  King, 
Give  thee  her  hand  for  fign  of  plighted  faith. 

Suf  Reignier  of  Francey  I  give  thee  kingly  thanks, 
Becaufe  this  is  in  trafiick  of  a  King. 
And  yet,  raethinks,  I  could  be  well  content 
To  be  mine  own  Attorney  in  this  cafe.  \,^Jide* 
I'll  over  then  to  England  with  this  News, 
And  make  this  marriage  to  be  folemniz'd : 
j   So  farewel,  Reignier;  fet this  diamond  fafe 

In  golden  Palaces,  as  it  becomes. 
I      Reig,  I  do  embrace  thee,  as  I  would  embrace 
I  The  Chriilian  Prince  King  Henry,  were  he  here. 
,      Vol.  IV.  U  Mar. 
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Mar.  Farewel,niylord :  goodwifhes,  praife  and  pray  V» 
Shall  Suffolk  ever  have  of  Margaret,  [She  is  going. 

Suf.  Farewel,  fweet  Madam ;  hark  you,  Margaret  % 
No  princely  commendations  to  my  King  ? 

Mar,  Such  commendations  as  become  a  maid, 
A  virgin  and  his  fervant,  fay  to  him. 

Suf,  Words  fweetly  plac'd,  and  modeilly  diredled. 
But,  Madam,  I  muft  trouble  you  again. 
No  loving  token  to  his  Majefty  ? 

Mar,  Yes,  my  good  lord,  a  pure  unfpotted  heart. 
Never  yet  taint  with  love,  I  fend  the  King. 

Suf.  And  this  withal.  [Kifes  her] 

Mar,  That  for  thy  felf  —  I  will  not  fo  prefume. 
To  fend  fuch  pecvilh  tokens  to  a  King. 

Suf,  O,  wert  thou  for  my  felf! — but,  Suffolk,  flay; 
Thou  may'ft  not  wander  in  that  labyrinth ; 
There  Minotaurs,  and  ugly  treafons,  lurk. 
Sollicit  Henry  with  her  wond'rous  praife. 
Bethink  thee  on  her  virtues  that  furmount. 
Her  nat'ral  graces  that  extinguifti  art ; 
Repeat  their  femblance  often  on  the  feas ; 
That,  when  thou  com'ft  to  kneel  at  Henrys  feet. 
Thou  may'ft  bereave  him  of  his  wits  with  wonder.  [Exe^ 

Enter  York,  Warwick,  a  fhepherd^  and  Pucelle. 

York,  Bring  forth  that  forcerefs,  condemned  to  burn.  . 

Shef,  Ah,  Joan!  This  kills  thy  father's  heart  outright. 
Have  I  fought  ev'ry  Country  far  and  near. 
And  now  it  is  my  chance  to  find  thee  out, 
Muft  1  behold  thy  timelefs,  cruel,  death  ! 
Ah,  Joan,  fweet  daughter,  I  will  die  with  thee. 

Fucel,  Decrepit  mifer  !  bafe  ignoble  wretch ! 
I  am  defcended  of  a  gentler  blood. 
Thou  art  no  father,  nor  no  friend  of  mine. 

Shcf,  Out,  out !— Jny  lords,  an  pleafe  you,  'tis  not  fo ; 
J  did  beget  her,  all  the  parifh  knows  : 
Her  mother,  living  yet,  can  teftify, 
She  was  the  firft-fruit  of  my  batch'lorfhip. 

War,  Gracelefs,  wilt  thou  deny  thy  parentage  ? 

York. 
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Tork,  This  argues,  what  her  kind  of  life  hath  been. 
Wicked  and  vile ;  and  fo  her  death  concludes. 

Sbep,  Fie,  Joa?/,  that  thou  wilt  be  fo  obftacle  : 
God  knows,  thou  art  a  collop  of  my  flefh. 
And  for  thy  fake  have  I  Ihed  many  a  tear ; 
Deny  me  not,  I  pray  thee,  gentle  Joan. 

Pucel.  Peafant,  avaunt  I  You  have  fuborn'd  this  man 
Of  purpofe  to  obfcure  my  noble  Birth. 

Shep.  'Tis  true,  I  gave  a  noble  to  the  prieft,  • 
The  morn  that  I  was  wedded  to  her  mother. 
Kneel  down  and  take  my  blefling,  good  my  girl. 
Wilt  thou  not  ftoop  ?  now  curfed  be  the  time 
Of  thy  nativity !  1  would,  the  milk, 
Thy  mother  gave  thee  when  thou  fuck'dft  her  bread. 
Had  been  a  little  ratsbane  for  thy  fake  : 
Or  elfe,  when  thou  didll  keep  my  lambs  a-field, 
I  wlfh  fome  rav'nous  wolf  had  eaten  thee. 
Doft  thou  deny  thy  father,  curfed  drab  ? 
O,  burn  her,  burn  her ;  hanging  is  too  good.  [Exit. 

York,  Take  her  away,  for  ihe  hath  liv'd  too  long. 
To  fill  the  world  with  vitious  qualities. 

Pucel.  Firft,  let  me  tell  you,  whom  you  have  coa- 
demn'd  5 

Not  me  begotten  of  a  fhepherd  fwain. 
But  iffu'd  from  the  progeny  of  Kings ; 
Virtuous  and  holy,  chofen  from  above. 
By  infpiration  of  celeftial  grace. 
To  work  exceeding  miracles  on  earth : 
I  never  had  to  do  with  wicked  Spirits. 
But  you,  that  are  polluted  with  your  lufls, 
Stain'd  with  the  guiltlefs  blood  of  innocents. 
Corrupt  and  tainted  with  a  thoufand  vices, 
Becaufe  you  want  the  grace,  that  others  havt^ 
You  judge  it  ftraight  a  thing  impolTible 
To  compafs  wonders,  but  by  help  of  devils. 
No,  mifconceived  Joan  of  Arc  hath  been 
A  virgin  from  her  tender  infancy, 
Chafte  and  immaculate  in  very  thought ; 
Wbofe  maiden  blood,  thus  rig'roufly  efFus'd, 

U  2  Will 
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Will  cry  for  vengeance  at  the  gates  of  heaven. 

Tork.  Ay,  ay  ;  away  with  her  to  execution. 

War.  And  heark  ye,  Sirs ;  becaufe  fhe  is  a  maid. 
Spare  for  no  faggots,  let  there  be  enow : 
Place  pitchy  barrels  on  the  fatal  flake, 
That  fo  her  torture  may  be  fhortcned. 

PuceL  Will  nothing  turn  your  unrelenting  hearts  ? 
Then,  Joan,  difcover  thine  infirmity  ; 
That  \yarranteth  by  law  to  be  thy  privilege. 
J  am  with  child,  ye  bloody  homicides : 
Murther  not  then  the  fruit  within  my  womb. 
Although  ye  hale  me  to  a  violent  death. 

york.  Now  heav'n  forefend !  the  holy  maid  with  child ! 

War,  The  greatefl  miracle  that  ere  you  wrought : 
Is  all  your  flridl  precifenefs  come  to  this  ? 

Tork.  She  and  the  Dauphin  have  been  juggling : 
I  did  imagine,  what  would  be  her  refuge. 

War,  Well,  go  to;  we  will  have  no  baflards  live; 
Efpecially,  fmce  Charles  mufl  father  it. 

Pi:a:I.  You  are  deceived,  my  child  is  none  of  his ; 
It  was  Alatijon  that  enjoyed  my  love. 

Tork,  Alanfonl  that  notorious 
It  dies,  an  if  it  had  a  thoufand  lives. 

VuceL  O,  give  me  leave,  I  have  deluded  you ; 
'Twas  neither  Charles^  nor  yet  the  Duke  I  nam'd. 
But  Reigmcr,  King  of  Naples,  that  prevail'd. 

War.  A  married  man !  that's  mofl  intolerable. 

Tork.  Why,  here's  a  girl ;  I  think,  fhe  knows  not  well, 
(There  were  fo  many)  v/hom  fhe  may  accufc. 

War,  It's  fign,  fhe  hath  been  liberal  and  free. 

Tork.  And  yet  forfooth,  flie  is  a  virgin  pure. 
Strumpet,  thy  words  condemn  thy  brat  and  thee : 
Ufe  no  intreaty,  for  it  is  in  vain. 

Pucel,  Then  lead  me  hence ;  with  whom  I  leave  my 
curfe. 

May  never  glorious  fun  reflex' his  beams 
Upon  the  country  where  you  make  abode ! 
But  darknefs  and  the  gloomy  fhade  of  death 
Inviron  you,  'till  mifckief  and  defpair 

Drive 
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Drive  you  to  break  your  necks,  or  hang  your  felves  ! 

[Exit  guarded. 
York,  Break  thou  in  pieces,  and  confume  to  alhes. 
Thou  foul  accurfed  minifter  of  hell  f 

Enter  Cardinal  of  Winchefler. 

Car,  Lord  Regent,  I  do  greet  your  Excellence 
With  letters  of  Commiffion  from  the  King. 
For  know,  my  lords,  the  ftates  of  Chrillendom, 
Mov'd  with  remorfe  of  thefe  outrageous  broils. 
Have  earneftly  implored  a  gen'ral  Peace 
Betwixt  our  nation  and  th'  afpiring  French ; 
And  fee  at  hand  the  Dauphin,  and  his  train. 
Approaching  to  confer  about  fome  matters. 

York»  Is  all  our  travel  turn'd  to  this  efFed  ? 
After  the  flaughter  of  fo  many  Peers, 
So  many  Captains,  gentlemen  and  foldiersr. 
That  in  this  quarrel  have  been  overthrown. 
And  fold  their  bodies  for  their  country's  benefit^ 
Shall  we  at  lafl  conclude  effeminate  Peace  ? 
Have  we  not  lofl  moft  part  of  all  the  towns. 
By  treafon,  falfhood,  and  by  treachery. 
Our  great  progenitors  had  conquered  ? 
Oh,  V/ar^icky  Warwick!  I  forefee  with  grief 
The  utter  lofs  of  all  the  realm  of  France, 

War.  Be  patient,  York ;  if  we  conclude  a  Peace  ^ 
It  fhall  be  with  fuch  llridl  and  fevere  covenants. 
As  little  fhall  the  Frenchmen  gain  thereby. 

Enter  Charles,  Alanfon,  Bafiard,  and  Relgnier. 

Char^  Since,  lords  of  England^  it  is  thus  agreed. 
That  peaceful  Truce  fhall  be  proclaim'd  in  France ; 
We  come  to  be  informed  by  your  felves. 
What  the  conditions  of  that  league  mufl  be. 

Speak,  Winchefter\  for  boiling  choler  chokes 
The  hollow  pafTage  of  my  prifon'd  voice. 
By  fight  of  thefe  our  baleful  enemies. 

Win,  Charles  and  the  refl,  it  is  enadled  thus : 
That  in  regard  King  Uenry  gives  confent;. 
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Of  meer  companion  and  of  lenity. 
To  eafe  your  Countjy  of  diftrefsftil  war. 
And  fuffer  you  to  breathe  in  fruitful  Peace ; 
You  fhall  become  true  liegemen  to  his  Crown. 
And  Charles,  upon  condition  thou  wilt  fwear 
To  pay  him  tribute  and  fubmit  thy  felf. 
Thou  fhalt  be  plac'd  as  Viceroy  under  him  ; 
And  ftill  enjoy  thy  regal  dignity. 

Jlan,  Muft  he  be  then  a  fhadow  of  himfelf  ? 
Adorn  his  temples  with  a  Coronet, 
And  yet  in  fubdance  and  authority 
Retain  but  privilege  of  a  private  man  ? 
This  proffer  is  abfurd  and  reafonlefs. 

Char,  'Tis  known,  already  that  I  am  pofTeft 
Of  more  than  half  the  Gallian  Territories, 

And  therein  revVenc'd  for  their  lawful  King. 

Shall  I,  for  lucre  of  the  reft  un-vanquifli'd, 

3Detra6l  fo  much  from  that  prerogative. 

As  to  be  caird  but  Viceroy  of  the  whole  ? 

No,  lord  AmbafTador,  Til  rather  keep 

That  which  I  have,  than,  coveting  for  more. 

Be  call:  from  pofTibility  of  all. 

York.  Infulcing  Charles,  haft  thou  by  fecret  means 

Us'd  interceftion  to  obtain  a  League ; 

And  now  the  matter  grows  to  compromife, 

Stand'ft  thou  aloof  upon  comparifon  ? 

Either  accept  the  title  thou  ufurp'ft, 

Of  benefit  proceeding  from  our  King, 

And  not  of  any  challenge  of  defert. 

Or  v/e  will  plague  thee  with  inceftant  wars. 
Reig.  My  lord,  you  do  not  well  in  obftinacy 

To  cavil  in  the  courfe  of  this  Contra6l : 

If  once  it  be  negle&d,  ten  to  one, 

V7e  fliall  not  find  like  opportunity. 

Alan.  To  fay  the  truth,  it  is  your  policy. 

To  fave  your  Subjeds  from  fuch  maftacre. 

And  ruthlefs  flaughters,  as  are  daily  feen 

By  our  proceeding  in  hoftility. 

And  therefore  take  this  compa^^  of  a  Truce, 

Althou 
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^^Mthough  you  break  it,  when  your  pleafure  ferves. 

[^Afide,  to  the  Dauphin, 
War.  How  fay'ft  thou,  Charles?  lhall  our  Condition 

Hand  ? 
Char,  It  mall-: 
Only  referv'd,  you  claim  no  intercft 
In  any  of  our  towns  of  garrifon. 

York,  Then  fwear  allegiance  to  his  Majefty." 
As  thou  art  Knight,  never  to  difobey. 
Nor  be  rebellious  to  the  Crown  of  England: 
Thou,  nor  thy  Nobles,  to  the  Crown  of  England^ 
So  now  difmifs  your  army,  when  you  pleafe  : 
Hang  up  your  enfigns,  let  your  drums  be  Hill, 
For  here  we  entertain  a^folemn  Peace.  \ExeunK 

SCENE  changes  to  England. 

Enter  Suffolk,  in  Conference  ^ith  King.  Henry  ; 
Glouceder,  and  Exeter. 

K' Henry. ^^0\^^  wondrous  rare  defcription,  noble 

X  Earl, 
Of  beauteous  Margaret  hath  aflonifh'd  me  : 
Her  virtues,  graced  with  external  gifts. 
Do  breed  love's  fettled  palfions  in  my  heart. 
And,  like  as  rigour  of  tempelluous  gufts 
Provokes  the  mightieft  hulk  againfl  the  tide. 
So  am  f  driv'n  by  breath  of  her  renown. 
Either  to  fufFer  fhipwreck,  or  arrive 
Where  I  may  have  fruition  of  her  love. 

Suf,  Tufh,  my  good  lord,  this  fuperiicial  tale 
Is  but  a  preface  to  her  worthy  praife : 
The  chief  perfedions  of  that  lovely  dame, 
(Had  I  fufficient  fkill  to  utter  them,) 
Would  make  a  volume  of  inticing  lines, 
Able  to  ravifh  any  dull  conceit. 
And,  which  is  more,  fhe  is  not  fo  divine. 
So  full  replete  with  choice  of  all  delights. 
But  with  as  humble  lowlinefs  of  mind 

She 
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She  is  content  to  be  at  your  command  : 
Command,  I  mean,  of  virtuous  challe  intents. 
To  love  and  honour  Henry  as  her  lord. 

K.  Henry,  And  otherwife  will  Henry  ne'er  prefume  : 
Therefore,  my  lord  Protedor,  give  confent. 
That  Margret  may  be  England'i^oydX  Queen. 

Glcu,  So  ihould  I  give  confent  to  flatter  fm. 
You  know,  my  lord,  your  Highnefs  is  betrothU 
Unto  another  lady  of  efteem  : 
How  fliall  we  then  difpenfe  with  that  Contra6l, 
And  not  deface  your  honour  with  reproach  ? 

Suf.  As  doth  a  Ruler  with  unlawful  oaths  > 
Or  one,  that  at  a  triumph  having  vow'd 
To  try  his  ftrength,  forl'aketh  yet  the  Lills 
By  reafon  of  his  adverfary's  odds. 
A  poor  EarPs  daughter  i'S  unequal  odds  % 
And  therefore  may  be  broke  without  offence. 

Glott,  Why,  what,  I  pray,  i%Mar£retmoxQ,  than  that  ^ 
Her  father  is  no  better  than  an  Earl, 
Although  in  glorious  titles  he  excel. 

S^f,  Yes,  my  good  lord,  her  father  is  a  King, 
The  King  of  Naples  and  Jerujalem ; 
And  of  fuch  great  Authority  m  France^ 
That  his  Alliance  will  confirm  our  Peace ; 
And  keep  the  Frenchmen  in  allegiance. 

Glou,  And  fo  the  Earl  of  Armagnac  may  do*, 
Becaufe  he  is  near  ki^nfman  unto  Charles. 

Exe,  Belide,  his  wealth  doth  warrant  liberal  DowV, 
While  Rcignier  fooner  will  receive,  than  give. 

Suf,  A  DowV,  my  lords !  difgrace  not  fo  your  King^ 
That  he  fliould  be  fo  abjeft,  bafe  and  poor. 
To  chufe  for  wealth,  and  not  for  perfed  love. 
Henry  is  able  to  enrich  his  Queen; 
And  not  to  feek  a  Queen,  to  make  him  rich. 
So  worthlefs  peafants  bargain  for  their  wives. 
As  market-men  for  Oxen,  Sheep  or  Horfe. 
But  marriage  is  a  matter  of  more  worth. 
Than  to  be  dealt  in  by  Attorneylhip  i 
Not  whom  we  will,  but  whom  his  Grace  affefts, 

Muft 
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Muft  be  companion  of  his  nuptial  bed. 

And  therefore,  lords,  fince  he  affedls  her  moft. 

It  moft  of  all  thefe  reafons  bindeth  us. 

In  our  opinions  Ihe  Ihould  be  preferred ; 

For  what  is  wedlock  forced,  but  a  hell. 

An  age  of  difcord  and  continual  llrife  ? 

Whereas  the  contrary  bringeth  forth  Blifs, 

And  is  a  pattern  of  celeftial  Peace. 

Whom  fhould  we  match  with  Henry,  being  aKing^ 

But  Marg'ret^  that  is  daughter  to  a  King  ? 

Her  peerlefs  feature,  joined  with  her  birth. 

Approves  her  fit  for  none,  but  for  a  King  : 

Her  valiant  courage,  and  undaunted  fpirit, 

(More  than  in  woman  commonly  is  feen,) 

Anfwer  our  hope  in  Iflue  of  a  King : 

For  Henry,  fon  unto  a  Conqueror, 

Is  likely  to  beget  more  Conquerors ; 

If  with  a  lady  of  fo  high  refolve. 

As  is  fair  Mat-gret,  he  be  link'd  in  love. 

Then  yield,  my  lords,  and  here  conclude  with  me. 

That  Margret  fhall  be  Queen,  and  none  but  fhe. 

K,  Henry,  Whether  it  be  through  force  oi  your  report. 
My  noble  lord  of  Suffolk ;  or  for  that 
My  tender  youth  was  never  yet  attaint 
With  any  paffion  of  inflaming  love, 
I  cannot  tell ;  but  this  I  am  aiTur'd, 
\  feel  fuch  lharp  diflention  in  my  breaft, 
Such  fierce  alarums  both  of  hope  and  fear, 
As  I  am  fick  with  working  of  my  thoughts. 
Take  therefore  fhipping  ;  poft,  my  lord,  to  Fra7icey 
Agree  to  any  Covenants ;  and  procure. 
That  lady  Margret  do  vouchfafe  to  come 
To  crofs  the  feas  to  England \  and  be  crown'd 
King  Hcntys  faithful  and  anointed  Queen. 
For  your  expences  and  fufficient  charge. 
Among  the  people  gather  up  a  tenth. 
Be  gone,  I  fay  ;  for  'till  you  do  return, 
I  am  perplexed  with  a  thoufand  cares. 
And  you,  good  Uncle,  banifh  all  oiFence  : 


i66         The  Erft  Part  of,  &c. 

If  you  do  cenfure  me,  by  what  you  were. 

Not  what  you  are,  I  know,  it  will  excufe 

This  fudden  execution  of  my  will. 

And  fo  condud  me,  where  from  company 

I  may  revolve  and  ruminate  my  grief  \^Exti\ 

Glou,  Ay  ;  grief,  I  fear  me,  both  at  firft  and  laft. 

[j^;^// Glouccfter. 

Snf,  Thus  Suffolk  hath  prevailed,  and  thus  he  goes. 
As  did  the  youthful  Paris  once  to  Greece, 
We  hope  to  find  the  like  event  in  love ; 
But  profper  better  than  the  Trojan  did  : 
Mar^ret  (hall  now  be  Queen,  and  rule  the  King  : 
But  I  will  rule  both  her,  the  King,  and  realm.  {Exit. 


Tb4  End  of  iU  Fourth  Volume, 


m 


i 


I 

I 


Knapp  VxmcL 


